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‘THE READER MAGAZINE 


Has justified its existence. It has proved that there is a place for a 
monthly magazine that is American in spirit; that concerns itself 
with vital problems of national interest; that combines with 
the purely entertaining the helpfully instructive; that is not given 
over wholly to short stories; that is illustrated but is not a pic- 
ture book; that, after covering the general field, adds to itself 
another magazine—a magazine of books and their authors, of 
criticism, review, suggestion and news. 


Tue READER MaGazinE is published for the reader, whoever 
or wherever he may be. Its growth during the past four months 
has never been equaled by any periodical. It has not made a place 
for itself, there was a place awaiting it. 


There are four incidents in the interesting career of Mr. Deck 
Melton. “HOW HE CAME HOME?” is the first. It is in this 
number of THE ReapER Macazine. The August incident will be: 


“WHEN HIS LUCK TURNED” 


Deck Melton—cool, self-possessed, nervy, determined against all 
odds to keep in the straight path—is a man to challenge your 
admiration. His biographer, Mr. Wood Levette Wilson, has told 
the four incidents in his career with a sympathetic and straight- 
forward simplicity that is engrossing. Read the July story; and 
you're sure to read the rest. In addition 


THE AUGUST NUMBER 


Will contain a striking feature article, Zangwill’s inimitable 
essays, Mr. Thomas Walsh on Pagan Celticism, Clara E. Laughlin 
on Writing for Magazines, Mr. Lynde’s fourth article on Railway 
Accidents in America, the illustrated department of Writers and 
Readers, which has proved a most valuable and interesting feature, 
a characteristic short story by Alice Woods Ullman and other 
entertaining fiction. 
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FOR SUMMER READING 
ohe Nature Library 


has exceptional charm and value 
I it a pleasant hour with nature 
H 


you wish? Or would you 
confirm a recollection of some 
point brought up during a recent 
outing, identify a species, or put 
your finger on some fugitive fact in * 
_ Nature? These are but a few of the 
many uses the books have aside from 
‘their principal value as a complete 
guide to the study of American 
Natural History, and their attract- 
iveness as entertaining reading. 


ef 


RE there little ones growing up — 

about you? Think what it 

a : means to a child to have at hand 

jem books which attract, the interest to 

—— subjects sure to result in health and 
satistaction all through life. 
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HE long out-door season will 

mean much more to you and 
to the youngsters if these beautiful 
volumes are at hand for counsel and 
entertainment, All the year they 
keep the country in the home, and 
all that is best and most attractive 
in Nature is ever before you. 


“As necessary as the dictionary 
but far more interesting” 


TEN SUPERB LARGE VOLUMES 


4,000 pages, 1014x734 inches; 300 plates in full colors; 450 half-tone photographs; 
1,500 other illustrations, and a General Introduction by Fobn Burroughs. 


You will incur no obligation and you will become informed about a most notable work by sending to _& 
. us the coupon opposite. ey 
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Gentlemen: 

You may send meat 
your expense the new 
booklet containing sam- 
ple color plates, black and 
white half-tones, specimen text 
pages, ec., of The Nature Li- 
brary. Include also particulars 
of price and terms. 


E wish to submit an elaborate book- 

let, which will show better than 

anything except the books themselves the 

beauty, authoritativeness, and usefulness of 
the new edition of 


THE NATURE LIBRARY 
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A 25-Cent Magazine for 10 Cents 


THE WORLD TO-DAY 


REDUCED IN PRICE, BUT NOT IN QUALITY 


will be reduced to Ten Cents per copy or One Dollar for yearly 
subscriptions paid in advance. In making this announcement the pub- 
lishers are but carrying out the original plans formed at the inception of the en- 
terprise, to give the largest and best magazine possible to produce for the money. 
The success of the many splendid magazines in the fiction field at Ten 
Cents per copy is convincing proof of the increasing demand for good literature 
at a popular price. The publishers of THe Worip To-Day can sce no good 
reason why the magazines treating of the realities of life should not be sold for 
the same money. All other magazines in its class are now sclling at I'wenty- 
Five Cents per copy. THE Worip To-Day therefore is the pioneer in its 
field to adopt a Ten-Cent price, 


Buz with the July issue the price of THe Wortp To-Day 


Tue Wortp To-Day has achieved a success that was deemed impossible 
for any magazine to attain in the Western field. [rom the start it has had 
certain definite aims and purposes from which it has never deviated. It has 
been our aim to instruct as well as to entertain ; to furnish monthly the latest 
information in every department of human progress, presented in such a form 
that it would be a help and an inspiration to busy men and women who have 
not time for extensive reading. In carrying out ourideals it has become daily 
more apparent that a Twenty-Five-Cent price is a bar to our reaching a 
large number of the very people we desire to benefit. We are convinced that 
there are hundreds of thousands of young men and women, ministers, teachers, 
business men and people in all walks of life who want such information as we 
are furnishing yet do not feel that they can afford a high-priced magazine. 

Tue Wortp To-Dayrhas a wider mission and wishes to reach a larger 
constituency than is possible for any Twenty-Five-Cent Magazine. 

The reduction in price does not mean an inferior magazine. The present 
high standard will be fully maintained, and it is our purpose to do even better. 
Every issue will contain at least 128 pages and over 100 illustrations, many 
being in colors. 

Tue Wortp To-Day at Twenty-Five Cents has been considered excel- 
lent value, At Ten Cents it is the best bargain ever offered in the magazine 
field. If you are not familiar with it look it up at your dealer’s or send Ten 
Cents for a sample copy. Remember you get a Twenty-Five-Cent 
Magazine, and good value at that, for but One Dollar a Year. 
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THE BEST FICTION 


MISS RIVES’ NEW NOVEL 


- The Castaway 


Three Great Men Ruined in One Year—a King, a Cad 
and a Castaway 


A new novel by Harrie Ermine Rives, author of ‘*Hearts Courageous.’* 
‘The Castaway”* is a romance of the life and the loves of Lord Byron. 
There are eight pictures by Howard Chandler Christy. 
SPECIAL NOTICE 


The price of ‘The Castaway’’ is One Dollar everywhere 


We obligate ourselves absolutely to maintain 
the price at which “The Castaway” is retailed. 


The Cost 


““A Mighty Romance of Love and Business” 


No recent novel has displayed so vividly the multiform 
aspects of American life; no recent novel has centered 
them in action of such absorbing complexity, in love of 
such irresistible grace. Intense, masterly, epoch-making. 

‘<The Cost’’ is a masterly tale of masterful men in the 
grip of the master passion. 


By David Graham Phillips, With 16 illustrations ty 
Harrison Fisher, 12mo, $1.50 


In the Bishop’s Carriage 


Says Alan Dale: ‘‘I am rarely aroused by current 
literature, but this story simply fascinated me. It is 
glittering, original, and way out of the ordinary.’” 


“<If jaded novel readers want a new sensation they 


er 


will get it ‘In the Bishop's Carriage. 
—Chicago Tribune. 


Illustrated by Harrison Fisher 
I1zmo, $1.50 


THE BosBs-MERRILL COMPANY 


Huldah 


“One of the Lord's Own People"’ 


Here for the first time in literature, we have the great- 
hearted, capable woman of the Texan plains truly 
depicted. Sunshine attends her; her optimism is unfail- 
ing. Hers is the strength and freedom of the plains. 
The story of the people she helped, out there in the 
wild cattle country, is exciting, amusing and inspiring, 


By Alice MacGowan and Grace MacGowan Cooke 
Illustrated by F. Y, Cory, 12mo, $1.50 


The Grafters 


“One of the best examples of a new and distinctly 
American class of fiction—the kind which finds romance 
and even sensational excitement in business, politics, 
finance and law,”” says 

The Outlook, April 30, 1904. 


By Francis Lynde, author of “The Master of 
Appleby.”’ Illustrated by A. I. Keller 
1amo, $1.50 
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TALE. OF BIG TUSK, 
THE WILD BOAR 
By W. A. Fraser, and 


The opening chapters of a new serial story 


“THE PRINCESS PASSES” 


By C. N. and A. M. Williamson, authors of 


“THE LIGHTNING CONDUCTOR” 
In the July number of 


The Metropolitan Magazine 


10 Short Stories 100 Illustrations 
30 PAGES PRINTED IN COLORS 


A 35-cent Magazine for 15 cents At all Newsdealers 
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THE REAL 
NEW YORK 


By RUPERT HUGHES 
OVER ONE-HUNDRED DRAWINGS by HY MAYER 


Everybody is interested in New 

York. Everybody will be inter- 
ested in a book 
| which not only 
ANEW OEsee tells ofthe city’s 
life, but pictures it as well. 
Such is «The Real New York,” 
and more, it is an interesting 
and fascinating story. The 
reader will follow with such 
unflagging interest the romantic 
attachment 

which de- A STREET MERCHANT 

velops between two of the 

characters as hardly to realize 

until the end the immense 


value of the book as a source 


of information about the city. 


All Booksellers, $1.50 net 


THE SMART SET PUBLISHING CO. 
452 Fifth Avenue, New York 
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At thee SUMMER RESORT 


.When it rains, or when you feel disposed to “sleep” the day out, there.is 
nothing so welcome as a good, spirited bit of fiction, with which to pass 
‘the time away pleasantly. Below are enumerated some of the successes of 
the season, and all of them are ideal “summer” books of the kind described. 


The 66 Sur e a Yours truly, belt Fappen. The 
Day By EDWARD W. TOWNSEND Darrow 


Author of *Chimmie Fadden,” etc. 


The genial “Chimmie” makes his bow again. His dis- 4 
of the cussions on the theater, the doings of society and other knig ma 
interesting topics are “immensely entertaining and de- 
Dog lightfully clever,” as the Philadelphia Telegraph says. 


16mo, illustrated, 75 cents. 


By MELVIN L. 


ay Gnonee Pamela Congreve |‘ severy 
McCUTCHEON By FRANCES AYMAR MATHEWS 
Author of "My Lady Peggy Goes to Town,” etc. 
Author of ; In “Pamela Congreve” Miss Mathews has created one 


“Graustark,” etc. of the most fascinating heroines in py, fiction. 
le and vivacity. 


A detective story— 
one of the best in 

12mo, illustrated, $1.50 recent years. The 
A love story, amusing solution of the mys- 


and clever. Discloses 9 ° terious murderis very 
Mr. McCutcheon as! AIS Fair In LOVE | inceniousiy worked 


Her madcap career is told with spar. 
i 


a humorist of no mean out. 
ability. Itssuccesshas By JOSEPHINE CAROLINE SAWYER 
been immediate and Author of ®Every Inch a King,” etc. 
pronounced A charming love story which, for audacity of plot and 
terseness of interest, can hardly be surpassed. The book 
should meet with a warm reception. Literary World : 
“Quite the best thing , 2 12 illustrated, $1.50 
the authorhas done” mos Dastted @. “An exceedingly 


clever tale; setsa 


Chicago News 
. A Daughter of the States new standard for the 


stories ofthis variety” 
Illustrations in color by By MAX PEMBERTON 
| Haratson Fisher Author of “The Gold Wolf,” etc. 
and border decorations Aspirited story of adventure told in Mr. Pemberton’s 


best style. The action never flags for a moment, and th 
interest is admirably sustained throughout. ; Illustrated 


12mo, $1.2 y 
mnie? 12mo, illustrated, $1.50 Taine, #1290 


For Sale at all Book Shops or Sent on Receipt of the Price by the Publishers 


DODD, MEAD & COMPANY 


372 FIFTH AVENUE NEW YORK CITY 
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SANCTUARY 


W.D .NESBIT 


D Ove th 
— spiring book. 
So,shut the door when night is come;: 
Forget the world thaf lies without- 
The world of problems wearisome, 
Of worries, of defeat and doubt. 


out the world, learn to sa 
The echo of its rasping calls; 
Let neither care, nor fear, nor fret, 
tspace once within your walls. 


Find 
Forget the babel of the street; 


orget the roughness of the way, (\W/A 


For here are blossoms fair and sweet, 
__ Outside are shadows dull & gray, 
RB E this your sanctuary, then. . 
©) What of tomorrow? It may wait, 


For here is hearth and home again, |// KN) 


dhere contentment holds its’state. | 


These four walls shield us roundabout- | NK 


i} 
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JOSEPH W. FOLK 
AND THE FORCE BEHIND HIS BOOM FOR THE PRESIDENCY 
By Claude H. Wetmore 


ISSOURI to-day presents the 
paradox of a man’s enemies en- 
deavoring to present him with 

the choicest gift in the United States— 
they wish to make him chief executive of 
the nation. 

This boom for Joseph W. Folk, which 
is growing with rapidity throughout the 
United States, was started at a confer- 
ence of political leaders held in St. Louis 
about two months ago, and its inception 
was due to the fact that party leaders 
and powerful influences behind them saw 
that it would be impossible to defeat Mr. 
Folk for the gubernatorial nomination in 
the Democratic state convention. 

It is a desperate game they are play- 
ing, but it is one that is essential to the 
existence of the ring that ever since the 
civil war has controlled state nominations 
and state affairs in Missouri. Strange to 
say, this action by machine leaders is not 
understood elsewhere, and men of promi- 
nence in the national councils of Democ- 
racy, believing that genuine motives for 
the good of the commonwealth are in the 
minds of those who are voicing Mr. Folk 
for the presidency so loudly, have taken 
up the cry, and by their weight are giv- 
ing added momentum to the movement. 

It is a possibility—and it may become 
a probability before this article shall be 


read—that after an oratorical outburst 
in the Democratic national convention by 
a man like Bourke Cochran, the name of 
Mr. Folk will be pyrotechnically placed 
at the head of the national ticket, even as 
was the name of William Jennings Bryan 
in the tumultuous, half-crazed gathering 
in Chicago eight years ago. . 

It is unfortunate for Missouri that the 


state nominating convention this year 


should be held after the national. Could 
the dates be reversed, and Mr. Folk be 
safely named for governor, then the fran- 
tic endeavor of machine leaders to pre- 
vent such action by forcing him to the 
front in the national convention might 
not come to pass, and the risk of having 
the good work of years undone by the 
frenzy of a moment would not be so immi- 
nent. 

Those who have been watching the 
course of events in Missouri during the 
last few years and have seen the uncover- 
ing, for the first time in history, of the 
parasites that have waxed fat at the ex- 
pense of the people, while poisoning the 
blood of the body politic, believe that for 
the good of government Mr. Folk should 
be permitted to continue his work in a 
natural, progressive manner, and not be 
forced into a position that is in discord 
with what he considers to be his duty. 
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So they—his friends and well-wishers— 
hope that this effort to place his name in 
nomination at the national convention will 
prove abortive. 

To show why this is so, and to explain 
the paradox alluded to in the first para- 
graph, it is necessary to become acquaint- 
ed with the course of events since Joseph 
W. Folk came to St. Louis, in 1896, from 
his native home in Tennessee. 

At Brownsville, in that state, he had 
practised in the town and county courts, 
following in the line of his father, and 
the work that he was called upon to do 
gave the same foundation for future en- 
deavor that is acquired by a physician 
while serving as an interne in a hospital. 

Although quite young when he opened 
his office in St. Louis—for Joseph Folk 
was born October 29, 1869—he succeeded 
in attracting a number of influential 
clients and soon determined that for fu- 
ture profit he would make a specialty of 
corporation law. A somewhat peculiar se- 
lection, one might say, for a person who 
soon was to be called upon to do battle 
against attorneys famous in the lines of 
criminal jurisprudence, yet owing to the 
peculiar circumstances under which the 
crime exposures in St. Louis were to be 
made—corporations being involved—it 
seems almost providential that the young 
lawyer’s early walks in the field of his 
chosen profession should have been in this 
direction. 

Soon after commencing his St. Louis 
career Mr. Folk joined the Jefferson Club, 
which then was in its infancy and com- 
posed of younger members of the party. 
He was a Democrat, both by inheritance 
and by conviction; moreover, an ardent 
partizan, even to speaking of the late 
Samuel J. Tilden as “president”; and he 
wears to-day a scar inflicted by the prema- 
ture explosion of a powder bomb which 
he and other boys of Brownsville had con- 
structed when the news of Tilden’s elec- 
tion was flashed over the United States. 

Mr. Folk soon became chairman of the 
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Jefferson Club campaign committee. A 
year later he was elected president of the 
organization, and in this way came in close 
touch with politicians. 

The general public first had his per- 
sonality brought to their notice in 1898, © 
when as arbitrator for both capital and 
labor Mr. Folk satisfactorily settled the 
great street railroad strike that had been 
productive of severe financial loss to the 
city. 

It was at this period—from 1895 to 
1900—that St. Louis gained the reputa- 
tion of being the worst governed city in 
the country, and the state government, or 
rather the legislative branch thereof, was 
pointed to as the most corrupt in the west. 

Every one knew that the majority of 
men who sought election to the municipal 
assembly and the legislature did so for the 
opportunity to sell their votes. 

In those days a street railroad com- 
pany—which was a company only in 
name, for it neither owned a car nor a 
foot of rail—was awarded a blanket fran- 
chise, covering every street in St. Louis, 
and for this privilege paid over $300,000 
bribe money to the city assemblymen and 
$250,000 bribe money to the guardians 
of the state’s interests at the capital, Jef- 
ferson City. 

Although it was the largest single 
graft, yet the money accepted by the 
bribe takers, in this instance, was a mere 
bagatelle when compared with the sum 
total of the blackmail they were able to 
levy on corporations and individuals. 

No man or concern could lay a switch 
into his property, could erect an awning, 
could secure wharfage, or could have 
voice concerning the paving of a street in 
front of his residence until he paid tribute 
to the leeches that reigned in the City 
Hall. 

And at Jefferson City the railroad 
lobby held a whip hand, only to yield the 
floor when such powerful organizations as 
the school book trust or the baking pow- 
der trust desired to buy votes that 
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pet schemes of theirs might be pushed 
through. 

It was in these days that a portion of 
the city of St. Louis was without lights 
for several months, because the city 
fathers could not decide which company 
would pay them the greatest amount of 
bribe money, and it was then that Mayor 
Ziegenhein made his famous remark to a 
committee of indignant citizens, replying 
in a sneering manner to their protests, 
‘Well, you have a moon yet.” 

As this height of rascality had been 
reached under Republican administration, 
the Democratic leaders considered that 
the word “reform” for their battle-cry 
would be good policy, so in the year 1900 
they cast about for a man whom they be- 
lieved would be considered an exponent of 
that idea. Thus came about the nomina- 
tion .and election, as mayor, of Rolla 
Wells, a business man of experience and 
one who certainly has done a great deal 
toward giving St. Louis the government it 
needs. 

But it was the office of circuit attorney 
that the people desired to see effectively 
administered, and to please the voters, 
Democrats asked the former president of 
the Jefferson Club, Mr. Folk, if he would 
run. Twice he refused the offer, and 
when finally convinced that it was neces- 
sary for the good of his party that he ac- 
cept, he acquiesced, saying, however, that 
he would do his duty, irrespective of 
party. This phrase, “doing his duty,” 
had become such a platitude with others 
that no one paid particular attention, and 
it was not until Mr. Folk had been in of- 
fice a year that people recalled how fre- 
quently and earnestly he had repeated the 
statement during the campaign. 

One afternoon toward the middle of 
January, 1902, Circuit Attorney Folk 
read in a newspaper that a sum of money 
had been placed in escrow in a certain 


bank by certain capitalists who had de- - 


sired the passage of a street railroad ordi- 
nance and that they had intended the 
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funds for distribution among the members 
of the Municipal Assembly. There had 
been some hitch in the deal, the article 
went on, and the money had become a 
bone of contention between the parties to 
the transaction. 

No names of persons were mentioned ; 
no one bank was indicated; no railway 
corporation was specified. 

The next day subpenaes, commanding 
appearance before the grand jury, were 
served on every man who had been a mem- 
ber of the Municipal Assembly during the 
preceding three years. Officers of the 
street railroad company, bank cashiers 
and bookkeepers and other persons who 
in some manner might have a knowledge 
of the transaction were likewise ordered to 
visit the inquisitorial chamber. 

One might suppose that this flood of 
summonses caused consternation. It did 
not, because the boodlers were too strong- 
ly entrenched to fear an attack; bribery 
had been too long rampant to expect a 
sudden pruning; and too many promi- 
nent St. Louisians were involved to per- 
mit the esclandre going very far. 

Flaring headlines in newspapers an- 
nounced that an inquiry was on, but such 
editorial comment as appeared made light 
of Mr. Folk’s actions and prophesied an- 
other flash in the pan. 

An uproariously merry crowd assem- 
bled in the ante-room to the grand jury 
chamber on the morning after Mr. Folk 
had opened his batteries. Members of the 
Council and the House of Delegates 
cracked jokes at the expense of the young 
lawyer and told stories to while away the 
time until they should be called. 

Occasionally a name would be pro- 
nounced by a deputy sheriff, and the per- 
son indicated would pass into the next 
room, where the grand jury was in ses- 
sion. He would come out smiling broad- 
ly, and would wink in high glee at his 
comrades. 

Soon it became necessary for the rail- 
road officials to face the inquisitors. They 
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went in, one by one, and they scowled 
fiercely at the assemblymen as they passed 
them by, at which the legislators laughed 
even more heartily, for the Missouri law 
provides equal punishment for bribe- 
givers and bribe-takers, and these wealthy 
men could not afford to incriminate them- 
selves. 

Evening grew near. The witnesses 
were dismissed, and Circuit Attorney 
Folk sat in his office. 

Had the young lawyer been willing to 
-admit it, that day would have passed into 
St. Louis history as his Waterloo; had 
he been built of less sterner stuff, the in- 
vestigation into the municipal corruption 
would have ended then and there. Nota 
witness that had been examined had ad- 
mitted a material fact upon which an in- 
dictment could be found. One and all had 
denied knowledge of any corruption fund 
and any connection therewith. 

But the thought of retreat never en- 
tered Mr. Folk’s mind. To understand 
why this was, one must become acquainted 
with a phase of his character—confidence 
that right will prevail. 

He sat there, wearing his smile-mask 
even in his solitude, smoked cigar after 
cigar and planned another battle. 

Early in the morning Charles H. Tur- 
ner, president of the St. Louis and Sub- 
urban Street Railroad Company, and 
Philip Stock, agent of the Brewers’ Sup- 
ply Company, were summoned to the cir- 
cuit attorney’s office. 

“Good morning, gentlemen,” said Mr. 
Folk, when they entered. ‘Please be 
seated,” and he smiled graciously as they 
drew up chairs. 

_ Then suddenly, without altering his 
tone of voice, and without changing his 
expression, he added: 

“Unless you appear before the grand 
jury within forty-eight hours and tell 
everything you know concerning the plac- 
ing of money in escrow for the purpose of 
bribing members of the Municipal As- 
sembly, I shall send you both to the peni- 
tentiary.” 


JOSEPH W. FOLK 


The visitors paled. “I—I,” stammered 
Mr. Turner. 

“That is all,” said Mr. Folk, abruptly. 
“Good morning, gentlemen.” 

They left his office bewildered. Where 
had he learned the facts? That he had 
learned them they were confident. This 
was but one incident out of many that fol- 
lowed in which Mr. Folk communicated 
his confidence to others. Some persons 
called it hypnotism. 

From the Four Courts Messrs. Turner 
and Stock went to the office of Charles P. 
Johnson, once lieutenant governor of Mis- 
souri, and famed throughout the West as 
a criminal lawyer, an attorney whose bril- 
liancy had been marked in the Deustrow 
murder trial, the Jett murder trial and 
other cases of note. They told him what 
had occurred. ‘Don’t worry,” said the 
governor. ‘Sit down here and wait while 
I attend to the young man.” 

An hour later they met—the veteran of 
many a hard-fought legal battle and the 
youthful circuit attorney. 

“What does all this mean?” cried the 
governor, making himself comfortably at 
home. 

“Exactly what I told your clients,” re- 
plied Mr. Folk, smiling. ‘Unless they 
appear before the grand jury within 
forty-eight hours and tell everything 
they know concerning attempted bribery 
of the Assembly, I shall send them both 
to the penitentiary.” 

The governor looked at that smiling 
face earnestly. He became convinced that 
the circuit attorney was in a position to 
do what he threatened. He returned to 
his office. ‘You had better turn state’s 
evidence,” he said to the millionaire and 
his lieutenant. 

No truer comparison of the position of 
Mr. Folk at that day can be made than 
with that of the poker player who has 
drawn to a flush and failed to fill, who 
knows there are strong hands out against 
him, yet who is so confident of winning on 
a bluff that he pushes to the center of the 
table not only all the money he has at 
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hand, but all his woridly possessions, and, 
moreover, adds to this total with mort- 
gages on everything in the future. 

Mr. Joseph W. Folk well knew that if 
Charles H. Turner and Philip Stock re- 
fused to turn state’s evidence he had not 
one iota of proof to adduce against them 
in court and would be unable to fulfill his 
threat of sending them to the peniten- 
tiary. He knew that failure on their part 
to yield would not only put an end to the 
investigation then in hand, but would 
make him the laughing-stock of the com- 
munity, therefore useless as a public of- 
ficer; and discredited in this, his first 
trust, he would return to private life a 
failure. 

These were facts which stared him in 
the face when Governor Johnson left his 
office. He did not know that the great 
criminal lawyer had been convinced even 
as he had wished to convince him; he 
knew ‘nothing of the advice given by the 
attorney to his clients a half-hour later; 
he only knew that the die had been cast 
and that the next play must come from 
the other side. 

For thirty-six hours not a move was 
made. During that time Mr. Folk at- 
tended to his usual duties around the 
Four Courts, and no one noticed any 
change in his demeanor; there was no les- 
sening of his habitual smile. 

Then Charles H. Turner, president of 
the St. Louis and Suburban Street Rail- 
road Company, and Philip Stock, agent 
of the Brewers’ Supply Company, 
knocked on the door of the grand jury 
room, and gaining admission, told the en- 
tire tale of what has become known as the 
Suburban Bribery Case. 

Joseph W. Folk had won. 

This confession proved the open sesame 
to all the corruption, and with dogged de- 
termination Mr. Folk pursued his ad- 
vantage. He caused the arrest of Charles 
Kratz, ex-councilman, and John K. Mur- 
rell, ex-member of the House of Dele- 
gates, who had acted as go-betweens in 
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the Suburban bribery deal; then when 
these two fled to Mexico he brought about 
their return, one by coaxing, the other by 
securing an enactment by the United 
States Senate of an extradition treaty 
covering bribery. Murrell, who came 
back first, turned state’s evidence; others 
who were in the mire with him followed 
suit, and scores of stenographers’ note 
books were filled with confessions made by 
them before the grand jury. 

The statute of limitations protected 
Missourians guilty of malfeasance prior 
to a three years’ limit, but the circuit at- 
torney believed that persons who had lived 
without the state since that time could be 
drawn into the net. In this manner he 
secured the conviction of Robert M. Sny- 
der, the promoter of the Central Traction 
bill—that measure referred ‘to early in 
this article, which brought about the dis- 
tribution of $300,000 bribe money— 
whose only defense was that he had not 
become a resident of New York, and, as 
a Missourian, was exempt from prosecu- 
tion. But the jury did not believe this 
plea, and ordered that he serve five years 
at Jefferson City. Prior to the Snyder 
case, Harry A. Faulkner and John H. 
Schnettler, former members of the House 
of Delegates, were tried on perjury 
charges and sentenced, the former to two 
years and the latter to four. 

In an attempt to punish the bribers as 
well as the bribed, Mr. Folk secured the 
indictment of two wealthy brewers, who 
had signed with the Suburban’s president 
the promissory notes on which the bribe 
money had been secured from a bank. 
One of the brewers was in Egypt at the 
time the true bill was returned, and al- 
though it has frequently been stated that 
he would return and face the charge, he 
has remained abroad and has chosen Paris 
as his residence. The other has been tried 
and acquitted on the ground that he did 
not know what the money he aided in se- 
curing was to be used for. 

In those days many men ransacked 
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their minds in effort to throw light on the 
all absorbing topic, and that is how Mr. 
Folk finally succeeded in entangling Ed- 
ward Butler, the veteran political boss. 
Dr. Henry N. Chapman, a member of the 
board of health, discoursing on bribery 
one day, remarked that at the time a bill 
for awarding the garbage contract had 
been before him and his associates for ap- 
proval, Mr. Butler had called at his house 
and had offered him a present of $2,500. 
Mrs. Chapman, the doctor’s wife, repeat- 
ed her husband’s story to several relatives, 
among others her father, Captain William 
Hodges, who was chairman of the council 
railroad committee. ‘The latter told the 
circuit attorney, and the result was the 
issue of a subpeena for Dr. Chapman. 
‘After he had testified, a similar slip was 
served on Dr. Merrill, another member of 
the board, who, according to Chapman, 
had enjoyed a similar experience. Re- 
sult, the indictment of Edward Butler for 
bribery and his conviction at Columbia, 
Missouri, where his case had been removed 
upon the granting of a change of venue. 
This verdict was reversed by the Supreme 
Court on a technicality. 

Meanwhile the courts in St. Louis had 
been grinding, like the mills of the gods, 
and they continue to grind—for it will 
be years before all the cases are disposed 
of—with the result that Edmund Bersch, 
Charles J. Denney, Louis Decker, Charles 
A. Gutke, John A. Sheridan, T. E. Al- 
bright, Emil Hartman and Jerry J. Han- 
nigan, all former members of the House 
of Delegates, have been convicted, either 
of bribery or perjury, and some for both, 
and given sentences of from two to five 
years in the penitentiary. 

The knowledge gained by Mr. Folk in 
investigating the lighting deal, which fol- 
lowed the Suburban inquiry, whetted his 
appetite for even bigger game, and he 
was promised the satssfaction of seeing 
other millionaires assume the réle of de- 
fendant. But Charles Kelly, under in- 
dictment for complicity. in the suburban 
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deal, who it was supposed could supply 
certain convincing information, disap- 
peared from view and remained abroad 
until the statute of limitations prevented 
a prosecution. Upon Kelly’s return he 
was served with a warrant charging him 
also with bribery in connection with the 
lighting deal, for which he will be tried 
when the Supreme Court decides his ap- 
peal in the perjury case. 

Mr. Folk next unmasked a pack of 
rogues in the Legislature. The Lieuten- 
ant-Governor of the state “squealed” om 
his “‘pals,” and revealed a system of sand- 
bagging trusts and corporations that was 
simply perfect. The combine in the state 
Senate made money hand over fist. They 
had $1,000 bills to burn. They held up 
anybody and everybody for anything 
they could get! On the Lieutenant-Gov- 
ernor’s testimony a batch of Senators was 
indicted. Then the Lieutenant-Governor 
resigned, and the end of all this is not yet. 

In doing his duty Mr. Folk made ene- 
mies—thousands of them; enemies that 
are known to be such and others whose 
names can not be mentioned without dan- 
ger of libel suits. 

And it is right here that one finds the 
reason for the bitter fight that has been 
made upon the circuit attorney in his can- 
didacy for the Governorship, and also for 
the extreme effort now under way to shunt 
him off on the national convention. 

It is those stenographers’ notes that are 
the bétes noires of men of wealth and influ- 
ence. They know that although Mr. Folk 
can not prosecute them in the courts be- 
cause of the three years’ statute of limita- 
tions, yet he is in possession of damning 
evidence of their guilt, and that so certain 
as he becomes Governor of Missouri he will 
be impelled by his sense of duty to make 
them suffer for their crimes. 

The desperation of their tactics in St. 
Louis and its vicinity was tragic in its in- 
tensity and is growing fearful as the days 
speed by. When the country Democrats 
demanded that Folk become their stand- 
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ard-bearer the power that dreaded the 
consummation of this wish set about its 
undoing. Harry B. Hawes, president of 
the Board of Police Commissioners, was 
compelled to enter the field against the 
circuit attorney in order that the election 
machinery of St. Louis might be used. 
James A. Reed, mayor of Kansas City, 
was called into service, that the machine in 
Jackson county might be brought into 
play. Judge Gantt, of the Supreme 
Court, also was impressed. 

St. Louis County led off in the primary 
meetings. To defeat the farmers out 
there four hundred and fifty thugs were 
sent from the city. A riot resulted, court 
room furniture was smashed and several 
persons were injured. The Folk men were 
compelled to adjourn to another town, 
where they selected delegates, while the 
machine men remained in the county seat 
and named representatives for Hawes. 

Primaries were next held in St. Louis 
(the city and county are separate corpo- 
rations, something unique in America), 
and Hawes carried every ward in which 
there was a contest. How it was done is 
now being told, day after day, in the 
criminal courts. Folk adherents were 
pushed out of line at the polls; when they 
came back they were beaten and their 
clothing torn, while policemen stood by 
and did nothing. Among those assaulted 
were two sons of David R. Francis, presi- 
dent of the Louisiana Purchase Exposi- 
tion, and the young men were compelled 
to use football tactics before they could 
cast their ballots. 

Then the country spoke, and spoke in 
stentorian tones. County after county 
swung into the Folk column, until before 
the first of June enough delegates had 
been pledged to the circuit attorney to in- 
sure his nomination on the first ballot, 
with many bailiwicks to be heard from. 

‘Immediately the handwriting on the 
wall became plain; the corporate and in- 
dividual interests that dread the seating 
of Joseph W. Folk in the Governor’s chair 
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adopted new tactics, and until the na- 
tional Democratic convention assembles 
not a stone will be left unturned to secure 
Mr. Folk’s nomination by that body. 

Countless wealth and the strongest in- 
influence are thrown into this movement. 

And this is the truth of the situation in 
Missouri. 

Genial and open-hearted when he first 
assumed office, Mr. Folk has become very 
cautious and conservative; many things 
which he would have done then he hesitates 
to do now, for fear that something may 
occur to compromise him. It is for this rea- 
son that he is seldom seen at social func- 
tions, and avoids intimate friendships. 

He is not an orator; he is a pleader. 
Enter a court room abruptly while he is 
arguing a case and his voice impresses 
you as unpleasant. Listen for a few min- 
utes and you lose the first impression, 
which was caused by a tendency to the 
falsetto, and you become interested and 
pleased with the power of the plea. 

Analyze your feelings further, and you 
will admit that you have become inspired 
with confidence in the man who is speak- 
ing, that confidence which is the keynote 
of Mr. Folk’s success. 

People ask, Is this man true or is he a 
master charlatan? The only answer is his 
record. So far he has not made a mistake; 
no proof has been forthcoming that he has 
compromised with a single evil influence. 

In efforts to stop his energetic war the 
interests that were being opposed sent de- 
tectives back to the old home in Tennessee, 
in endeavor to find some skeleton that 
could be dangled before his face and 
frighten him into submission. Nothing re- 
sulted. 

For nearly three years the character of 
Joseph Wingate Folk has been under a 
fierce light, and no dark spot has been 
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They say that he is selfish. Grant it; 
yet while granting, one is compelled to 
admit that so far it has proved a glorious 
selfishness—for the good of the state. 


THE STAIRWAY 


By Arthur Colton 


stout mender of shoes, who also sold 

canaries and geraniums in pots. To 
the right of his shop window was that of 
the tinker, Galloway, who mended kettles 
and pans, and even sold new ones. Both 
windows were darkened and shaken by the 
elevated railroad. The door to the left 
of Zule’s window led to the stairway and 
the upper floors. Over and about it were 
printed signs, “Anna Jane Potter, Wash- 
ing and Mangling,’—“Third Floor, No. 
5, Bottles, Etc.” 

Zule sat ten hours a day at his window 
pegging shoes and smoking a black pipe. 
The pots and cages hung over him in the 
dim reek of his pipe, and the birds were 
orange colored instead of yellow. 

“It iss the smoke,” he said, looking up 
at them with small twinkling eyes. “It 
gif die schéne color. Aber ven I beat time 
mit pegging: shoes, sie vill not keep time. 
Sie vill sing as pleases ’em.” 

Zule lived in the two rooms over his 
shop, second floor front, with his round, 
fat wife, his round, plump daughter, and 
Mrs. Fabian. Mrs. Fabian was crippled 
and scarred with burns. 

“Bottles” kept his stock of singular 
glass and crockery ware in his two rooms, 
third floor front, and went and came daily 
with glass and crockery in the pockets of 
his coat. He bought here and there of 
emigrants, of pawn and curio shops, and 
at auction sales, but to whom he sold was 
his trade secret. Other dwellers about the 
stairway were Rosie Galloway, who was 
daughter of the tinker, and worked half 
days in a milliner’s store; and the man- 
gling and washing family, namely, Mrs. 
Potter and her wet soapy children, who 
overflowed on the stairway and shouted 
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“Old pauper!” at Mrs. Fabian. Mrs. 
Fabian had fishy eyes and blue lips, and 
drank laudanum. 

She was burned in a tenement fire over 
near the river and the Zules took her in 
till she might recover. But that happened 
many years back in the history of the 
stairway. The society of the stairway was 
democratic but it had standards. It was 
thought there that she might properly 
enough be disliked. Rose Galloway told 
her so. She said, “You snarl and snap 
and sleep,” where at Mrs. Fabian glared 
murderously, but Rose put her handsome 
nose in the air and went away. Rose was 
twenty-five and good looking, Cora Zule 
thirty-five, solid, slow and plain. On this 
basis they were intimate friends. 

The Zules were a family of settled 
habits. Once a week, at four in the after- 
noon of Friday, Mrs. Fabian took the 
brass clock from the mantel, put it under 
her shawl, and glared askance and stealth- 
ily at Mrs. Zule who would be asleep by 
the window with a geranium pot in her 
lap, placid, dumpy and padded in flesh. 
Then she went out sidelong, crawling 
crab-like on the stairway. The soapy 
Potter children fled downward before her, 
and scattered from the door past the 
cobbler’s window, where Cora stitched the 
shoe tops, and Zule pegged the soles, and 
orange colored canaries sang as they 
pleased. Zule, seeing the soapy children, 
would say, “It iss Mrs. Fabian mit der 
clock.” She went down, walking sidelong, 
to the pawnshop in the next block, filled 
her laudanum bottle at the corner drug 
store, and returned at twenty minutes to 
five. The soapy children fled upward be- 
fore her and collected in the hall above. 

At six Zule went after the clock. The 
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pawnbroker had given over charging a 
commission on it. Zule put the clock back 
on the mantel and sat down to supper, 
while Mrs. Fabian slept and moaned 
heavily. The family liked settled habits. 

So that the opinion of the stairway was, 
that Mrs. Fabian was a bad lot, and that 
charity to Mrs. Fabian was unnatural, 
mysterious. Bottles called her ‘a cross 
between general maliciousness and small- 
pox.” She sometimes clawed the soapy 
children, so that Anna Jane Potter called 
her “‘a bad lot.” 

The stairway tended to put Bottles at 
the top of its social scale and Mrs. Fabian 
at the bottom. He was a brisk but se- 
cretive man with a large mouth, black 
hair, and long fingers. His name was 
Cheevey. Cora Zule worshiped his com- 
ing and going, and thought of him as 
“Mr. Cheevey.”” Rose Galloway candidly 
called him ‘Bottles’? to his face, which 
amused him. He gave her a slim-necked 
vase of smoky glass, delicately sloped, and 
ringed at the top like a Doric pillar, and 
showed her why it was interesting. After 
that Rosie fell into meditation. Core Zule 
could not call him “Bottles” even behind 
his back. She tried it to herself and it 
scared her. Yet Bottles was a pleasant 
man. He seemed to be taking more inter- 
est of late in the society of the stairway. 
The affair of the vase happened on a Mon- 
day. On Friday following he stopped 
Mrs. Fabian coming from the drug store, 
and asked her why Zule did not object to 
her pawning the clock, to which Mrs. 
Fabian said viciously: ‘‘He’d better not!” 
looking at Bottles with lusterless and fishy 
eyes. 

Mrs. Fabian knew the opinion of the 
stairway from Rose Galloway, and from 
the soapy children’s shouting “Old pau- 
per!” over the banisters, though that was 
all they could do to maintain self-respect 
in the midst of fear, and seemed to them 
little enough. She had other desires than 
the craving for laudanum. She wanted 
to claw the soapy children; she wanted 
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them to stop calling her “Old pauper ;” 
she wanted the stairway to look at her in 
different light. They got into her dreams, 
thousands of soapy children, and some- 
times in the same dreams the other people 
on the stairway were persuading the Zules 
to throw her through the window in order 
that the elevated train might run over her 
legs; sometimes she saw in her dreams, 
Rose Galloway’s handsome face blister- 
ing, hair frizzling and nose melting off, 
on the coals of the Zule’s cooking stove. 

‘He'd better not!” she said to Bottles. 

“Why?” asked Bottles. 

Mrs. Fabian reflected and glared fish- 


“Aw! I know too much about him, and 
her, and Cora Zule. Zule!” 

Bottles became interested. 

‘“‘What do you know?” 

“T know a story that’s no story. Zule 
gets off cheap for me. I keep a bargain, 
I do. I say nothing. I let ’em call me 
pauper. I keep a bargain.” 

“Now, Mrs. F. come. The Zules are all 
right.” 

Mrs. Fabian snapped and _ snarled. 
“Are they? May be you know? May be 
I don’t! You never mind! I found it 
out! You let me alone!” 

She crawled away sidelong. Bottles 
walked ahead of her to the stairway. “I 
wonder if she does know something.” On 
the second flight he met Galloway, Rose, 
and Anna Jane Potter, and told them 
Mrs. Fabian’s words. 

“T don’t believe it,”? said Rose valiant- 
ly. “Cora is my friend.” Mrs. Potter 
tasted the savour of an intricate scandal. 
She was a large woman with wide pale 
blue eyes, that made astonishment seem 
natural to her. Galloway was fluent and 
argumentative, a thin, dark-skinned man. 

“°T would explain it, d’ye mind,” he 
said. ‘Who in his senses would be har- 
borin’ disgustin’ an’ ungrateful calamity 
widout reason? ’Tis his good heart, says 
you! Aye, inside of reason to be sure. 
Pm a kind man meself, but I don’t keep 
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opium drunks in me home, that hocks me 
clock Friday afternoons, nor Zule, is it 
likely ?—-widout reason.” 

“What reason does Zule give?” asked 
Bottles. 

“Cora says no one else would take care 
of Mrs. Fabian if they didn’t, and that’s 
true,” Rose appealed to Bottles, who nod- 
ded agreeably. 

‘‘And that’s no reason,” said the tinker. 

Bottles answered, “Why, no, I don’t 
see any reason why she should stay alive. 
She’s not my idea of the useful and beau- 
tiful,” looking at Rose. 

Rose yielded something to the influ- 
ence. “They may have been in trouble 
sometime. I shall ask Cora.” 

The soapy children come flowing up the 
stairway, breathless and confused. Anna 
Jane Potter cornered and pursued them 
home to the floor above. Galloway wagged 
his head shrewdly and went up, too. Mrs. 
Fabian crawled into the stairway side- 
long. Rose and Bottles leaned over the 
banisters and consulted in whispers. 

“T’ve bought a Japanese teapot. Little 
Jap on it in a black robe with gold span- 
gles, sitting on nothing over a brook with 
his feet on a cow that has the colic.” 

“Show it to me.” 

“Will you call me ‘Teapot’ instead of 
‘Bottles’ ?”” 

“Perhaps. Why?” 

“Sounds more affectionate.” 

“Then I won’t.” 

“Bottles are dissipated.” 

“You must be, to have so many.” 

“I’m going in for teapots now.” 

Mrs. Fabian glared up at them, and 
went in at the Zule doorway. Mrs. Zule 
was not there. Cora was taking a gera- 
nium pot from the window. They only 
kept one geranium pot upstairs, because 
Mrs. Fabian was apt to smash them to re- 
lieve her mind. She settled herself by the 
stove, took a secret dose from her bottle, 
hid the bottle again in her pocket, and 
felt better. The room seemed to her eyes 
to fill slowly with bluish vapor. She saw 
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herself no longer called ‘Old pauper.” 
She saw the stairway now admitting that 
she was entitled to her support, her chair 
by the stove and weekly bottle, by virtue 
of a mysterious secret that gave her power 
over the Zules, a claim to their service. 
She gave a thick muffled chuckle and 
looked at Cora. 

“Aw! I’m sorry for you, dearie, I am 
tha ” 

Cora placidly watered the geranium. 

“T see that Galloway girl with the bot- 
tle man sniggering and snuggling on the 
stairs. Poor dearie!”? She chuckled again. 

Cora dropped the spout of the water 
can, and the water splashed on the floor. 

“Aw! She’s a bad one! She’s a sly one, 
dearie, but I’ll fix her. I know about her. 
Ill get him for you, dearie. I know a 
story that’s no story.” 

Cora’s plump face flushed. 

“You’re a bad old woman to talk so. 
You don’t know anything against Rose.” 

Mrs. Fabian trembled with wrath. 

“Maybe I don’t. Oh, no! Open the 
door and see ’em sniggering and snug- 
gling! Maybe she don’t know if she 
lives on the third floor or the fourth. If 
she lets me alone, I let her alone. Trol- 
lop!” 

She sank back and closed her eyes, mut- 
tered “Fat pigs!’ snorted and moaned 
and slept. 

Cora slowly put down the watering can, 
crept to the door and opened it. Bottles 
and Rose had left the banister, but she 
could hear their voices in the hall over- 
head. She heard them go into Bottles’ 
room. After that she could not hear them. 
She went down the stairway to the shop, 
and sat stitching shoe tops till it grew 
dusky behind the shadowed and shaken 
window. The canaries subsided, twittered 
sleepily. Zule went out to get the clock. 

She heard Rose Galloway in the stair- 
way, laughing and talking to the Potter 
children. Presently Rose came into the 
shop and demanded: 

“What does Mrs. Fabian know about 
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you? She says she knows a secret. She 
told Bottles.” 

Cora stopped her stitching, flushed, 
and asked quickly, ‘“What did she tell 
him?” 

“Oh, just that she knew something. 
She’s an awful old liar. You haven’t any 
secret to be ashamed of, have you?” 

Cora bent over her stitching and was 
silent. 

‘Why don’t you say?” 

‘Have you any secret?” 

“Have I?” 

Cora choked and said, “‘Go away !” 

‘Well, I declare!” Rose went up the 
stairway in wrath, to tell Bottles and 
Anna Jane Potter that there “was some- 
thing.” 

Mrs. Fabian slept, with her scarred face 
leaning back and blue lips apart, while 
the stairway rearranged its opinions. 


Zule’s shop window was a noisy place. 
The elevated railroad sent long thunder- 
ing pulsations past it. All day one heard 
tapping and clicking feet on the sidewalk, 
wagons and drays rattling on the cobbles, 
voices of men and women calling and 
talking. And there was Zule’s hammer 
pounding shoe soles, and the canaries that 
sang over head anyway they pleased. But 
all this was not unpleasant when one was 
used to it. The smell of leather and 
geraniums was a good smell. Zule and 
Cora liked better to be in the shop than 
upstairs. They liked leather and canaries 
and geraniums, the clatter and company 
of the shop. Mrs. Zule liked geraniums, 
too, but the best of all things, it seemed 
to her, was to sit in her window upstairs, 
holding a little pot of geraniums in her 
lap so that Mrs. Fabian might not smash 
it, for in the afternoon the sunlight shone 
in, and she could go to sleep, lulled by the 
elevated trains and the drays that rattled 
on the cobbles. This irritated Mrs. Fa- 
bian, who would crawl across the room in 
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order, if possible, to knock the geranium 
pot on the floor and relieve her mind. 
But Mrs. Zule held it tightly in her sleep 
and breathed softly. Then Mrs. Fabian 
would jog the chair till Mrs. Zule was 
awake, and Mrs. Fabian would say, 
“Don’t drop the pot, dearie,” and crawl 
back to her chair with a muffled chuckle, 
feeling better. Mrs. Zule, knowing that 
Mrs. Fabian felt better, would go to 
sleep again. 

It could not be said that the Zule’s lost 
social position through Mrs. Fabian’s 
“story.” But though the children still 
fled before Mrs. Fabian, they were taught 
not to call her “Old pauper.” Galloways, 
Potters and Bottles now all nodded to her 
respectfully. They smiled and said, 
‘Hope you're feeling well, Mrs. Fabian.” 
Mrs. Fabian uttered muffled uncanny 
chuckles. It was thought on the stair- 
way, that unless she were conciliated she 
might make a disclosure, and that the 
Zules ought to be helped in keeping her 
peaceful. Galloway fell into the habit of 
sitting in Zule’s shop after supper and 
hinting at crimes of his own, committed 
when he was young and reckless. 

‘It was not me bad heart. It was mis- 
fortunes led me asthray. It was the 
vilence of me youth. It was not me bad 
heart.” 

He thought this would help Zule to 
bear his remorse. Outwardly Zule seemed 
untroubled, but Galloway thought, “Ah, 
the poor mon! Wid the pit av ruin hang- 
in’ over his head!” 

Zule said, “It iss mit der heart as mit 
der canary. It vill not keep time mit peg- 
ging of shoes.” 

A week had passed after Mrs. Fabian 
raised her social position. It was Friday 
afternoon again, but only one o’clock. 
She had spilled some laudanum that week 
and felt the loss. The cork came out in 
her pocket. She muttered and twisted in 
her chair. When Mrs. Zule was asleep 
she went across, kicked and joggled her, 
tugged at the geranium pot till Mrs. Zule 
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was awake. Then she crawled back side- 
long to her chair, but felt no better. Mrs. 
Zule did not know that she felt no better, 
and slept again. Mrs. Fabian muttered 
and glared at the clock. She did not want 
to break her habit, but the clock pointed 
to half-past one. She got up, pulled her 
shaw] over her head, took down the clock, 
hid it under her shawl, looked stealthily at 
Mrs. Zule, crept sidelong, and opened the 
door to the stairway. Bottles and Rose 
stood on the stairs above. 

“Hullo, Mrs. F!’? he shouted. “You’ll 
wear out that clock,” and Rose said, 
“You’re an hour too early.” 

Mrs. Fabian started and dropped the 
clock. 

The glass front was shattered on the 
floor. 

“Mind your business,” she shrieked, 
“you and your trollop, you Bottles!” 

‘What's that?” Bottles came swiftly 
down the stairs. 

*Das’t you touch me!” Mrs, Fabian 
raved, backing against the door, clutch- 
ing the door-knob. “I know a story! 
Melt off her nose! Sizzle her hair! Impi- 
dence !”? 

Bottles stood before her, and she clawed 
at his face. 

“Aw! I see Cora Zule crying her pig 
eyes out for you. I see you sniggering 
and snuggling, you and your trollop. 
She stops one flight too low. I know your 
games! Cora knows your games! Sizzle 
her nose off! Trollop!” 

She picked up the clock and backed 
through the door, shaking loose fingers 
at Bottles, who backed against the banis- 
ter and stared after her. Inside she 
slammed the door, crawled to her chair 
and sat down, moaning, hiding the clock 
under her shawl. Mrs. Zule. was awake, 
and wondered why Mrs. Fabian felt no 
better. 

The Potter children were collected at 
the bottom of the first flight, and gazed 
up with open mouths. Anna Jane Potter 
leaned over the banisters of the floor 
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above, foretasting intricate scandal. Bot- 
tles paid them no attention. He went 
slowly up to where Rose Galloway sat on 
the stairs and sobbed behind her fingers. 
“Rosie,” he said gravely, “I believe 


‘she’s been telling lies all over the shop, 


sizzle her nose, if she hasn’t! Anyhow, 
Rosie, I love you at the gait of a mile a 
minute. I guess you know it already. 
Widow Potter knows it now. She’s listen- 
ing over the banisters.” 

Mrs. Potter sniffled audibly, tearfully, 
not from resentment. But she would not 
give up her advantage. 

*Didn’t you know it?” persisted Bot- 
tles. 

Rosie did not move, or speak, or un- 
cover her face. 

“Well, never mind that. Will you, 
Rosie, marry me, Bottles? Mrs. Potter’s 
waiting.” 

Rose sprang up suddenly, and, without 
speaking, ran down the two flights, scat- 
tering the soapy children from the street 
door. Bottles and Anna Jane Potter were 
astonished. 

“‘She didn’t say no,” gasped Mrs. Pot- 
ter at last. Bottles rubbed his hair rue- 
fully. 

“Look here! Did you run away from 
the late Potter?” 

She shook her head. 

‘I was settin’ down, but I stayed set.” 

After a silence she sighed. 

“Pve got to sweep up that glass, or 
they’ll cut their fingers. If you have 
more’n six you’ll be sorry.” 

Bottles went thoughtfully to his rooms. 
The glass and crockery ware stood about 
on tiers of shelves. He stared at the 
Japanese teapot, on which a little Japan- 
ese man was represented sitting on the air 
over a brook with his feet on a convulsed 
cow. He thought, “Am I Teapots, or am — 
I Bottles?” 

Rose Galloway ran into Zule’s shop, 
where Zule sat pegging shoes and Cora 
stitching the tops. She dropped on her 
knees and put her arms about Cora, who 
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was about to say, “Go away!” but 
thought better of it. Zule turned his head 
a moment, and then went on with his peg- 
ging. 
“He wants to marry me,” sobbed Rose. 
“Bottles! But—but I won’t if you care. 
Did Mrs. Fabian tell lies about me, too? 
I—I didn’t know what made you act so. 
I didn’t, Cora. We thought Mrs. Fabian 
knew something awful about you all. She 
said it was why you kept her. But I won’t 
care for him if you do. I won’t! I won’t!” 
Cora sighed heavily and rubbed her hot 
face with her hand. 
“T wish no one but my father knew.” 
Zule put down his hammer. The cana- 
ries were boisterous. An elevated train 
went by and shook the window. Rose 
gasped, “I?ll settle Mrs. Fabian anyhow!” 
Zule turned about on his bench, rested 
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his elbow on his massive knee, puffed his 
pipe placidly. 

“Yor don’t do it, Rosie. I hear Mrs. 
Fabian tell she knew a story of me and 
my woman and Cora! Vell! She iss old 
woman. She haf her bad stomach, so I 
denk she don’ feel good. No? She don’ 
know story. Aber I see little children 
don’ call her ‘old pauper’ no more. Vell, 
das iss all right.” 

He gazed up with small, twinkling eyes 
between their wrinkled folds of flesh,— 
“It iss better if she don’ take laudanum, 
but tobacco iss good for canaries.” 

The Potter children flowed in confusion 
past the window. 

Cora wiped her eyes and sighed. “I will 
sew your nice dress that you marry in, 
Rosie,” she said; and Zule, “It iss Mrs. 
Fabian mit der clock.” 


THE PRODIGAL 


By Theodosia Garrison 


WH I came to you banned, dishonored, 
Brother of yours no more, 
And raised my hands where your roof-tree stands, 
Why did you open the door? 


When I came to you starving, thirsting, 
Beggared of aught but sin, 

Why did you rise with welcoming eyes 
And lift me and bid me in? 


You have set me the first at the feast 
And robed me in tenderness, 

Yet, brothers of mine, these tears for sign 
That I would your grace were less. 


For I had not been crashed by your hate 

__ Who courted the pain thereof, 

But you stab me through when you give anew, 
Oh brothers, your love—your love! 


DEATH AND THE DRUMMING WHEELS 


By Francis Lynde 


THE SURVIVAL OF THE FITTEST 
The Third of a Series of Articles on the Loss of Life by Railway Accidents in America 


NVESTIGATING the causes, real or 
| apparent, of the ever-recurring rail- 

road disaster, one learns quickly to 
draw a clean line of distinction between 
sheer mental or moral inadequacy, and 
temporary mental or physical unfitness in 
the human accessory. 

No man lives on the hilltop all the time; 
and in the sags a measurably fit man loses 
something in effectiveness. A physician 
would say that momentary aberration, 
absent-mindedness, uncertain nerves, 
lapses of memory and the mental errat- 
icism which makes a man read “Train 
Number 2” in an order which says plainly 
“Second Train Number 2,” are symp- 
toms, and would prescribe shredded wheat 
biscuit and barley water, or beefsteak and 
tonics, as his particular school of medi- 
cine chanced to be food-wise or food-fool- 
ish. And in many cases his diagnosis 
charging these passing vaguenesses to 
physical unfitness would be the true one. 
How else are we to account for accidents 
like the following; the most remarkable, 
if not the most terrible, in the long list of 
19038? 

At 6:12 on the evening of January 27, 
John Davis, the engineer of train Num- 
ber 621, a Philadelphia “hourly” on the 
Central Railroad of New Jersey, took the 
starting signal at Jersey City and pulled 
out for the fast run across the state. His 
record was irreproachable. He was a so- 
ber, sane, reliable man, selected, in a serv- 
ice where selection means merit, to drive 
one of the twelve finest and fastest trains 


on the line. He could have had no thought 


of disaster as his powerful engine gath- 
ered headway on the outward rush 
through the Jersey City yards. With am- 
ple power, a train equipment faultless in 
its mechanical part, running over a line 
beaconed from end to end by the most ap- 
proved electro-pneumatic automatic block 
signal system, with orders perfectly clear 
and well understood, there was nothing to 
disconcert him. 

The Central Railroad of New Jersey 
is a four-track road as far as Bound 
Brook. Fifteen minutes ahead of Davis, 
and on the same track, was the Easton 
express, a slower train, which, as sched- 
uled, would be switched over to track 
No. 8 at Cranford Junction to allow 
Number 621 to pass. So we may figure 
the engineer of the Philadelphia train 
driving westward through the clear Jan- 
uary evening, passing block after block, 
noting each distant and home signal as it 
came in sight, and getting the best out of 
the big, high-speed Baldwin as he paced 
her against the quick card-time of the fast 
train. 

The trouble that was brewing for Da- 
vis was no real trouble; it was merely a 
slight disarrangement of the regular or- 
der of things. A train ahead on track 
No. 3 was brought to a stand a short dis- 
tance east of Plainfield station. This com- 
pelled the Easton train to proceed on 
track No. 1 beyond Cranford Junction, a 
movement for which proper train orders 
were issued by the train despatcher, ad- 
dressed to both the Easton train and to 
train Number 621. A short distance west 
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of Westfield the Easton train was, in its 
turn, brought to a stand to give necessary 
attention to a hot box on the engine. This 
was on a stretch of perfectly straight 
track extending for several miles, with a 
clear view and no obstructions ; and under 
the perfect automatic signaling system in 
use on the Central Railroad of New Jer- 
sey, the home and distant signals at West- 
field and beyond went instantly to ‘“‘Dan- 
ger” and “Caution” to warn the oncom- 
ing Philadelphia train, and in addition to 
these signals two flagmen were out with 
their red lights and torpedoes. 

At Cranford Junction, the station east 
of Westfield, the train despatcher had 
placed the order addressed to train Num- 
ber 621, advising the conductor and en- 
gineer of the fact that the Easton express 
would run ahead of them on track No. 1 
to Dunellen, and the operator on duty 
had placed his red lantern (indicating 
train orders) in position to stop Num- 
ber 621. At the critical moment he saw 
that the train was not slacking speed. He 
rushed out to give hand signals, but was 
too late; and when the train had thun- 
dered past he ran back to his office and 
tried to tell the despatcher that Number 
621 had disregarded his signal. 

This operator was the last man able to 
report upon the apparent fitness of John 
Davis. The engineer was at his cab win- 
dow, alive, alert, watchful. Yet two, or 
at most three minutes later he had passed 
the red lanterns and the automatic danger 
signals ; had hurled his train at full speed 
and with throttle open and brake-cock un- 
touched, into the rear end of the Easton 
express, which had meantime gotten un- 
der headway; and was himself lying the 
bruised and dying wreck of a man in the 
midst of the havoc he had wrought. 

How are we to account for such seem- 
ingly unaccountable failures as this un- 
less upon the hypothesis of an unexpected 
lapse of the man’s powers of mind or bedy 
under a strain ill borne, or borne so long 
as to dull the keen edge of instant appre- 


137 


hension? Ropes there be that fray and 
give warning; and there are others that 
part suddenly under the surge of the test- 
weight. The Central Railroad of New 
Jersey is a well managed line, with track, 
equipment and a signal system excelled, 
perhaps, by those of no other American 
railway. And as modern usage goes, it 
is humane to its employés, insisting upon 
what are at present considered short work- 
ing hours and generous intervals of rest 
between duty and duty. 

But it is an open question if, even on 
the best managed roads, the rest interval 
for men in fast service is long enough. 
The nervous strain consequent upon run- 
ning a train a mile a minute over the 
shortest locomotive division is something 
terrific, and quite beyond the comprehen- 
sion of those who measure the speed only 
by the backward flitting landscape at the 
window of a luxuriously appointed Pull- 
man. Structural unities, man or metal, 
may be subjected to certain strains from 
the effects of which the nervous system of 
the man, or the atomic integrity of the 
metal, will recover when the strain is re- 
laxed. But there is a point beyond which 
we pass—with man or metal—at our peril. 
Outward signs of permanent impairment 
there may be none; nevertheless, retro- 
gradation has set in; and one day the 
bridge or the building will collapse, the 
machine will stop, the man will grope 
blindly for his reserve of steadiness, of 
alertness, of thought and action welded in 
the white heat of some terribly crucial in- 
stant of stress—and will grope in vain. 

So it comes about that some portion of 
the black-lined account may be charged 
off to disability in train service employés. 
Sometimes it is purely physical, as when 
an engineer loses the power to distinguish 
between different colors. Color-blindness 
may be either a disease or a congenital 
lack. In the latter case it is usually dis- 
covered before the man reaches the dan- 
ger-breeding round in the ladder of pro- 
motion; but there are instances of record 
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in which the visual power has failed sud- 
denly. 

Singularly enough, the tendency on the 
part of railway operating officers is to 
make too much, rather than too little, of 
sight idiosyncrasies. The “eye-test” as 
at present conducted on many lines is ab- 
surdly minute and technical. An engine- 
man who may not experience the slightest 
difficulty in distinguishing between a spot 
of red, or a spot of yellow light at a sema- 
phore masthead or on a switch standard, 
and who could instantly differentiate be- 
tween either and a spot of green, is given 
a bunek of rainbow-hued silk skeins and 
is told to sort them by their multi-various 
shades. Being a man of large action 
rather than an esthete or an expert in 
ribbon matching, he is likely to have trou- 
ble. Capable men, with perfectly fit sig- 
nal-light eyesight, are occasionally thrown 
out because they can not tell the differ- 
ence between some shades of blue and 
green by artificial light—a test which not 
even the ribbon counter salesman can al- 
ways pass successfully. 

It is given as an opinion that color- 
blindness does not often figure among the 
accident causes. In a railway service ex- 
perience covering twenty years, the writer 
does not recall a single instance within 
the limits of personal verification in which 
it was clearly proved to be the cause of a 
disaster. But there are other disabilities, 
physical or physico-mental, in train-men, 
enginemen, block and station operators, 
signalmen and switch tenders which do 
undoubtedly add handsomely to the mag- 
nitude of the train accident death list. 


Broken nerve is a disease, rather than a _ 


mental incapacity; and the momentary 
aberration or absent-mindedness consid- 
ered in the case of the Central Railroad of 
New Jersey engineer, which has caused 
more wrecks than the most carefully pre- 
pared volume of statistics will ever show, 
falls in the same category. Aphasia, or 
the slipping of a cog in the memory wheel, 
is as much a physical as a mental derange- 
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ment; and the man who is in passably 
good health is not likely to become the 
victim of that form of mental viscidity 
which makes him read “second” for 
“first” in a train order merely because he 
has been thinking “second.” 

What is commonly called “broken 
nerve” is an ailment peculiar to men en- 
gaged in nerve-trying or hazardous em- 
ployments. Sometimes it is caused by a 
shock and a narrow escape; in which case 
it is generally incurable. A structural- 
steel mechanic once told me the story of 
a fellow workman who was noted for his 
daring. A height of a hundred feet in 
air, with only a narrow plank between him 
and a shapeless death, was apparently the 
same as the solid earth to him. But one 
day the plank slipped. The workman 
clutched at the I-bar he was riveting, 
swung shrieking for a long minute over 
the abyss of space—and was rescued. But 
they had to lower him to the ground in 
the bight of a derrick-fall; and his fine 
nerve was gone forever. 

Things like this happen now and again 
in the train service; but oftener the shat- 
tered nerve is the result of over-work or 
long-continued strain. Like the riveter’s, 
however, it comes suddenly; or at all 
events its climaxing is sudden. Some fine 
morning the man who, the day before, 
took out his train with no thought of the 
extra hazard of engine-driving, and no 
heavier sense of responsibility than the 
ordinary man carries in sitting down to 
his dinner, finds himself strangely shaken 
and uncertain. The exciting cause may 
be purely mental, such as a half-hour in 
the “sweat-box” with the division super- 
intendent for fast running or its equally 
reprehensible opposite ; or it may be plain- 
ly a case for drugs and the doctor, or for 
a sanatorium and the rest-cure. But what- 
ever snaps the overstrained thread, the 
result is the same. The man is a bundle 
of quick-set nerves. He starts like a timid 
girl at the stuttering roar of his own pop- 
valve. The clang of the signal gong sets 
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his teeth on edge, and the careless slam- 
ming of the fire-box door makes him clutch 
for hand-holds. Once out on the line with 
his train he becomes possessed of two 
devils; one warning him that he will be 
killed if he makes his time, and the other 
‘assuring him that he will lose his job if he 
does not make it. 

An engineman in this condition is more 
than a menace to public safety; he is a 
full-fledged threat. If he be wise, he will 
report for a lay-off, investing the time in 
the largest amount of rest it will purchase. 
But human nature in the train-service em- 
ployé differs in no respect from human 
nature in the mass. Nine times out of ten 
the man with the shattered nerve “toughs 
it out,” or tries to; and when the almost 
certainly inevitable crash follows, he goes 
down with his engine, not, as the newspa- 
pers frequently put it, because he was he- 
roic enough to stick to his post while death 
was reaching for him, but because he was 
too badly unnerved to leave it after he 
had done the few things an engineer can 
do to avert an impending disaster. 

Fortunately for the traveling public 
this death-inviting form of neurasthenia 
is not as common as it might be; not as 
common as it will be in the near future if 
the number of high speed trains goes on 
increasing, and the rest interval for the 
men in charge of them is not lengthened 
to fit the strain. Taking them as a class, 
train service employés live sanely and 
well; are as regular in their habits as an 
exacting occupation will permit; and are 
much in the open air. These are condi- 
tions which make for good digestion and 
sound nerves; and so the man be not over- 
worked he will trouble the nerve specialist 
as little as any. But there is another form 
of disability—altogether mental, this— 
which is more fatal chiefly because it is 
more common: the preoccupied moment 
which comes now and then to the railway 
employé, just as it does to every son of 
Adam. 

Once, in the years before consolidation 
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and the upbuilding of great railway sys- 
tems had made it next to impossible for 
division or motive power superintendents 
to know their men personally, this present 
writer had occasion to question what 
seemed to be a bit of gratuitous brutality 
on the part of a certain master-mechanic. 
A fireman, waiting in the round-house 
bunk-room for his engineer to come down, 
was found absorbed in a book. ‘‘What’s 
that you’re reading, Dickson?’? demanded 
the master-mechanic, sharply. It proved 
to be nothing more deleterious than a 
text-book on physics; but the reprimand 
came promptly. ‘Well, you leave your 
book at home. When you come on duty, 
your business is to fire the ten-seven.” 

Referring to the incident afterward, I 
ventured to say that a disposition on the 
part of the fireman to study books having 
a direct bearing on his trade seemed rather 
commendable than censurable; but the 
“boss” disagreed. ‘The thing itself is 
all right, but I don’t want Dickson to be 
thinking of z plus y minus z when he 
ought to be investing his entire thought 
capital in keeping steam on the ten-seven. 
Taking it up one side and down the other, 
I haven’t much use for the bookish engine- 
man, anyway. I want the man who works 
for us to be all railroad all the time. If 
he isn’t, I don’t know what minute he 
won’t skip a stitch and call out the wreck- 
train.” 

It looks a bit unprogressive when it is 
set out in cold type. But at bottom the 
contention of the hard-headed master-me- 
chanic had a grounding in reason. Pre- 
occupation is the failing of the man with 
the introspective or reflective tempera- 
ment; and such men have no business in 
a calling which demands instant and sus- 
tained concentration on the routine detail 
of an intensely practical trade. Unless a 
train service employé can be morally cer- 
tain that he will be consciously “at him- 
self”? from the moment he goes on duty to 
the moment his day’s work is finished, he 
had much better seek a safer occupation. 
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And the chances are that it will be more 
in harmony with his special gifts. I once 
knew an engineman whose other ambition 
‘was to grind verse, and who had remained 
on speaking terms with his academy Latin 
and Greek. But he was notably the poor- 
est mechanician on the division; and we 
never heard that his smattering of the 
dead languages helped in the understand- 
ing of a train order. 

This man—he is no longer a menace to 
public safety—confesses that one dark 
night when he was rounding a long curve 
with a passenger train behind him, and the 
thumping of a loose crank-pin bearing 
reminding him insistently of Vergil’s fa- 
mous horse-galloping line, “Quadrupe- 
dante putrem sonitu,” the little used 
switch of an old gravel-pit track swung 
into the field of the headlight. For the 
second or two necessary for the transition 
from Vergil and the Augustan Age to the 
United States and the matter in hand, he 
did nothing. Then he realized suddenly 
that the switch was open. Prompt action 
in the few seconds that remained made the 
threatened disaster nothing worse than a 
stabbing of the gravel bank by the de- 
railed locomotive; but the incident carries 
its own moral. 

Aphasia is another kind of absent- 
mindedness, commoner than pure abstrac- 
tion or preoccupation, and looming large 
in the field of this discussion only when it 
becomes a part of the applied mentality 
useful in running a railroad train. Bad 
memory can scarcely be classified as a dis- 
ease, yet it is a well-known fact that it is 
aggravated by certain physical condi- 
tions. Ask any man who has just looked 
at his watch what time it is, and it is an 
even chance that he will have to look again 
before he can tell you. Ask a tired man, 
and the chance of his having to look again 
becomes a 99 per cent. certainty. So it is 
when a wearied train crew, on duty for 
more than the usual number of hours, 
falls to figuring on meeting or passing 
points; there is always the greatly in- 
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creased possibility that something will be 
forgotten or overlooked. 

In the first three-quarters of 1908 no 
less than fourteen collisions, killing nine 
persons and injuring fifty-one, were 
caused by these “‘overlookings,” and in 
the latter part of the previous year a very 
notable passenger collision in which sixty- 
nine persons were injured was due to the 
same cause. Where both engineman and 
conductor forget the same thing at the 
same time, there is somcthing more than 
@ curious coincidence, and a thoughtful 
analyst will discard the chance theory and 
dig deeper for the cause. It is to be found 
in the great majority of instances in long 
hours and over-work. Men there are who 
collapse only after the strain is off; but 
a far greater number begin to go to 
pieces in the mid-stress of it. In one rear 
collision of last year the leading train left 
its conductor and rear flagman behind at 
its last station stop. A hot journal halted 
it between stations, and as there was no 
one to go back with a flag, the collision 
occurred. Such a hopeless muddle would 
be wholly inexplicable if we leave out the 
foot-note in the column of causes: “En- 
tire crew on duty nineteen hours and ten 
minutes.” Another rear collision in the 
same quarter of the year is accounted for 
in four words: ‘‘Brakeman failed to flag.” 
But a little deeper probing brings to light 
the cause of the cause. At the moment 
of collision this particular brakeman had 
been on duty continuously for twenty- 
three hours and thirty-five minutes. 

But the wreck due to the failure of an 
over-wrought trainman need not be con- 
sidered here. In such cases the responsi- 
bility is corporate, and not individual; 
the real sickness is moral, and of the com- 
pany—a sickness of which the unfitness 
of the employé is only a symptom. 

One other mental infirmity in the train 
service man contributes liberally every 
year to the sum total of killings and 
woundings. It is the erraticism by which 
the eye sees, not what really is, but what 
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was expected. Suppose a train crew, 
waiting at a station for orders establish- 
ing a meeting point with Train 7, re- 
ceives an order against Second 7. Unless 
one of the two men most vitally concerned, 
the waiting conductor or engineman, is 
consciously alert, the suggestion of what 
was expected may transfer itself to the 
order which was actually received, and 
the word “‘second” will efface itself. 

This seems so incredible as to be well 
nigh impossible of belief ; but as a matter 
of fact, lapses of this kind are by no 
means rare enough to be exceptional. One 
of the most familiar of the newspaper 
headlines is “‘Misread Orders,” and the 
misreading in a majority of instances is 
of the kind in question. Though the As- 
sociated Press account of the collision of 
July 26, 1903, on the Chicago Great 
Western does not so state specifically, it 
is evident that the train crew responsible 
for the accident read the order against 
Second No. 1 with the word “second” 
omitted. The freight train, whose meet- 
ing point with the Twin Cities Limited 
seems to have been Dodge Center, received 
an order at that station against the sec- 
ond section of the Limited, which was 
three hours late. Reading the order as 
against No. 1, instead of Second No. 1, 
the freight crew pulled out and met the 
Limited, which was on time, in a butting 
collision. 

In the second quarter of 1903, a but- 
ting collision between a passenger and a 
freight was due to the same kind of an 
error in which two men, the conductor and 
engineer of the freight, participated. 
Previous to receiving the order the crew 
of the freight had been figuring on their 
probable meeting point.with the passen- 
ger, No. 2. When the order came it was 
clear, simple and exact, written in the 
usual form of a “run late” order, and it 
stated that Second 2 would run one hour 
and thirty minutes late. When the freight 
left the station the flagman was on the 
engine, and he asked the engineman what 
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his orders were. The reply was “One 
hour and thirty minutes on No. 2.” A 
little later the flagman went back to the 
caboose, and, upon asking the same ques- 
tion of the conductor, received identically 
the same answer, showing that both men 
had overlooked the word “second” in the 
order. 

A few weeks later in the year one of 
the worst of the butting collisions, a pas- 
senger and freight commingling which 
killed twenty-two persons and injured 
twenty-five others, was chargeable in part 
to a similar slip in order-reading by the 
conductor of the freight. The time given 
in the order was twenty minutes: the con- 
ductor read it one hour and twenty min- 
utes. But the fault in this instance was 
not all his. The engineman took the 
train-man’s word for it, and did not read 
the order at all. 

Carelessness, figuring as an epidemic 
disease, can hardly be classed with the 
disaster causes. Like the physical unfit- 
ness of over-worked train-men, it is usu- 
ally nothing more than a symptom. It 
accounts in part, in a very considerable 
part, for the two or three thousand an- 
nual killings and the fifty-odd thousand 
maimings in the employés’ class. Rail- 
way executive officers have a lively inter- 
est in everything which touches the safety 
and well-being of the passenger; but it 
can not truthfully be said that this solici- 
tude always extends to the unfortunate 
employé. In no uncertain sense the mod- 
ern railway is a feudalism in that phase 
of it which has to do with the relations of 
master and man. In an accident where 
only employés are involved, the facts are 
not always to be had for the asking. On 
the contrary, the attitude of the manage- 
ments seems to be fairly defined in the re- 
ply made by a Colorado division superin- 
tendent to a newspaper reporter—a very 
young man, was this reporter—who went 


. to headquarters for the facts concerning 


a wreck. “Why, it was a work-train!” 
said this astonished sub-oligarch of the 
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railway system. “The public has nothing 
to do with it. The men involved were our 
men—our employés !” 

There were three very ghastly work- 
train horrors during the year 1903, and 
one other with some extenuating circum- 
stances. To the managing officers of three 
of the four lines concerned the writer ad- 
dressed a courteous letter, asking for the 
simple facts. One of these letters, that to 
the Missouri Pacific Railway, remains un- 
answered; the reply from the Pennsyl- 
vania Company was a crisp refusal to 
give the data; but the Great Northern 
Railway broke the tradition by furnish- 
ing the frankest possible statement of the 
facts. In this last-named case there was 
no contributory negligence on the part of 
the management. The line is well off- 
cered; its discipline is good; and there 
was a@ specific rule which, had it been ob- 
served, would have prevented the fatali- 
ties or reduced them to a minimum. The 
long death roll was due to what might be 
termed a sporadic outburst of careless- 
ness in the crew of the trespassing train. 

These sporadic attacks of carelessness 
or recklessness in men who are ordinarily 
competent and trustworthy account for 
some exceedingly terrible disasters, and 
they are as nearly unexplainable as any 
problem that ever confronts the railway 
operating officer. 

The wreck of the Purdue excursion 
train in the Big Four yards at Indianap- 
olis on October 31, 1903, is chargeable 
to a lapse of this kind on the part of an 
engineer who had hitherto borne an ex- 
cellent reputation for carefulness and 
good work. He was running on a “Form 
F” order which gave him the right of way 
over other trains, but which did not give 
him the right to approach the Indianapo- 
lis yards at the rate of fifty miles an hour, 
with his train not under control. Under 
ordinary conditions it is to be supposed 
that he would as soon have thought of 
running with his eyes shut as of dashing 
into a busy yard at such a rate of epeed; 
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yet this is what he did, and one of the 
most dreadful horrors of the year was the 
result. 

The wreck of the fast mail on the 
Southern Railway near Danville, Virginia, 
on September 27, 1903, is attributable 
to the same cause. The train, consisting 
entirely of mail and express cars, was ap- 
proaching Danville at a high rate of 
speed. At the point of the accident there 
is a sharp curve, a steep down grade and 
a high trestle. There is a “slow” board 
and a “yard limits” board protecting the 
danger point, and all trains are instructed 
to approach carefully. Yet in this in- 
stance the man at the throttle seems to 
have had a sudden attack of carelessness, 
since he disregarded the warnings and the 
rule, and plunged his train into the rocky ~ 
ravine, killing the entire crew, five mail 
clerks and one express messenger, and in- 
juring six mail clerks and the other mes- 
senger. 

But carelessness in the main is not spo- 
radic; it is a symptom of a deep-seated 
disease which shall be placarded in its 
proper place ; a disease not of the individ- 
ual employé. His disabilities have been 
sufficiently briefed here, and they have 
been given precedence in the category of 
causes in a spirit of fairness, and to clear 
the way for the more serious charge which 
lies at the door of the public and of the 
railway management. 

For, taking it by and large, the rank 
and file of the great railway army is capa- 
ble and efficient to a degree unexcelled by 
the best-drilled military organization, and 
seldom equalled by the working force of 
any other of the great industries. Let it 
be well-fed, well-rested, well-officered, and 
it will do its part in the prevention of acci- 
dents faithfully and effectively. 

And let nothing herein set down be 
taken as a reflection upon the intelligence 
or the fortitude of this army as a whole. 
Nothing could be farther from the truth. 
No trade in the long list of modern in- 
dustries calls for better men, physically 
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and intellectually; and none makes a 
larger draft upon the reserves of health 
and strength and mental poise. 

Consider the case of an engineer driv- 
ing a fast passenger train on a line work- 
ing well up to its traffic capacity. In 
addition to a physique fit and vigorous 
enough to stand the wear and tear and 
strain of the actual work, this man must 
be a thinking man, clear-headed, sane, 
alert. In the field of mental vision he 
must carry a complete and minute map of 
the line, and the detail of this map must 
be as familiar in the darkest night as at 
noon-day ; he must know where every sid- 
ing is located; he must be able to recog- 
nize instantly every signal, not only on 
the open line, but in the crowded termi- 
nals with their mazes of side-tracks, cross- 
overs and switch-lights; he must know to 
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a nicety every gradient and every crook 
and turn in the devious path he has to 
traverse at lightning speed ; and above all, 
he must be a man of instant decision, with 
a crowning gift in the ability to transmute 
thought into action so swiftly as to make 
them one in time. 

That there are thousands of such men 
in the railway service is proved by the safe 
transit of hundreds of thousands of pas- 
sengers and millions of tons of freight 
each year. That there are exceptions; 
or that, good men being found, they are 
sometimes disqualified for safe work by 
causes over which they have no individual 
control; is a phase of the subject which 
shall have a chapter to itself; a chapter 
whose title may be borrowed from that 
page of the accident report headed, “Fix- 
ing the Responsibility.” 


HOW HE CAME HOME 
AN INCIDENT IN THE INTERESTING CAREER OF MR. DECK MELTON 
By Wood Levette Wilson 


ECK MELTON stood in front of 
the Mansion House and looked 
diagonally across the _ traffic- 


thronged street at a squatty building of | 


dingy stone. It was the Old Lady of 
Threadneedle Street—the Bank of Eng- 
land. 

“And just to think,” he muttered to 
himself, as he thrust his hands down into 
his almost empty pockets in a truly Amer- 
ican attitude, “how much is stowed away 
in that pile of dirty stone!” 

The traffic ebbed and flowed at the will 
of the white-gloved bobby who fearlessly 
stood in the middle of its course. Pro- 
tected by his dark-blue uniform and by 
the red and white striped band around 


the lower part of his left sleeve, he feared 
neither cab, ’bus nor van. Unofficial way- 
farers might be caught in the tangle of 
vehicles sometimes, and dragged away to 
a weary convalescence in a hospital, but 
the power of London’s traffic managers 
was too great for them to fear such a 
mishap. 

“There’s nothing else for it, I guess,” 
thought Deck, with a sigh, as he moved 
toward the subway. “It grinds a little 
to do it, but I’ve got to get home some 
way, or starve. How good it will be to 
see the sky-scrapers sticking up into the 
blue once more!” 

With a feeling that he had accepted the 
inevitable, he passed without hesitation 
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down into the subway, and, walking along 
its white-walled passage, ascended in front 
of the Royal Exchange and continued 
along Threadneedle Street through the 
crowd of men in silk hats and frock coats, 
who manage the finances of England, and 
men in silk hats and sack coats who help 
them do so. 

The September afternoon was warm, 
for an unwonted amount of sunshine was 
filtering through the smoke-thickened air, 
and the little used instruments in far- 
away Victoria Street were strangely busy 
registering its official quantity. In the 
shade of a line of stern-looking banks and 
insurance buildings along the south side 
of the street, Deck threw open his well- 
fitting blue serge coat and pushed his 
Panama back on his head. 

“They’re a queer lot,” he mused, as he 
passed along among the snugly-coated 
and heavy-hatted throng. “Last week at 
Henley, with the temperature fifteen de- 
grees lower and the clouds so thick the 
sun couldn’t have got through them with 
dynamite, they were wearing flannels and 
white duck. I guess clothes are not so 
much a matter of weather over here as of 
what you’re doing and where you’re do- 
ing it.” 

“Wax lights, sir? Vestas?”? The voice 
was thin, and wavered a little—possibly 
the waver was professional. 

Deck looked on. At the edge of the 
sidewalk a girl of fifteen or sixteen, thin, 
ragged and dirty, was holding out toward 
him a half-opened blue box of red-headed 
wax matches. 

“Only a penny, sir!” she added, with 
an appealing look in her mud-colored 
eyes. 

"Deck dropped a sixpence into her hand, 
and she thrust the box at him. 

“No, I don’t want the matches,” he 
said. “I’m just staking you for luck.” 

The wonder in the girl’s eyes showed 
that she had no comprehension of the 
phrase, but her “Thank you,” with its 
rising accent, was prompt, and, as far as 
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the timbre of her voice could make it so, 
hearty. 

“If I can get back my luck by that, it 
will be cheap,” thought Deck, as he moved 
on, “but, by George, if it would cost much 
more, I couldn’t buy a cinch!” 

From Threadneedle Street he turned 
into Bishopsgate Within, and passed 
along the east side to the gateway that 
marks St. Helen’s Place. Then he 
stopped, and looked down the short stretch 
of the Place. At the extreme end, on the 
right hand side, he saw what he was look- 
ing for. From a short, slender staff fast- 
ened to the railings that led up to the 
last house floated a small American flag 
indicating the office of the Consul Gen- 
eral of the United States. 

Turning out of the hurly-burly of the 
thoroughfare, he walked along the almost 
deserted cul-de-sac of the Place toward 
the flag. When he reached it he stopped 
and gazed at it for nearly a minute. 

“You certainly do look good to me!’ 
he exclaimed, half aloud to the bit of red, 
white and blue bunting. 

A grimy looking man who was leisurely 
sweeping out the doorway of the quaint 
little hall of the Worshipful Guild of 
Leathersellers, across the way, stopped his 
work with as near a startled look as his 
dully-cast features could assume, and 
stared at this strange man who spoke 
aloud when alone. Then he resumed his 
work with methodical slowness. It was 
only an American, and Americans were 
likely to do anything. 

Deck entered the consulate, and was 
met in the passage by a pale-faced young 
man, who had “clark” plainly marked in 
his whole appearance. 

“I'd like to speak to the Consul Gen- 
eral,” said Deck, with American brevity 
and lack of explanation. 

‘*°K’s very busy, sir,” said the clerk, 
half apologetically, for Deck was well- 
dressed, in a quiet manner, and spoke with 
the air of a man who was accustomed to 
get what he asked for. 
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“Very well,” said Deck, as he seated 
himself in a chair that was standing 
against the wall, “I'll wait. It is very 
important that I see him this afternoon, 
and I wish you would let me know when 
he is at leisure,” he added, impressively, 
as he handed the young man half a crown. 

“Quite so, sir! And what name shall 
Hi 8s’y ??? 

Deck handed him a card. 

Quite so, sir,” repeated the clerk, as 
he bowed and disappeared behind a glass- 
mounted partition. 

“I hope there will be something in this 
call,”? mused Deck, as he settled himself to 
wait in patience as long as might be nec- 
essary, ‘‘as it has been expensive. Let’s 
see—sixpence to the match girl and half 
a crown to the ‘clark’—that’s three shil- 
lings. I could live a day and a half at 
some of these little joints for that—if it 
could be called living. Home, sweet home! 
By George, it seems good to be even here 
with the real flag flying out in front.” 

“The Consul General will see you now, 


sir,” said the clerk, reappearing presently’ 


from behind the glass-mounted partition. 
The half-crown had been effective. 

Deck followed the clerk toward a 
frosted glass door, which the young man 
opened, and then announced : 

“Mr. Decker Melton, of New York, 
sir.” 

As Deck entered the door was closed 
behind him. 

The Consul General ran a quick glance 
over his visitor, and then assumed a re- 
ceptive expression. He was a tall, rather 
spare man, with an erect, military bear- 
ing, clad in the conventional black frock 
coat of officialdom. His face was dark 
and somewhat seamed, but not unpleas- 
ant; his dark hair had been slightly 
thinned by age, and he wore a drooping 
mustache and small imperial, which fur- 
ther strengthened the impression that he 
had seen military service. 

“What can I do for you, sir?” he said. 

‘My name is Decker Melton,” said 
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Deck, “and I live in New York when I’m 
in God’s country.” 

There was the faintest indication of a 
smile in the slight twitching of the wrin- 
kles at the corners of the Consul Gener- 
al’s eyes. He had much experience with 
these fellow countrymen of his, who grew 
more aggressive in their fondness for their 
country the longer they stayed away from 
it; and, unofficially, he heartily agreed 
with them. 

‘Shall I retire?” asked a deep voice 
that gave a strong Hebraic twist to a 
German accent. 

Deck turned toward the speaker, who 
had half risen from his chair in the cor- 
ner. He was of ponderous figure, dressed, 
from the shining silk hat which he carried 
in his hand to his yellow stitched patent 
leathers, in garments that were just a 
trifle too striking for good taste. Across 
his ample paunch stretched a heavy gold 
watch chain, and in his Ascot tie was a 
diamond whose yellow tinge alone pre- 
vented it from being almost priceless. His 
bald head shone with the polish of time- 
seasoned ivory, and above his bushy black 
burnsides, his face showed the dull red 
of good living. From beneath the dark 
eyes that twinkled with shrewdness, a 
hooked nose hung over a heavy black mus- 
tache. 

‘Not on my account,” answered Deck, 
carelessly. ‘‘I haven’t anything to say 
that I want to keep dark, though I can’t 
say that I’m particularly proud of my 
song.” 

The man in the corner sank back in his 
chair. Turning again to the Consul Gen- 
eral, Deck went on. 

“I suppose you hear all kinds of hard 
luck stories here so I’ll make mine short.” 

The Consul General nodded appreci- 
atively. 

“And I know,” Deck continued, ‘that 
you can’t do much to help us innocents 
who come over here so wise that you just 
can’t keep them from being skinned by 
people who couldn’t fool a policeman at 
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home. So if I don’t get anything from 
you but good advice I’ll be better off than 
I am now.” 

The Consul General nodded more af- 
fably this time. Here was an unusual 
type; aeman who appreciated official limi- 
tations, and was reasonable in his attitude 
and expectations. 

“T’ll be glad, of course, Mr. Melton,” 
he said, pleasantly, “‘to be of any service 
to you that I can.” 

“Of course, you’ve guessed by this time 
that I’m broke, and want to get back to 
the only country on earth that’s worth 
living in. And this is the way it hap- 
pened. 

“I came over here about three months 
ago with plenty, and, as I didn’t know 
how long I’d want to stay, I didn’t fix 
myself for passage back; just thought 
I'd wait till I got ready, and then buy 
a berth and pull out. 

“Well, I went the rounds—Paris, 
Baden Baden, Monte Carlo and all that 
sort of thing—and I broke about even. 
Then I thought I’d try the game at Os- 
tend. I take off my hat to the Ostenders; 
they’re too good for me! When I came 
out of my trance, I had just about enough 
left to take a quick pike at London and 
the suburbs, and get back to Broadway. 
So I came here, and had my letter of 
credit turned into those handbills that 
pass for money here—thirty-five pounds 
in dodgers stowed away in my vest pocket, 
and five pounds in gold and silver for 
handy use in my trousers. 

“Now, this is the part of it that I’m 
ashamed of. Last night I went to the 
Hippodrome—alone, for I don’t know 
anybody here. There was a full house, 
and coming out I got into an awful push. 
People kept bumping up against me until 
they nearly bumped and squeezed the 
wind out of me; but I was too wise to 
know the difference—till I got back to 
the hotel! Then I found my thirty-five 
pounds in black and white was missing. 
Td been touched ! 
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“T’ve got about twenty dollars left, 
which my hotel bill will cut to pieces, and 
I’m over three thousand miles from a place 
where I know how to make a living.” 

“Can’t you write or cable to your 
friends for funds?” asked the Consul Gen- 
eral. ‘We could find a place where you 
could live very economically while you 
were waiting for a reply.” 

“T suppose I might, but I’ll be harder 
pushed than I am now when I do. My 
partner might let go, but I’d swim back 
before I’d ask him. We had a row when 
I left. He wanted to continue the busi- 
ness, but I didn’t think it was safe, and 
thought we’d better close up until things 
quieted down a little.” : 

“What business are you engaged in, 
Mr. Melton?” asked the Consul General. 

The time had come for the explanation 
that Deck would have preferred not to 
‘make, but which he knew was inevitable. 
He didn’t flinch, however. Twisting one 
side of his long brown mustache around 
his finger, he looked the Consul General 
straight in the eye. 

“I’m a gambler,” he said, quietly. 

The Consul General’s brows rose slight- 
ly, but only for a moment, and his face 
quickly resumed its ordinary expression 
of courteous attention. He was a man of 
wide experience, who knew much of poli- 
tics, and he had known some gamblers in 
whose personal good faith he had the ut- 
most confidence. 

“Ah!” he said. It was merely an ex- 
pression of interest. 

You see,” Deck went on, “when Je- 
rome went in after the strong campaign 
talk he made, I concluded that the wise 
game would be to pull out and let him 
make a record. Then, after he had made 
good with the people who backed him, 
and had shown them that he was all right 
from their point of view, I thought the 
row would blow over, and we could open 
up again all right in a quiet way. My 
partner didn’t think so. He said that it 
was all campaign talk which wouldn’t 
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amount to a damn, and that we'd better 
buck through anyhow, and not lose our 
trade by showing any lack of nerve. 

“So we split, and I came over here to 
see some of the things that I’d been read- 
ing about in the newspapers all my life. 
Well,” he added, as he drew a long 
breath, “I’ve seen ’em, and now I’d. like 
to rest my eyes on the Tenderloin once 
more.” 

The Consul General wrinkled his fore- 
head and reflectively drummed with his 
fingers on his desk. Somehow this frank, 
outspoken gambler with his clear, un- 
flinching gray eyes, had won his sym- 
pathy. He would like to help him; but 
the way to do so, except by paying his 
cabin passage, was not clear. This method 
he naturally did not care to adopt. There 
were too many calls of this kind for him 
- to begin to open his purse to them. 

“Really, Mr. Melton,” he said, finally, 
“TI hardly see what I can do. The gov- 
ernment furnishes no funds, you know, to 
relieve such unfortunate embarrassments 
as yours.” 

“Yes, I know,” Deck sighed, resign- 
edly. “I wasn’t expecting that, but I 
thought you might give me a tip how to 
help myself.” : 

“Well,” said the Consul General, 
thoughtfully, ‘“‘it’s possible that some 
freighter might take you over in consid- 
eration of a little clerical work you could 
do for the captain. There’s a captain I 
know pretty well who will sail in about 
a month, and I’ll speak to him about you.” 

‘About a month!” Deck laughed mirth- 
lessly. ‘‘Why, Mr. Consul General, I'll 
be eating sand out of these iron bins they 
have along the streets here before that 
time.” 

“Oh, cheer up!” urged the Consul Gen- 
eral, encouragingly. ‘Remember the say- 
ing they have here: ‘In London you can 
get more for a penny and less for a pound 
than in any place in the world.” One can 
live on very little here if need be. At any 


rate, if nothing turns up, come in every 
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few days, and we'll get you fixed up some- 
how yet.” 

When Deck stood in the gateway of St. 
Helen’s Place again, he drew a long 
breath. The outlook was far from en- 
couraging. 

“A month,” he muttered, as he fingered 
the few coins in his pocket. ‘Good Lord, 
a month!” 

He leaned against the stone post, and 
looked listlessly at the traffic that surged 
by. He was thinking of Broadway, with 
the clang of its cable cars; of the narrow, 
quiet streets that led from it, in one of 
which was a suite of rooms that he could 
still call home. He could almost hear, 
above the other noises, the roar of the 
Sixth Avenue elevated trains as they 
rushed up and down the busiest island in 
the world, and, as he thought in the home- 
sickness: that his discouraging situation 
increased, the best island in the world. 
Some people acquired the European habit, 
but, he thought, as he gazed at the 
strange faces and heard the strange ac- 
cent about him, one trip abroad was 
enough for him. The next time he felt 
like traveling he would— 

Some one touched him on the shoulder, 
and he turned to find the man who had 
been in the Consul General’s office stand- 
ing beside him. He was very short, 
scarcely more than five feet tall, and Deck, 
from his liberal six feet of height, looked 
down on him as he would on a child. 

“You vos in hardt lugck,” said the 
little man, with a broad smile of excessive 
affability. 

“Yes,” replied Deck, shortly. The Jew 
was not the kind of a man with whom he 
cared to discuss his personal affairs. 

“My name is Goldstein, Simon Gold- 
stein,” continued the other in the tone of 
a man who wanted to cultivate an ac- 
quaintance. “I’m an Amerigan, too.” 

“Oh, yes,” returned Deck, with a tinge 
of sarcasm. “I recognized that at once 
by your accent. From lower Broadway?” 

Goldstein smiled broadly. 
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“You musdt haf seen my sign in the 
streedt—Goldstein & Kronenheimer, eh?” 
His shoulders shook with his heavy laugh. 
“I am a cheweler, you know; wholesale 
chewelry.” 

““Yes?”? Deck was not especiaily inter- 
ested. 

“Vere are you stobping?” 

“At the Cecil.” 

“Ah? Goodt! So vos I. Ledt us go 
bagk there andt haf a talk. May pe I gan 
helbp you.” 

Deck looked down at the little fat man 
with a curious expression on his face. He 
was thinking of the typical Hebrew dispo- 
sition. 

“All right,” he said, wearily, as he 
turned to the left, and started off. 

‘“‘Holdt on!” cried Goldstein. ‘“Ledt’s 
take a cabp.” 

“Can’t afford it,” responded Deck, 
stopping. “A *bus will have to do for 
me. 2 


“Ah, vell,” said Goldstein, insinuating- 
ly, “pe my guest.” 

He held up his gold-headed cane at a 
passing hansom, and the driver drew up 
at the curb. 

Goldstein remained silent after the cab 
started. He seemed to be thinking very 
intently. Deck was feeling too depressed 
to try to create conversation for his host, 
to whom he did not take very kindly. 
Nothing was said until they had passed 
down Ludgate Hill, through Fleet Street 
and had entered the Strand, where the 
broader roadway permitted less jerky 
progress. Finally Deck spoke. 

‘What did you mean by saying that 
may be you could help me?” he asked. 

Goldstein started out of his brown 
study. 

“Ah,” he said, protestingly, “‘idt is'too 
noicy to talk seriously here. Haf a 
cigar.” 

He took an elaborate case from his 
pocket and invited Deck to make a choice. 
Then he selected a cigar himself, and as 
the cab, with the rest of the traffic, 
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stopped before a policeman’s raised hand, 
they got a light. Both smoked in silence 
until they drove into the court of the 
Cecil. 

“Gome ubp to my room,” said Gold- 
stein. ‘“‘Ledt’s see whadt arranchements 
ve gan magke.” 

After a long flight the lift stopped, and 
Goldstein led the way along the hall. 
Then he unlocked a door, and, with a wave 
of the hand, invited his guest to enter. 

“Nice room,” he said, with some satis- 
faction, as he closed the door behind him, 
and rang the bell. 

“Sure it is,” agreed Deck, carelessly. 
He walked to the window, and looked out. 
Almost immediately below was the broad, 
smooth Victoria embankment, beyond that 
the sluggish Thames, and farther away, 
the smoky roofs of South London. A lit- 
tle to the left he could see the *buses and 
vans crawling over Waterloo bridge. To 
the right the river came from the south. 
Westminster bridge seemed close, and the 
tall Gothic towers of the Houses of Par- 
liament only a step away. 

“Fine view,” Goldstein went on, affa- 
bly. “Idt’s a big cidty.” 

“Pretty big,” Deck agreed, laconically. 

“Von’dt you sidt down?” 

“Thanks.” And Deck dropped into an 
easy chair. 

There was a knock at the door. 

“Gome in!” called Goldstein. 

The door was opened by a maid in 
white cap and apron. 

‘My dear,” said Goldstein, paternally, 
“vill you please pring some Scodtch andt 
sodta vor two? Andt, say!’? he called, as 
the maid was closing the door, “Can’dt 
you pring some ice vith idt?”’ 

“Oh, yes, sir,” replied the maid, as she 
closed the door. 

“‘Sudtch a beople as they are!”’ sighed 
Goldstein. “They hardtly know whadt 
ice is. Andt they chargtch so much vor 
idt, too!” 

“Yes,” said Deck; “they handle ice 
over here as if it were diamonds.” 
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Goldstein looked up quickly. 

“Diamondts?? he exclaimed, as he 
scanned Deck’s face keenly. “‘Ah, yes, as 
if idt vere diamondts. You are righdt 
aboudt idt.” 

“Now,” said Deck, “what’s your 
scheme about helping me back to the real 
thing?” 

“Vell,” answered Goldstein, slowly; 
then he paused, and looked at the door. 
“Vell—Haf another cigar,” and he ex- 
tended his case cordially. He took one 
himself and lighted it deliberately. He 
seemed to be using up all the time he 
could. As he blew out the match there was 
another knock at the door. 

*“Gome in!’’ he called, with more alac- 
rity. 

The maid entered with the Scotch and 
soda, and set it on the table. 

“Tagke a drink,” said Goldstein, as the 
maid went out. Then he went to the door 
and locked it. 

Deck watched him curiously, as he 
sipped his drink, but he felt no appre- 
hension. The Jew would be a mere child 
in his hands. 

“I hobpe you are nodt alarmdt adt my 
logking the door,” he said, as he poured 
out his soda. 

“Oh, no!? Deck smiled. Things were 
becoming amusing. 

“You are so mudtch bigger than I 
am,” Goldstein went on, deprecatingly. 
“Andt now ledt us talk aboudt you.” 

“Don’t wait for me to begin.” 

“Vell, then,” there was caution in the 
Jew’s voice, “‘vouldt you be villing to go 
bagk steerage?” 

“To tell the truth, Goldstein,” Deck 
laughed, “I’m pretty near willing to un- 
dertake to wade.” ; 

Goldstein beamed with benevolence. 

“Ve gan do mudtch better than thadt 
vor you!” he exclaimed. “I see ve shall 
haf no trouble magking our arranche- 
ments. I vill pay your passage steerage.” 

“And what am I to do for this?” asked 
Deck, who suspected the quid pro quo na- 
ture of his host. 
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“You vill,’ Goldstein spoke slowly, 
‘you vill carry a small backage vor me.” 

“What's in it?” 

‘Idt is a very small backage.” 

“What of?” 

“Andt ve vill fix idt in the lining of 
your coadt.” 

“Ah!” Deck exclaimed, as a light 
dawned on him. “Ah, yes! And you're in 
the jewelry business? Um-m-m, been in 
Amsterdam this trip?” 

“Vell, yes,” admitted Goldstein, slow- 
ly. “I don’dt mindt telling you I vos in 
Amsterdam, budt I vos merely traveling 
vor pleasure, you undterstandt.” 

“Oh, sure! I understand that all right. 
Are you going back in the same ship with 
me?” 

“Vell, yes.” 

“And when the customs i 
tackles you on the other side you'll be able 
to pass without any compromising admis- 
sions or discoveries, of course?”’ 

“Vell, yes.” 

“And [ll gather up my blankets, and 
pass off the steerage gangway, and, of 
course, & poor devil who came over in the 
steerage wouldn’t have anything dutiable. 
Is that the idea?” 

“Vell—yes.” 

“Goldstein, you’re a blooming old 
fraud; but I guess I need to get home 
worse than the government needs the 
money. It isn’t exactly straight, but 
something like it is being done every day 
by our best people, so—Well, when do 
we sail?” 

“Vell, ledt’s see. This is Tuesday. 
Er-r-r, ve vill sail a veek from Sadturday 
on the”—he consulted a printed bill on 
the table—“on the St. Chon, from South- 
ampton.” 

“Oh, Lord, what’s the use of waiting? 
Let’s get back to God’s country! Why 
not go to-morrow by Liverpool, or next 
Saturday by Southampton?” 

“Vell, you see I haf somedings to at- 
tendt to yedt.” 

“But I haven’t the money to stay here 
ten days!” 
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“Ah,” exclaimed Goldstein, with gra- 
cious hospitality, “you vill pe my guest. 
I vill pay your bill, also. Is idt a go?” 

Deck rose and looked out of the window 
for a few moments. He was practically 
without means, and in a strange country. 
How he did want to get home! He turned 
and stared steadily at the Jew. The eager 
look faded out of Goldstein’s face under 
the scrutiny, and one of apprehension 
succeeded it. 

“Well,” said Deck, slowly, “it seems 
like pretty small business for a square 
man, but— Yes, it’s a go; and I hope 
I'll be able to forget it some day.” 

“Goodt!”? exclaimed Goldstein, with a 
look of relief. ‘You vill nefer regredt idt. 
Now, sidt down andt smoke a cigar v’ile 
I wridte a ledter.” 

The steamer that sailed from Liverpool 
the next day carried a letter from Mr. 
Simon Goldstein to Mr. Aaron Kronen- 
heimer, his partner, setting forth in de- 
tail the arrangements the former had 
made with Mr. Decker Melton, whom 
Kronenheimer was to meet at the landing. 
It also described how Melton would be 
dressed when he arrived, and stated that 
he would carry a black valise with the let- 
ters “D. M.” painted on it in white. The 
pen picture it gave of Melton’s personal 
appearance was incorrect in one detail. It 
showed him with a smooth face, whereas 
he had a luxuriant brown mustache. 


Mr. Goldstein, however, intended to have 


the actual appearance correspond with the 
description when Deck became a steerage 
passenger. Mr. Kronenheimer was to ac- 
knowledge the receipt of the letter by 
cable. Then Goldstein would be ready to 
sail for home. 

That evening Deck and his host went to 
the theater at Goldstein’s expense. The 
next day they visited the Tower, through 
which Goldstein carelessly waddled until 
they came to the crown jewels. Then he 
gasped. He clung to the bars, which sur- 
sounded the big glass case, fascinated, 
unable to take his eyes from the gems. 
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“Didt you efer!? he exclaimed, as his 
breath came short, and he stared at the 
treasure. 

“No, I can’t say that I ever did,” re- 
plied Deck. ‘But come on; you’ve seen 
all there is to see.” 

“Nefer, my boy! I couldt standt here 
all my life, andt nodt see all there is to 
see in sudtch chewels. My Godt, whadt 
diamondts !”” 

As much of London as may be seen in 
ten days’ industrious sight-seeing, they 
saw. Goldstein would not let Deck out of 
his sight, and Deck decided that if he 
must endure his host’s company, he would 
make the most of his opportunities. 

On Thursday of the next week Gold- 
stein received a cablegram which he did 
not show to Deck. It seemed to afford 
him a good deal of satisfaction. 

“Vell, my boy,” he said, cheerfully, 
after he had read it, “our lidtle holiday is 
goming to an endt. Ve vill be sailing 
Sadturdtay.” 

“If we miss the ship it won’t be my 
fault !”? exclaimed Deck heartily. “I’ve 
been ready ever since I first saw you. By 
George, it will seem good to be actually 
on the way home—even in the steerage,” 
he added, grimly. 

“Oh, the steerage is nodt badt. I vent 
ofer that vay the firsdt time.” 

Deck laughed cynically. 

“And now you are going over first 
cabin, and are importing—” 

“Ah, ledt us nodt speagk of that!’ 
Goldstein interrupted, quickly. ‘“Ledt us 
go oudt andt gedt some clothings for you 
suidtable to—to your pardt of the shibp.” 

Goldstein had evidently been keeping 
his eyes open, for he knew exactly where 
to find the shop that sold what he wanted. 
He soon had Deck fitted out with a sec- 
ond-hand shabby black suit, a slouch hat, 
heavy boots and a pair of coarse blan- 
kets. These, with a black valise, on which 
he ordered the shopkeeper to paint in 
white the initials ““D. M.,” Goldstein or- 
dered sent to the hotel in his name. 
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When they arrived the next day, he 
locked the door, and produced scissors, 
needle and thread from his trunk. First 
he cut loose the lining on the right hand 
side of Deck’s steerage sack coat. Then 
from the inside pocket of his own waist- 
coat, where it was securely fastened with 
safety pins, he drew a small chamois skin 
bag. 

“This is the lidtle backage you are to 
carry,” he said, with a smile, holding it 
up for Deck to see. 

The Jew reluctantly let go of it as 
Deck took it in his hand. 

“Um-m-m,” he said, as he passed it 
through his fingers, “‘it feels as if it had 
pebbles in it.” 

“‘Idt is someding ligke pepbles,” agreed 
Goldstein, with a broad smile, as he recov- 
ered the bag eagerly. 

With unexpected skill he stitched it 
securely inside the lining of the coat and 
sewed the pocket back in place. 

“My boy,” he said, as he finished, 
““whadtefer you do afdter ve gedt stardt- 
ed, don’dt lose your coadt. I vill keebp 
idt myself to-nighdt, and gif idt to you 
in blendty of time to-morrow.” 

On the last train before the regular 
steamer train from London to Southamp- 
ton the next day, a whole compartment 
was engaged in the name of Mr. Simon 
Goldstein. When Mr. Goldstein arrived 
at Waterloo Station he was accompanied 
by a tall, broad-shouldered, smooth- 
faced man of about thirty-five. The 


younger man looked well-dressed and - 


well-kept, except that his morning shave 
had been neglected and his hair needed 
cutting. Mr. Goldstein addressed his 
companion as Murphy—Dan Murphy. 
Both carried satchels of ample size, and 
Mr. Murphy’s, which was black, bore his 
initials, “D. M.,” in white. They also 
had a large bundle wrapped in heavy pa- 
per. Their trunks, they told the porter, 
had been sent direct to the ship by the 
agents. 

When Mr. Goldstein emerged from his 
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compartment at Southampton, he was fol- 
lowed by a tall, broad-shouldered, smooth- 
faced man of about thirty-five, wearing a 
shabby black suit, a slouch hat and heavy 
boots. 

‘Now, remembper, Dan Murphy,” the 
Jew said in a low tone, “you don’dt know 
me on the shibp.” 

“Don’t worry about that; I won’t!” 
replied his companion, heartily. 

“All righdt. Tagke your blankedts 
andt gribp, andt go aheadt, andt I vill 
follow you. Ven I see you safe on the 
shibp, I vill go aboardt. Goodt-by till ve 
meedt in New York.” 

“All right, Goldstein. But you needn’t 
keep your eye on me so sharp. You can 
bet that I won’t run in any direction ex- 
cept home! Good by.” 

When the St. John pushed out from 
her dock that afternoon a short, dark, 
heavy-set man with side-whiskers, leaned 
against the rail of the promenade deck, 
and watched the steerage passengers on 
the deck below him. Some were laughing 
and some were weeping their farewell to 
the old world. But the man on the prom- 
enade deck seemed to be most interested 
in a tall, broad-shouldered, smooth-faced 
man in a shabby black suit, a slouch hat 
and heavy boots, who sat on a hatchway 
smoking a short wooden pipe. He smoked 
silently as the steamer passed down 
Southampton Water and into the Solent. 
He did not join in the general talk that 
growing acquaintance encouraged as the 
steamer made her way toward the Needles. 
Then, when the pilot had been dropped 
and the vessel seemed to have cut loose 
from England, he dropped his pipe into 
his pocket and began to whistle softly. 
The tune that he whistled was “Yankee 
Doodle.” 

There was the usual scarcity of passen- 
gers on the steerage deck, as well as on 
the other decks, the first few days out, and 
most of those that appeared huddled mis- 
erably in their wraps and blankets in such 
places as they could find shelter from the 
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wind. Dan Murphy, who did not suffer 


from sea sickness, paced the short stretch 
of deck alone and smoked his pipe. Occa- 
sionally he would look up at the rail of the 
promenade deck, and see, leaning against 
it, a short, dark man with bushy side whis- 
kers. 

“Ah, you oily old scoundrel,”? he would 
mutter to himself, “I won’t know you on 
the ship, and I won’t know you after we 
get to New York, either!” 

Then he would feel the lump in the 
right hand skirt of his coat, and stare at 
the horizon with a queer expression on his 
face. 

“Damned fine business for a clean, 
square gambler to be in!”? he would mut- 
ter to the ocean wind that blew in his face, 
and flapped his slouch hat down over his 
eyes. “But—I’m terribly broke!” 

Goldstein had stirring thoughts, too, as 
he hung over the rail and gazed westward 
toward the end of the voyage, which was 
to relieve his suspense. __ 

“Idt’s an awful chance to tagke,” he 
thought, anxiously; ‘“budt idt vos the 
only vay. They vouldt be sure to kedtch 
me. Budt he vill keebp his vordt! If he 
don’dt,”” he paused, and shrugged his 
heavy shoulders ; ‘‘vell, ve vill haf him ar- 
restedt andt trusdt to the lawyers. Budt 
T haf no fear, I haf no fear.” 

He repeated the words as if to convince 
himself of his safety from a very possible 
danger. 

By the time the St. John had reached 
mid-ocean all those who had any hope of 
recovering from their seasickness before 
the steamer entered New York harbor 
were on deck. Among the convalescents 
Deck noticed a girl of about sixteen. She 
was pale from her recent distressing ex- 
perience, but she was unmistakably pret- 
ty. Her hair was black and her eyes were 
blue. The slight snubbiness of her nose 
and the length of her upper lip bespoke 
her Irish blood. From time to time she 
put back the strands of hair that blew 
in her face with a hand that was small, but 
red and coarse from work. 
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Deck leaned against the opposite rail 
and watched her with pleasure. Plainly, 
even poorly dressed as she was, she was a 
relief to look upon—a touch of the orna- 
mental in depressingly ugly and sordid 
circumstances. 

She seemed to drink in the bracing 
ocean breeze, and to gain strength from 
it with every breath. But it blew keen 
and cool, and presently Deck noticed her 
shiver a, little as she drew her thin wrap 
closer about her. He went to his bunk, 
and returned immediately with one of his 
blankets. Walking up to where she sat 
on the hatchway, he threw it around her 
shoulders. She started, and cast a fright- 
ened glance up at him. 

‘Don’t be scared,” he said, reassur- 
ingly. “You weren’t wrapped up warm 
enough for this kind of a breeze. Pull 
that snug around you, and you’ll soon be 
as warm as a steam radiator.” 

“J—I—Oh, thank ye, sor, I—I— 
Don’t you want it yourself, sor?” The 
girl’s voice trembled with timidity and 
the shiver the cold air had sent through 
her. 

“I? Oh, Lord, no! I never bother with 
blankets.” 

“I was afther going back into the house 
—in the—inside.”? She seemed to be try- 
ing to apologize for exciting his sym- 
pathy. 

“Oh, don’t do that!’ exclaimed Deck, 
hastily. ‘‘Don’t stay in there any more 
than you have to. That’s what makes you 
sick. It’s rotten in there. Stay out here 
where the air is good, and you’ll feel bet- 
ter than you ever did in your life in a lit- 
tle while.” 

“Yis, sor,” responded the girl, obedi- 
ently. ‘Thank ye, sor.” 

“Oh, that’s all right! Keep wrapped 
u ” 

Deck walked aft, and, sitting down in 
a sheltered corner, lighted his pipe. As 
he dropped his hand to his side it landed 
on the lump—the “lidtle backage”’—in- 
side the lining of his coat. 

“Damn them!” he growled, as he 
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jerked his hand away impatiently. “I 
wish they were at the bottom!” 

He glanced up at the promenade deck. 
There, leaning against the rail, was the 
short, dark, heavy-set man with bushy 
side whiskers. 

“If I had it to do over again, Mr. Gold- 
stein, I might do different,” he thought, 
with half a sigh; “but I’m in for it now, 
and I reckon I’ll have to see it through 
somehow. Never again, though! Not 
me!?? 

He settled himself comfortably and 
smoked dreamily. In the throb of the en- 
gines and the general noise of the waves 
swishing along the sides of the ship, to- 
gether with the babble of voices about him 
and the varied sounds from the busy rou- 
tine of the steamer, he could almost im- 
agine the roar and clatter of the city he 
loved so well. Home! He thought of the 
suite of rooms in the quiet side street. The 
rent was paid for them until the first of 
the year, and, even if he was broke, he 
still had a home. There was a good deal 
of comfort in the thought; and then—he 
fumbled the wad in his coat skirt dream- 
ily. 

Two bells struck, sounding faintly from 
the forward part of the ship, and he 
opened his eyes to the reality. He was 
still a steerage passenger on the St. John. 

The low laugh he gave surprised a 
heavy-faced German, who sat near him 
smoking a long-stemmed pipe with a dec- 
orated china bowl. His massive Teutonic 
features relaxed into an affable grin. 

“Treaming?”’ he asked, pleasantly. 

“Yes,” replied Deck, “dreaming.” 

“Apoudt home yet?” 

Yes, and I’ll be glad to see it, too!” 

“I pedt you vill. Ve vill pe dere in 
apoudt a cubble of days alreadty, der 
madte says.” 

“That’s what we will, if everything 
goes all right.” 

Deck rose and stretched himself. The 
sun, hanging low down in the west, was 
reddening in the evening mista, The lit- 
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tle Irish girl still sat on the hatch, 
wrapped in his blanket. As Deck glanced 
toward her he saw a man address her. 
The girl shrank from him, and the man 
laughed, and passed on. Deck wondered 
what this man had to do with her. He 
might, of course, be her companion on the 
voyage. Deck had seen him frequently, 
and did not like his looks; neither did he 
like the way the girl shrank when she was 
addressed. He waited a while to see if 
the man would come back, and then 
walked over to her. 

“Keeping warm?” he asked. 

“Oh, yis, sor; thank ye, sor,” the girl 
replied, almost gaily. 

The salt air had put some color into her 
cheeks and sparkle in her blue eyes and 
she seemed more than ever like a rare jewel 
in a common setting. 

“Feel better, don’t you?” asked Deck, 
with a smile, as he noted her improved 
spirits. 

“Oh, yis, sor; very much bether!”” 

“I told you you would.” 

There was a pause, and then the girl 
spoke with enthusiasm. 

“It’s foine, ain’t it, sor!?? she exclaimed, 
as she pointed toward the southwest. 

“The sun? Oh, yes. It’s been doing 
that way pretty near every evening we’ve 
been out, but you’ve been down in that 
hole, so you’ve missed it. It will slide 
down into the water pretty soon just as if 
it was a big orange sinking out of sight 
slowly.” 

He took a seat on the hatch beside her, 
and in silence they watched the sun go 
down. As the last rim of it disappeared 
beneath the waves the girl drew a long 
breath. 

“It was pretty, wasn’t it?” said Deck, 
with a smile at her emotion. 

“Ah, it was foine, sor!’ 

“Well,” he said, rising, “‘it’s almost 
four bells, and they'll be beating the gong 
pretty soon to let us know that supper is 
ready. You'd better be hunting up your 
folks.” 
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“TI—I haven’t any folks,” she stam- 
mered, with a slight flush of embarrass- 
ment. 

‘Haven't any folks?” 

*“‘Not with me, sor.” 

“The deuce you haven’t! Who looks 
after you?” 

‘““I—TI look afther myself, sor.” 

‘“Humph! Why, you’re—” He paused. 
She seemed such a mere child that he 
could hardly grasp the situation. 

“TI get along very well, sor,” she said, 
simply. ; 

“Oh, sure!” he agreed, hurriedly. “But 
who—”’ He wanted to ask her who the 
man was that had spoken to her, but con- 
cluded that it was none of his business. 

Just then the supper gong sounded. 

“Think you can eat anything?” 

“Oh, yis, sor; I’m hungry!” 

“That’s good!” 

“Thank ye for the blanket, sor.” 

“Oh, that’s all right,” he responded, as 
he flung it over his arm. 

She nodded smilingly at him, and then 
followed the crowd toward the dining- 
room. 

As a general proposition Deck did not 
favor the idea of a woman traveling about 
the world alone, especially if she were 
young and pretty. He knew a good deal 
of life, and he knew that such a pretty 
girl’s path was beset with troubles that 
did not look like troubles when she met 
them. By the time she found out that 
they were troubles it was too late. So he 
decided to keep an eye on the little Irish 
girl until after she landed, and try to see 
that she got a fair start, at least. 

Before Deck got his sleep out the next 
morning he was awakened by the hoarse 
toot of the steamer’s fog-horn. He knew 
that there was no use to try after that, so 
he dressed and went on deck. The vessel 
was moving slowly forward in a little 
open space in the center of a heavy bank 
of chill gray mist. Every minute or two 
the roar of the deep-throated whistle 
seemed to jar the very deck. 
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Huddled under an awning, near the en- 
trance to the steerage, he saw the little 
Irish girl standing disconsolate. 

“Well,” he thought, “I guess it’s up to 
me to fix a place for her.” 

He glanced about the deck. The man 
who had made her shrink so by speaking 
to her the evening before was just leav- 
ing a snug corner, which was well shel- 
tered from the dripping fog. Deck 
walked over to it, and had half finished 
spreading his blanket, which he had car- 
ried over his arm, when he heard a growl 
behind him. He turned and confronted 
the man who had just left the place. He 
was about Deck’s own build; smooth-faced 
with brown hair and gray eyes, and 
dressed in a shabby black suit, a slouch 
hat and heavy boots. 

““*Ere!” he growled. “Get out o’ that, 
will yer! That’s my plice!”’ 

“Oh, it is, is it??? retorted Deck, as he 
smoothed out his blanket. 

“Yes, it is; and Hi’m goin’ to ’ave it! 
Yer can stand out in the wet just as well 
as Hi can!” 

‘Sure!’ responded Deck, as he finished 
spreading the blanket. 

“Well, then, get yer rags out o° it 
before Hi smash yer ’ead.” 

Deck straightened up and moved a step 
toward the aggressor. 

“Look here,” he said, quietly, “I’m not 
fixing this place for myself, but for a lit- 
tle girl who needs it a damned sight worse 
than you do, and she’s going to have it! 
Understand? And what’s more, I don’t 
like the way you talk. I’m not going to 
take up that blanket, and if you’re going 
to smash my head, you get busy right 
now. You'll probably never have a better 
chance.” 

“Ho, it’s for ’er, is it? Hi thought you 
was gettin’ pretty sweet on ’er yester- 
day.” 

“And that’s none of your business, too. 
Now, if you’re going ta smash, go ahead 
and do it. If you’re not, make yourself 
scarce; I’ve had enough of you.” 
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There was a light in his eye that indi- 
cated that he did not care to trifle, and 
that he was fully prepared to make good 
everything he said. The man drew off a 
step. “ 
“Aw, well,” he growled, “tike care o’ 
yer gel. Hi’ll fix you some other time.” 

“At your own convenience, sir,” said 
Deck, with a gracious wave of his hand. 

The man moved away, and Deck turned 
toward the girl, who had been anxiously 
watching the two.. He beckoned her, and 
she ran lightly across the deck. 

‘‘Here’s a first-rate place for you,” he 
said. ‘Sit down on the blanket, and I’ll 
lap it over you, and you'll be all right, all 
right.” 

“But don’t you—” 

‘No, I don’t!” he interrupted, a little 
impatiently. “I tell you I never bother 
with ’em. In with you!” 

She dropped down on the blanket with- 
out a word, and he folded it closely about 
her. 

“There you are, snug as my old 
friend, the bug in a rug!” 

“But didn’t he—” 

“Oh, yes, he did; but he thought bet- 
ter of it. But never mind about him. 
How do you feel this morning?” 

“Oh, foine, sor! I had a good slape till 
they begun blowin’ the big horn.” 

“Good for you! So did I.” He sat 
down beside her and lighted his after- 
breakfast pipe. ‘“‘Well, we ought to get 
in some time to-morrow, or early the next 
morning.” 

“Tt’s meself that will be glad to get on 
dhry land once more. The say is too big 
and—and unstheady.” 

‘*Will there be any one to meet you?” 

“Oh, yis, sor; me brother Larry. He 
knows I’m comin’ on this ship. He will 
mate me.” 

“Well, that’s fine now, ain’t it!”? ex- 
claimed Deck, with a heartiness of a man 
who is relieved of a puzzling responsibil- 
ity. Ever since he had found that the girl 
was alone, he had a feeling that he must 
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see that no harm came to her. Now he 
learned that when the voyage was ended 
his responsibility would end. ‘‘What does 
your brother do?” 

“T don’t know ixactly, sor, save that he 
works for the gover’mint. It might be 
that you would know him, sor. Maloney 
is his name, Larry Maloney.” 

“Um-m, no, I can’t say that I know 
him,” Deck replied, slowly, “but I think 
T’ve heard his name.” 

‘He must be a fine lad by this toime 
now.” 

‘““How long has it been since you saw 
him?” 

“Oh, I niver saw him to raymimber it. 
He lift the ould home whin I was a wee 
baby. I moight not be secin’ him so soon 
now, but there’s none of us lift any more, 
but him an’ me. He sint me the money to 
come.” Her voice trembled a little as she 
spoke of her loneliness. 

Deck nodded that he understood, and 
gazed out at the tossing waves. The fog 
had cleared, and the St. John was again 
plowing her way along at full speed 
toward New York—toward home! But he 
was not thinking of home just then. He 
was thinking of a tall, thick-chested man, 
with a heavy red mustache and a still 
redder face. This was Larry Maloney, 
one of the shrewdest of the younger plain 
clothes men in the metropolis—one of the 
men whose authorized hand might de- 
scend on him without warning when he was 
following his usual vocation. And now the 
sister of this man, who could and might 
make trouble for him at any time, was 
tacitly in his charge, and he must see her 
safely delivered into her brother’s arms. 
He smiled grimly. Then he thought of 
the “‘lidtle backage”’ in the lining of his 
coat, and coughed to cover the expletive 
that rose to his lips. He might be sub- 
ject to arrest as soon as he landed, for all 
he knew of the law. He drew in his breath 
sharply, and shook off his reverie. 

“It’s a great country you're going to,” 
he said, turning to the girl with a smile, 
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“and I think you’ll like it there, Miss 
Maloney.” 

“My—my name is Katie, sor,” she 
stammered. 

“Well, Katie is a nice name, and it suits 
you too,” said Deck, laughing a little. 
“They call me Dan Murphy.” 

“Dan Murphy!” she gasped, in sur- 
prise. ““Why—” She paused and stared 
at him. 

“Why, what? What’s the matter?” 

‘Why, his name is Dan Murphy!’ She 
seemed to be in a maze of bewilderment. 

“His? Whose?” 

“That—that man’s!” 

“The deuce it is! Well, now, that’s 
queer, ain’t it? And we nearly quarreled. 
Fellows with the same name oughtn’t to 
quarrel, ought they?” 

“JT don’t like him,’ Katie declared, with 
simple finality. “I think he is a bad man.” 

“Oh, may be not; may be he’s just ir- 
ritable.” 

She would not contradict him, so she 
closed her lips tightly. 

It had been the most tolerable morning 
Deck had passed since the steamer sailed, 
and as he leaned back against the deck- 
house after the mid-day meal, he was 
thinking that a stecrage passage wasn’t 
so bad, after all, when one had as attract- 
ive a child as Katie to look at and listen 
to. He wondered what was the cause of 
her dislike for the other Dan Murphy. 
Surely even such a brute as he plainly 
was wouldn’t annoy a mere child like her. 
Why, the very idea was— 

A woman’s scream coming from the 
other side of the deck-house startled him. 
It was not loud, but there was terror in 
it. The fear-stricken cry sounded again, 
and as Deck sprang around the corner, 
his anger flared at what he saw. 

There was the other Dan Murphy, with 
one arm around Katie Maloney’s waist 
and his other hand holding one of her 
arms. 

“Give us a kiss, you little beauty! 
You’re the—” 
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Then a voice, vibrant with wrath, 
growled behind him. 

“Let her go, you damned brute!” 

With a start he loosened his hold on the 
girl, and at the same instant he was 
jerked backward and flung heavily to the 
deck. 

Quick as a beast he was up again with 
a howl. 

“‘Ho, it’s you, is it? You’re sweet on 
the little cat yourself, ain’t you?” he 
roared, as he rushed at Deck. “Hi’ll fix 
you, you—” 

Before he could finish the sentence, 
Deck’s left fist landed crushingly on the 
brute’s right eye, and as his head jerked 
backward from the force of the blow, a 
right hand swing caught him under the 
jaw. He scemed to be almost lifted from 
his feet. Then he toppled backward, and 
fell full length on the deck, where he lay 
motionless. 

The whole steerage deck was in com- 
motion. Women screamed and men stared 
spellbound for the moment. One of the 
mates and a quartermaster came running 
up and seized Deck. 

“It’s all right,” he said, calmly, “I’m 
not going to run away.” 

“You pedt idt’s all righdt!”? puffed the 
heavy German with the long pipe, elbow- 
ing his way toward them. “I saw der 
whole ding, andt idt serfed him righdt!’’ 

There was a brief court of inquiry, and 
then the ship’s officers released Deck. Aft- 
erward, when the mate met him in a se- 
cluded place he shook hands with him. 
Neither said anything, but each under- 
stood the other. 

The ship’s surgeon came up and heard 
the story of the mate. He looked at Mur- 
phy and felt his pulse. 

“Throw him in his bunk,” he said, 
shortly, to a couple of seamen standing 
by. 
Deck turned his attention to Katie, 
who crouched trembling against the side 
of the deck-house. 

“Don’t be scared,” he said, kindly, as 
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he lifted her up. “It’s all over now, and 
he won’t bother you any more this trip.” 

“Oh, sor, you—you—” And then she 
fell sobbing hysterically in his arms. 

A look of dismay came into Deck’s face. 

“Say, Doc,” he exclaimed, twisting his 
head around so he could see the surgeon, 
“for the Lord’s sake, get a stewardess 
quick !”” 

When a girl cried in his arms he knew 
that he needed help and needed it urgent- 
ly, and the help of another woman at that. 

With Katie under the care of a stew- 
ardess, it seemed a long, loncsome after- 
noon to Deck. As he examined his skinned 
knuckles he could hardly realize what had 
happened. She was such a child it seemed 
impossible. He was vaguely conscious 
that he was the subject discussed by the 
men and women who stood about in 
groups and stared at him. But it all 
seemed a very small matter now. He 
caught the whiff of a pipe, and heard a 
deep voice at his elbow. 

“You gif idt to him goodt andt blend- 
ty, py chiminy!”’ exclaimed the big fat 
German, with phlegmatic enthusiasm, as 
he sat down on the hatch. ‘“Serfed him 
righdt, you pedt, der tamdt schround- 
tre] !”” 

Deck nodded. He was not inclined to 
talk about the affair. 

‘“‘He’ll stday in his punk der resdt of 
der vay alreadty, I guess, v’ich ain’dt a 
longk time yedt.” 

Deck was silent, but the German’s ad- 
miration was aroused, and he wanted to be 
companionable. 

“T hopbe dey von’dt magke mudtch 
droubles for us steerage beobples v’en ve 
landt,” he went on. 

“Trouble?” Deck looked at him in- 
quiringly. 

“Insbections andt—andt sudtch dings,” 
the German explained. 

“Oh, yes,” said Deck, thoughtfully. 

Here was a complication that he had 
not anticipated. There was no telling 
what trouble he might be put to to dem- 
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onstrate his right to land in his native 
country. Forms had to be gone through 
with, and officials satisfied. He could iden- 
tify himself, of course, if the worst came, 
but, traveling as he was under an assumed 
name, that would be embarrassing. 

“Well,” he thought, with some degree 
of reassurance, “I suppose Goldstein has 
some scheme figured out. It’s as much his 
worry as mine—more, I guess.” And the 
queer look came into his eyes again. 

“I guess you nefer game ofer before,” 
said the German. 

“No,” responded Deck, ‘not this way.” 
And then, not wishing to cast any reflec- 
tion on the steerage, he added: ‘‘I mean 
westward. I went over, of course, and 
now I’m on my way back.” 

“I see,” said the German, as he nodded 
sagely. ‘Dot is der only droubles apoudt 
der steerage—der landting ; oddervise, idt 
is shust as goodt as der gabins.”’ 

Deck smiled as he thought of his bunk 
and the bill of fare for the last week. 

“Pesides,” went on the German, “‘idt is 
so mudtch cheaper.” 

“You’re right, there,” Deck agreed, 
heartily. 

“Sure! Alvays dravel steerage, mein 
friendt. I alvays do, andt I haf been ofer 
tdvice andt bagk dree dimes alreadty.” 

That night, as he lay in his bunk, the 
thing that troubled Deck and kept him 
from going to sleep promptly, was how 
he was to get by the government officials 
without revealing who he was. And after 
he got by them? Well, he would solve 
later problems when they presented them- 
selves. He was going home broke, in 
urgent need of funds, and with a fortune 
in the skirt of his coat. It was too dark 
now for the queer look in his eyes to have 
been noticed by any one. 

*_ * *# *# © # *# 


In a small private office where the 
gloom of the early twilight was further 
darkened by the nearby walls that the 
dingy windows looked out upon, sat a 
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man before a large roll-top desk that was 
illuminated by a green-shaded incandes- 
cent light. He was examining partly 
written and partly printed documents. As 
he finished looking over each one he thrust 
it into one of the pigeon-holes before him. 
Presently there was a knock at the closed 
door. 

“Come in!” he called, gruffly. 

A boy entered and handed him a tele- 
gram which the man opened with the de- 
liberate motions of one who is accustomed 
to receive many telegrams. 

“Send Maloney in,” he said, shortly, 
to the boy, who had waited. 

As the boy withdrew the man took a 
handful of papers from one of the pigeon- 
holes, and, after running over them, se- 
lected one, which he spread open on the 
desk before him. 

“Come in!”’ he called again, as another 
knock sounded on the door. ‘Sit down, 
Maloney,” he added to the man who had 
entered. “Anything on for to-morrow 
morning?” His words were sharp and 
incisive, and his tone that of a man who 
gives orders. 

“No, sir,” replied the detective. 

“Be ready to go down the bay to meet 
the St. John at daylight. Nantuckct 
Light has just reported her, and she will 
be in too early to pass quarantine. You 
know Simon Goldstein, wholesale jewel- 
er?” 

Yes, sir.” 

“Well, he’s aboard, and he’s not above 
the suspicions of the customs people. 
He’s been on a pleasure trip abroad, in- 
cluding Amsterdam, and the customs peo- 
ple think he may have combined business 
with pleasure. They have cable advices,” 
he went on, glancing at the paper lying 
open on his desk, “that he left London 
in a compartment with a tall well-dressed 
man of about thirty-five, and when he got 
out of the compartment at Southampton, 
it was with a tall man dressed in a shabby 
black suit, a slouch hat and heavy boots. 
This man has a smooth face, gray cyes 
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and brown hair. Goldstein came over in 
the cabin, and this man took passage in 
the steerage under the name of Dan Mur- 
phy. The customs people think he’s some 
American crook that Goldstein has fixed 
up a smuggling game with, and they want 
us to identify him. So take a good look 
at him and see if you know him. You 
will, of course, do whatever is necessary. 
That’s all.” 

The man turned to his papers again, 
and Larry Maloney passed out of the 
room. 

“Things are coming my way,” thought 
the detective, as he made his way back to 
his quarters. ‘Sure that’s the boat little 
Katie is on, an’ ’twill be no trick at all to 
get the boys on the pier to let her land 
without going through any red tape.” 


* * * * * * * 


The St. John stood steady as a rock 
when Deck climbed out of his bunk the 
next morning. The throbbing of her 
great engines had ceased, and he could 
only hear subdued puffs, as if they were 
recovering their breath after their long, 
hard run, while they lay luxuriously at 
case. 

“Quarantine, I reckon,” he muttered, 
as he began leisurely to dress himself. 

When he made his way to the deck, 
with his satchel and roll of blankets, he 
found most of his fellow passengers al- 
ready there with their luggage. The 
great hatches were open, and big piles of 
all sorts of trunks stood around them. 

Over in the snug corner where he and 
Katie had sat sheltered from the fog, he 
saw the girl eagerly talking to a tall, red- 
faced man with a heavy red mustache, 
while she looked up trustfully into his 
face. The man, whose arm was thrown 
protectingly around her slender waist, 
gazed down at her fondly as he listened. 

“Ah,” thought Deck, “her brother 
Larry. I’m afraid he and I may not al- 
ways get along very well together. I 
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wonder how the deuce he happened to 
come away out here to meet the ship.” 

He threw away the match with which he 
had been lighting his pipe, and dropped 
his hand to his side. It bumped against 
the wad in the corner of his coat. 

“Good Lord!’ he exclaimed, under his 
breath. “I wonder if he’s after—” 

He did not finish the sentence, for he 
saw Katie beckoning to him. It was no 
time for hesitation; bluff, if anything, 
would carry him through now; so he 
walked quickly across the deck to the girl 
and her brother. 

“This is Misther Murphy, Larry, dear, 
who—” Katie hesitated and _ colored 
slightly, ‘“‘who helped me.” 

The detective ran his eye sharply over 
Deck, and compressed his lips in a way 
that lowered his big mustache well down 
over his chin. The description of the man 
he was to identify fitted perfectly. But 
in the first rush of gratitude and obliga- 
tion his generous Irish heart was not in- 
clined to split the hairs of right and 
wrong. It was only a moment before he 
extended his hand. 

*“T’m glad to meet you Mr. Murphy,” 
he said, as Deck took it. ‘You was on 
the spot when my little sister needed a 
handy fist, and—well, that’s enough for 
Larry Maloney.” . 

“Oh, that’s all right,” returned Deck, 
“ *twasn’t much.” 

The two men looked steadily into each 
other’s eyes as if they were contestants in 
a trial of physical skill. 

“T think I’d know you better, Mr. 
Murphy,” Larry went on, rather slowly, 
“if you was better dressed an’ had a brown 
mustache.” 

They still looked fixedly into each 
other’s eyes. 

“Maybe you would,” Deck replied. 

There was another pause, while Katie 
gazed from one to the other wonderingly. 
She was disappointed at her brother’s lack 
of appreciation of the service that had 
been done her. ‘ 
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“Broke?” asked Larry, laconically. 

“Broke,” answered Deck, grimly. 

“Well,” went on Larry, as he drew a 
long breath, “‘it ain’t Larry Maloney that 
don’t appreciate a good turn. Can I help 
you out any way?” 

“No, I guess not,” answered Deck, 
thoughtfully. ‘‘Unless,” he added, as the 
possibility flashed over him, “‘you could 
get the inspectors to handle me promptly, 
and let me get through quick. I'd like to 
get home, and wash up and change my 
clothes. The week that I’ve had hasn’t 
been much of a bracer, you understand.” 

“Sure!” replied Larry, knowingly. “I 
know how you fecl, and I guess I can fix 
it all right. You can go right along with 
Katie an’ me, an’ the boys won’t stop you 
nor ask any questions, I guess.” 

“Well, that will make us good and 
plenty even,” Deck exclaimed, heartily, 
“and it will be up to me for the next 
time.” 

“It’s a queer thing,” Larry went on, 
thoughtfully, “‘but, do you know, I came 
on board to look for a tall, smooth-faced 
man with gray eyes and brown hair, who 
was wearing a shabby black suit, a slouch 
hat and heavy boots.” His sharp eyes 
met Deck’s again, but the latter did not 
flinch. ‘An’ what’s more, I was told his 
name was Dan Murphy.” 

“Why, Larry, dear,” cried Katie, ex- 
citedly, ““Dan Murphy is the name of the 
man who—who—” 

“The devil it is!’ ejaculated Larry, as 
she hesitated. ‘And where is he now?” 

“There he is over there,” replied Deck, 
indicating the direction with a nod; “that 
fellow with the black eye, leaning against 
the pile of trunks.” 

“Well,” said Larry, in a tone of relief, 
“I guess that’s my man; description’s all 
right, anyhow. Wait here a minute.” 

He sauntered across the Deck and 
passed the battered Dan Murphy, eyeing 
him sharply. Then he went on to the 
forward part of the ship. Presently he 
returned with a customs officer. 


160 


‘““There’s your man,” he said, indicating 
the tall figure, which was still leaning 
against the pile of trunks; “but I don’t 
know him from Adam’s off ox; never saw 
him before.” 

“All right, Larry,” responded the cus- 
toms officer, ‘‘we’ll take care of him. The 
old man thought maybe he’d turned up 
a good find for you. So long!” and the 
customs officer went about his duties. ‘ 

Larry was as good as his word. As 
they passed down the gang plank to the 
pier, he merely said to the officer on duty: 

‘My little sister from the old country 
and another friend of mine, Jim. They’re 
all right.” 

“All right, Larry,” was the response, 
“any friends of yours is all right. Comin’ 
to the ward mectin’ to-night?” 

“Sure!” replied Larry. 

As they passed off the pier Larry re- 
peated the explanation, and a moment 
later the three stood in the street. 

Deck drew a long breath of relief and 
satisfaction as he looked around at the 
familiar buildings and people, and heard 
the familiar accent. 

“Well, Katie,” said Larry, cheerfully, 
“vou’re here at last. And now we'll be 
takin’ a car up at the next corner there. 
Good-by, Mr.—Murphy,”’ he added, half 
turning to Deck. He did not offer his 
hand. He felt that he had risked his 
badge for the obligation he was under 
and they were quits. Katie was more 
cordial. 

“Good-by, Misther Murphy,” she said, 
with all the warmth of recently aroused 
gratitude; “I hope you’ll be afther com- 
in’ to see us before long.” 

Deck looked at her brother. Larry was 
looking fixedly across the strect. No echo 
of Katie’s invitation rose to his lips. He 
did not care to have his young and inno- 
cent sister called on by Deck Melton, 
gambler. A queer feeling seized Deck’s 
throat, which he could not account for, 
and he swallowed hastily. 

“Thank you, Katie,” he said, with a 
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sigh, as he shook her little rough hand; 
“but it’s an awful big city, you know, and 
Pll be—pretty busy—for a while—I 
guess. Good-by.” 

He turned and walked away without 
looking back. At the corner he got into 
a cab, and gave the driver his address. He 
was thinking so mournfully of parting 
with innocent little Katie that he had even 
forgotten the “‘lidtle backage” in the 
lining of his coat. 

Two hours later Goldstein emerged 
from the restrain placed upon him by the 
customs officials. He had been thoroughly 
searched, and his baggage had been ex- 
amined with irritating minuteness, but 
nothing contraband had been found. He 
had been confronted with Dan Murphy, of 
the battered eye, and though it was evi- 
dent that the two men had never seen each 
other before, Murphy was searched as 
carefully as Goldstein had been, with the 
same result. Suspicious as they were, the 
customs officials had to acknowledge them- 
selves at fault, and release both the men. 

As Goldstein passed the customs bar- 
rier, he looked around quickly and anx- 
iously. His eye lighted on Kronenheim- 
er’s well-groomed figure a short distance 
away. Kronenheimer was younger and 
more American than his partner, and 
spoke with scarcely a trace of an accent. 
Goldstein hurried up to him. 

“Vere is he?” he asked, eagerly, as he 
shook hands. 

“T don’t know,” replied Kronenheimer. 
“T haven’t seen him.” 

“Hafn’t seen him!” ejaculated Gold- 
stein, breathlessly. ‘‘My Godt, v’ere haf 
you been?” 

“Right here, ever since the 
touched. Maybe he’s still on board.” 

“No! No!” cried Goldstein, excitedly. 
“TI saw him stardt down the gang plank 
vith the crowd myself!” 

They were walking slowly along the 
pier now. 

“Well, that’s pretty queer,” mused 
Kronenheimer. : “What do you—” 
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There have been born strategists like 
Jomini, Moltke, our own Captain Mahan, 
or the Englishmen H. W. Wilson and 
Spencer Wilkinson, who have been able to 
prove their thorough knowledge of war 
on paper alone. So, too, there have been 
born battle artists like Lever, Galdos, Vic- 
tor Hugo, and Zola, who have penned 
truly graphic descriptions of war without 
ever a smell of gunpowder; but such 
achievements merely mean genius. They 
are the exceptions that prove the rule. It 
is true that our late Stephen Crane gave 
us a better description of battle in his 
“Red Badge of Courage,” written before 
he had any actual experience of war, than 
he succeeded in doing in any of his des- 
patches from the field. But who knows 
what he might have done, had he lived to 
go to more wars? The trouble with him 
was that he had more fondness for the ac- 
tual life of the soldier than for the literary 
expression of it. He told me himself, once 
in Cuba, that he had rather have han- 
dled a rifle in the merest guerrilla skirmish 
than have written the most magnificent de- 
scription of the Battle of Gettysburg. 

Victor Hugo, as we know from his 
“‘History of a Crime,” took more pride in 
the recital of his own insignificant part on 
the barricades of Paris during the Coup 
d’Etat than in his resplendent description 
of the Battle of Waterloo in “Les Misera- 
bles.” Who can doubt that the late Emile 
Zola would preferably have written his 
“Débacle” from actual experience than 
have pieced together all the various dis- 
connected accounts taken from the posthu- 
mous publications of the German and 
French general staffs? 

The same holds true, almost needless to 
say, of the theoretical strategists. Jomini 
loved to trapse along with the armies to 
see that his theories were put into active 
practice; while the greatest of the mod- 
erns, Von Moltke, is known to have hailed 
the actual outbreak of hostilities, which 
were to put his paper campaigns to the 
test, with the youthful zest of a second 
lieutenant. 
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The truth is, that in the description of 
war, as in the actual conduct of it, experi- | 
ence is the thing. Tolstoi could never have 
madc his “Cossack Tales,” or “War and 
Peace” so vivid without that graphic mili- 
tary realism the material for which he ab- 
sorbed while serving in the trenches of 
Sebastopol. Nor could Fennimore Cooper, 
Captain Marryat or Picrre Loti have 
written their thrilling stories of the sca, 
had they not caught the atmosphere while 
pacing the quarterdecks of their men-o’- 
war. We do not have to be told, surely, 
how much of Rudyard Kipling’s soldier 
storics and barrack-room ballads is owing 
to his early experience as an obscure war 
correspondent in India. 

Such opportunities are preciscly the 
kind that may mean the making of a war 
correspondent. During the American Civil 
War several of our best known correspond- 
ents won early fame because they were 
employed as newspaper reporters or edi- 
tors on the staffs of journals that hap- 
pened to be published within the area of 
the opening hostilities. This was true, 
notably, of a number of the Congressional 
reporters stationed at Washington, and 
of other newspaper men in Baltimore, 
Charleston and Richmond. 

Coming down to more recent times it is 
enviously remembered by untold American 
newspaper men how the first soul-stirring 
reports of the Battle of Manila were 
flashed over the wires by three lucky rov- 
ers,—one a cartoonist, the second an ex- 
naval officer, and the third the only jour- 
nalist proper—who happened to find 
themselves at Hongkong when Commo- 
dore Dewey received his famous order: 
“You must find the Spanish flect and de- 
stroy it!” 

My own first piece of special corre- 
spondence was due purely to a stroke of 
luck. In 1886, as a mere lad, I happened 
to find myself on the banks of the Lake of 
Starnberg in the Bavarian mountains rid- 
ing a bicycle near the Castle of Berg with- 
in an hour of the time that the mad King 
Louis of Bavaria had been found drowned 
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in the waters of the lake. The unfortu- 
nate monarch, as will be recalled, had 
drowned himsclf and his keeper, the fa- 
mous Dr. Gudden, on the eve of his threat- 
ened deposition from the throne of Ba- 
varia. I was the first outsider on the scene. 
Boy that I was, the newspaper man awoke 
within me. So it happened that the news 
of King Louis’s tragic death was read in 
New York and London before it became 
known in Germany. 

Still such strokes of journalistic luck 
arerare. The opportunity to do war cor- 
respondence as a rule will not come of it- 
self, but must be wooed. Even when 
sought for most eagerly it is apt to prove 
elusive. *Tis a case of: 


“Seeking the bubble reputation 
Even at the cannon’s mouth.” 


Nowadays wars break out so suddenly 
and are fought to a finish so quickly, that 
even the most enterprising special corre- 
spondents sometimes can barely manage to 
get to the scene of hostilities in time to be 
in at the death. At the time of the last 
Greek-Turkish conflict a score of English 
and Amcrican would-be war correspond- 
ents arrived in Athens and Salonika only 
in time to report the peace protocols. Our 
Spanish-American war was full of similar 
disappointments. The land fighting in 
Cuba, strictly speaking, was over after 
one short weeck,—the time that elapsed be- 
tween the opening skirmish at Las Guasi- 
mas and the battles of San Juan Hill and 
Caney. Those correspondents who missed 
their opportunity there only found them- 
selves doomed to worse disappointment 
when they followed General Miles to his 
all but bloodless campaign through Porto 
Rico. 

A case in point was that of Frederick 
Palmer, an excellent American war corre- 
spondent, who early in 1898 had accepted 
& newspaper commission to follow the 
great rush of gold seckers to the uttermost 
regions of the Klondike. By the time he 
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had got well out of reach the Spanish- 
American war broke out. He dropped 
everything, and rushing back eastward, as 
fast as his feet, and boats and trains could 
carry him, he arrived on the Atlantic coast 
only in time to meet the victorious troops 
returning from Cuba. He had to content 
himself subsequently with following the 
rather listless fortunes of Aguinaldo’s 
guerrilla warfare in the Philippine Is- 
lands. 

So, too, the present conflict in the Far 
East, by the suddenness of its outbreak is 
known to have caught a number of well- 
known English correspondents at a dis- 
advantage in the Near East, whither they 
had been drawn by the Macedonian upris- 
ing and rumors of impending hostilities in 
the Balkans. 

When correspondents are thus delayed 
or sidetracked it is most often due to the 
shortsightcdness of the people who send 
them. Just as commanders in the field or 
at sca are often seriously hampered by the 
cocksure interference of strategy boards 
at home, so correspondents are apt to be 
impeded by the publishers at home who 
boast of having despatched them to the 
front. 

As a matter of fact, few war corre- 
spondents are really sent out by their pub- 
lishers. The men mostly send themselves. 
That is, the initiative is all their own. 
Some fortunate few, who have ample 
means of their own, when war is imminent 
proceed to the most promising destination 
at their own expense and risk, and having 
arrived there come to quick terms with 
publishers at home by means of the tele- 
graph. These men have the best chance of 
being the first in the field. On the other 
hand they run the risk of having to pay 
for their own mistakes, should events turn 
out against their calculations, or if sick- 
ness or other misfortunes of war overtake 
them. 

Thus, I know one enterprising English . 
correspondent, who, falling heir to a tidy 
sum of money last summer, promptly be- 
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took himself to Port Arthur, where he 
awaited the date of the long promised 
Russian evacuation of Manchuria. The 
eighth day of October came and passed. 
Nothing happened. Japan appeared qui- 
escent. So did Great Britain and the 
United States. In disgust, my friend 
turned his back on the Far East, sailing 
by way of the Suez Canal he headed for 
Panama, where the republican coup d’état 
about that time seemed to promise lively 
doings. Arriving on the Isthmus at 
length, he found, of course, that the scene 
of action had shifted from Panama to 
Paris and Washington, and that the Far 
Eastern question after all was by no means 
shelved. Fearful of being misled again he 
returned to the Near East resolved to 
make for Russia by way of the Balkans, 
so that he could still turn to either scene 
of hostilities by the time he got to St. Pe- 
tersburg. When this article was written, 
at Nagasaki, my friend was still stalled 
somewhere along the line of the Trans- 
Siberian railway on his way to Manchuria 
from the land side. Once he reaches the 
front, having spared no pains or money 
of his own to get there, some newspaper or 
magazine that will profit by his individ- 
ual energy and pluck will doubtless ad- 
vertise itself far and wide as having sent 
this man forth as its “own correspond- 
ent.” 

Other war correspondents, less fortu- 
nately situated than my friend, generally 
reach the front after much delay by volun- 
teering to do so under the auspices of some 
powerful periodical. In order to get 
there within any reasonable time they 
must do their volunteering early and 
often. They must overcome all objections 
inspired by ante bellum skepticism with 
ardent arguments drawn from contempo- 
rary history, international politics, steam- 
er schedules and time-tables, and must al- 
ways be prepared to start at an hour’s 
notice. This, in itself, implies a complete 
cessation of otherwise lucrative or useful 
activity, unless the volunteer enjoys the 
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advantage of already holding a staff po- 
sition on the periodical he aspires to serve 
in the field. Put off again and again he 
must return to the charge at every favor- 
able chance. By way of extra inducement 
would-be war correspondents often feel 
compelled to offer to risk their lives for a 
pittance, and they must submit to dicker- 
ing even on that score. 

I know of one quondam war correspond- 
ent, whose eagerness to get to the fighting 
front led him to accept such an inadequate 
travel allowance from the editor who pro- 
fessed to send him, that by the time he 
sailed forth to witness certain hostile naval 
operations nine hundred miles away, he 
had just one dollar left in his clothes. 
That correspondent was myself. 

I know of another war correspondent,— 
strictly speaking, he was a special photog- 
rapher,—who, having been despatched to 
the front by a certain newspaper, to which 
he rendered striking services at great per- 
sonal risk to himself, was stricken with 
yellow fever in Cuba. His comrades, find- 
ing him nearly destitute of funds, cabled 
to his editors for money. 

No reply. 

They placed him in a field hospital, and, 
explaining his serious predicament, again 
cabled for money. 

No reply. 

The poor fellow was transferred to a 
hospital ship, brought home at govern- 
ment expense, and nursed to life by wom- 
en of the Red Cross. When he recovered 
and presented himself before his editor, it 
was explained to him that nothing had 
been done at the time the urgent cable 
messages of his friends came, because the 
senders were not personally known to the 
editor, and because nobody knew to whom 
to address telegraph remittances, the pho- 
tographer himself being considered hors 
de combat. 

The emaciated condition of the man, 
who had thus been left in the lurch, was so 
pitiable that in view of his sufferings as 
well as his sterling services and devotion to 
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his newspaper, he was at once re-employed 
with fulsome promises of a berth for life. 
Within a year, nevertheless, he was dis- 
missed from employment, since without a 
war there were not sufficient topics of pub- 
lic interest to warrant the steady retention 
of a photographer. 

This same man is now again serving at 
the fighting front in Korea, though it is 
said that he is wielding his camera on a 
more lucrative basis as a free lance. It 
should be remarked, by the way, that he is 
an Englishman, the son of a soldier of for- 
tune who fell fighting somewhere in South 
America. 

American newspaper readers must be 
more or less familiar with the case of Ed- 
ward Marshall, the correspondent for the 
New York Journal during the Spanish- 
American war, who fell severcly wounded 
in the first fight of the Rough Riders in 
Cuba. The fact that this correspondent 
had been struck down while in the service 
of the Journal was duly exploited in the 
columns of that newspaper and all the 
other newspaper organs controlled by Mr. 
Hearst. No mention was made of the fact 
that Marshall had gone to the front on his 
own initiative. Nor was it advertised that 
the unfortunate correspondent had to have 
his leg amputated, afterward, and became 
a paralytic. It was rumored though that 
Mr. Hearst had appointed him to a life 
position on the editorial staff of his news- 
paper. Next it was learned that Marshall 
had been suffered to sever his connection 
with Mr. Hearst. Mr. James Gordon Ben- 
nett thereupon took him up, entrusting 
him with the management of an important 
department of the New York Herald. 
Meanwhile Marshall’s health became 
steadily worse. He had to be moved about 
in a wheel-chair. Presently he had to re- 
sign from the Herald. An invalid for life 
he is now Icft to his own devices. When I 
last saw him he was writing a novel. 

Publishers will tell you that there is an 
obverse to this medal. They will tell you 
of correspondents full of promises, sent 
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out at great cost to earn distinction for 
themselves and for their papers, who spend 
their time lolling at hotels and places of 
amusement far from the front. Having 
accomplished little but the accumulation 
of heavy bills for expenses, they return in 
the end with nothing but specious excuses 
for their inaction. 

One publisher, favorably known in 
America and England for his generous 
conduct toward his authors and _ corre- 
spondents, told me that at the time of the 
South African war he had sent out more 
than half a dozen men under salary with 
liberal advance allowances for expenses, 
from whom he received not a line in return 
that he could publish. Throwing good 
money after bad he engaged the services 
of two first-class correspondents. One of 
them, the late Julian Ralph, first got 
wounded, then caught enteric fever, for 
which he had to be invalided home. In the 
end he died from the effects of it. The 
other correspondent, Arthur Lynch, chose 
to cast correspondence to the winds and 
became a fighting Boer. This same pub- 
lisher, whenever a war has been in prog- 
ress, has held out a standing offer to fur- 
nish all volunteer correspondents with free 
photographic material, promising at the 
same time to pay them ten dollars for 
every photograph available for publica- 
tion. More than a hundred cameras have 
been given away in this manner with un- 
told plates and films and in some cases 
special cash advances. Yet of all the men 
who availed themselves of this generous 
offer, but two sent in any acceptable pho- 
tographs. As it happened they were a 
military and a naval officer in active serv- 
ice. They were also the only two who of- 
fered to return their cameras when the war 
was over. 

Another complaint of publishers is that 
occasionally even the best of-correspond- 
ents, whose reputation in itself-almost en- 
sures excellent results, perform-their serv- 
ices on so reckless and lavish-a scale that 
the expense of their maintenance some- 
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times far exceeds in value the advantage 
to the newspaper that may accrue from 
their work. 

Thus, there is one brilliant correspond- 
ent whose habits of life have grown so ex- 
acting that he will not travel anywhere 
without a formidable retinue of attend- 
ants and servants as well as several pedi- 
greed dogs. A man like that will not do 
things by halves, especially under the 
stress of action, and when all is told is 
bound to prove rather an expensive addi- 
tion to a newspaper staff. 

Everybody has heard the story of the 
eager war correspondent, who, reaching a 
telegraph station ahead of his rivals, cut 
off their access to the wire after filing his 
own despatch, by cabling the opening 
chapters of the Bible with instructions to 
the operator to keep this up until closing 
time. The alleged dramatic incident has 
been incorporated into the plot of ‘“Mi- 
chael Strogoff.”” Deponent saith not how 


the home office must have enjoyed paying 
so much per word for this cabled version 
of the Book of Genesis. 

There are other stories of like purport, 
—and better authenticated. I have it on 
the authority of Josiah Flynt, who was 
tramping through Russia at the time 
Richard Harding Davis was there to re- 
port the Czar’s coronation, that Mr. 
Davis, on coronation day found himself 
utterly unable to persuade the chief man- 
ager of the telegraph office in St. Peters- 
burg to forward his lengthy report of the 
affair to America at the usual press rate, 
payable at the other end. It was a case 
where time was more precious than money, 
so Mr. Davis was driven to produce sev- 
eral thousand rubles in spot cash to pay 
for his message in advance and at ordi- 
nary commercial rates. Later, according 
to Flynt, the mulcted correspondent re- 
covered the excess charge by reclamation. 

I had an experience akin to this a few 
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years ago in South America. It was after 
a battle on the Venezuelan-Colombian 
fronticr in the Andes, and I had crossed 
the mountains and penctrated through an 
inundated region infested by lawless guer- 
rilleros to reach the nearest cable station 
with my news. I was a journalistic free 
lance then, but the battle had been suffi- 
ciently bloody to make a good “story” for 
any paper except the War Cry. The 
first editor to whom I cabled an intimation 
of what I had to tell cabled back: “Send 
all you can!” 

I did. Needless to explain, at press 
rates, payable at the other end. The com- 
mercial rate was $1.20 per word in Ameri- 
can gold. ‘The operator obligingly kept 
his office open one hour after closing time 
to enable me to file all of my despatch, 
some eighteen hundred words. 

Late that night I was awakencd in my 
posada by the cable clerk. He told me that 
the addressce in New York had refused to 
accept the despatch, and that the head of- 
fice in Martinique had wired him a per- 
emptory order to collect the full tolls for 
my lengthy message at the regular com- 
mercial rate. Accordingly he presented 
me with a bill for over two thousand dol- 
lars and demanded payment in gold. 
Standing in the pateo under a flood of 
bright tropical moonlight I tricd to argue 
the matter out with him in passionate 
Spanish, but all to no purpose. He said 
if he did not collect the full amount from 
me it would be taken out of his salary. I 
retorted that it looked like an attempt on 
his part to collect his salary out of my ca- 
ble tolls. After an hour’s wrangling I re- 
fused point blank to transact any business 
in the middle of the night and bade him 
return,—maiana. He went away vowing 
to have the law on me if I failed to pay 
up the first thing in the morning. 

I had ridden sixty miles to reach that 
town the day before. But I had also en- 
joyed some experiences with Spanish law 
as she is administered in South America. 
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I deposited a sufficient sum on my pillow 
to pay for my lodging, went out to the 
stable, saddled my horse and rode out of 
town, back toward the seat of war. I did 
not stop until I had put many miles be- 
tween myself and that cable office. 

A long time afterward, in Martinique, 
I learned that it had all been a mistake. 
The editor, staggered by the heavy de- 
mand for cable toll, had at first refused to 
receive my despatch, but, changing his 
mind later, under the stress of a scarcity 
of news, perhaps, had taken the “story.” 
At all events it was printed in display 
type on his front page, and a handsome 
remittance for it was paid to my agent at 
home. 

It may be inferred from the above that 
the cable and telegraph tolls on a “story” 
from some remote quarter of the world 
will often far exceed the price that is paid 
for it to the correspondent. In the case of 
high priced correspondents the expenses 
on this score will be nearly even. 

A publisher once told me that in time of 
war fully one-third of the running ex- 
penses of his periodical, an illustrated 
weckly, had to be debited to the item of 
correspondents, and artists and photog- 
raphers in the field. 

C’est la guerre. As Moltke, among 
others, is credited with saying: ‘War 
means money; more money,—and again 
money.” To make a good war correspond- 
ent it takes money,—an abundance of 
money. 

The best credentials a special corre- 
spondent can carry in a foreign land are 
plenty of cash, preferably in gold, and a 
good letter of credit. Given some diplo- 
matic address and an occasional pointed 
letter of introduction the other necessary 
credentials will follow of their own ac- 
cord. Even without credentials, and with- 
out a knowledge of the language of the 
country, money will talk. I, for one, had 
rather talk sign language to a peasant or 
common soldier with a piece of money in 
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my hand, than undertake to pay him off 
with words revealing a complete command 
of his native idiom. 

It is when overcoming such difficulties 
as the lack of ready money, lack of proper 
credentials and lack of idiom that the truly 
efficient war correspondent reveals his met- 
tle. After all, the most valuable asset in 
the war correspondent’s make-up is will- 
power. Even good health comes after that. 

It takes will-power to secure your origi- 
nal commission to act as war correspond- 
ent,—will-power to obtain the right cre- 
dentials,—will-power to get away,—will- 
power to reach the front and to keep up 
with the fighting,—will-power to get your 
despatches out,—and will-power to balk 
the censor. In the end it may require will- 
power to collect your earnings. 

Incidentally it takes money,—lots of 
it,—robust health with all that goes with 
it: such as capacity for hard work, an in- 
destructible appetite, readiness to eat, 
drink or smoke anything, elastic capacity 
for sleep, indifference toward hunger, 
thirst, cold, heat, drafts, wettings, fa- 
tigue, vermin, evil smells or general dis- 
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comfort; a knack for hard tramping, 
horsemanship, the management of a boat, 
and swimming,—in short, strenuous vital- 
ity and physical courage ;—a sympathetic 
attitude toward firearms; a gift for pick- 
ing up idioms and dialects in addition to 
the actual command of at least three Eu- 
ropean languages; an easy familiarity 
with polite usages and the requirements of 
etiquette, backed up by good social and 
official letters of introduction; a fondness 
for sport; broad tolerance of national, re- 
ligious and political differences; a ready 
knowledge of geography, modern history 
and international politics ; a love for truth 
for truth’s sake; common sense; an even 
temper; and lastly a gift for literary ex- 
pression, with some experience in photog- 
raphy thrown in. 

All these attainments and attributes go 
toward the making of the ideal war corre- 
spondent. Though a man be endowed with 
all these talents and several others besides, 
it will avail him but little without will- 
power and determination. They alone, in 
a war correspondent, are the qualities that 
will move mountains. 


HOMER 
By Aloysius Coll 


T! ME scattered wide the magic of her seeds 
Down the dark tangle of the centuries— 
Her hidden thoughts, her deeply dusted deeds, 
The whole fulfillment of her prophecies. 


At last she gave a sightless singer birth, 

Whom the bright world begrudged a passing look; 
But all the joys and sorrows of the earth 

He dreamed, and told them—in a little book ! 
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By Israel Zangwill 


A HAPPY FAMILY 


we are all assembled to see her 

dance the Sevilla in honor of the 
most naive wooden models of the poor 
crucified Christ neatly tucked up in a 
sweet little bed under a white counter- 
pane. An old sedan-chair, in a forgotten 
recess by the staircase, invites the imag- 
ination to frame in its square front a 
lovely dusky face under a black mantilla. 
I never pass it without thanking my stars 
that I have not to pass instead an hotel- 
porter’s chair, with that bothersome being 
touching his branded cap to me, as he 
welcomes me to the England I have left 
behind. These cosmopolitan hotels cut 
one off from the life amid which they pre- 
tend to place one. You are limited to ex- 
ternal contemplation, and not even the 
most al fresco peoples live entirely in the 
event. She is a sweet child, with dark- 
brown hair and eyes, but she has none of 
the shyness of seven. Screne and self- 
possessed, she faces the company in the 
gallery. 

The gallery, you must know, is a cov- 
ered corridor bordering the patio of the 
palace. And the palace—let me confess at 
once—is sunk to a pension, though it still 
hankers after reputable persons, and even 
in its degencracy harbors a Marqués. Nor 
has it abated a jot of its Andalusian dig- 
nity. The emblazoned escutcheon hangs 
as asscrtively as ever. The stately stair- 
case, lined with great gold mirrors and 
grand, gloomy oil-paintings, steps down 
to the spacious patio, with its tiles, marble 
pillars, Moorish arches, arabesque decora- 
tions, stone portrait-medallions, and ma- 
jestic palm-tree. We dine in a hall that 


Pree will be seven to-morrow, and 


might have belonged to the Alcazar, or 
held a cover for Pedro the Cruel, albeit 
the azuléjos are but a painted show. 
Whoso will, may attend morning mass or 
evening rosary in our private chapel, as 
opulently over-gilded as the best, and 
holding, under a glass case, the tenderest, 
street. Here in my palacio I see Spanish 
people at home and in undress—at least 
one lady comes to lunch in her dressing- 
gown. I listen to good Spanish, and give 
bad in return—to my obvious profit. I 
am pampered with Spanish dishes and 
broken to goat’s milk. I am denied sau- 
cers to my cups and butter to my bread 
and on Fridays I must fain fast. My one 
breach with Castilian custom is to fling 
the windows wide open, for my neighbors 
appear creatures of a different planet, 
able to live without oxygen, and even to 
prefer carbonic acid, which they manufac- 
ture by lighting the small brazier, the hole 
for which is arranged beneath every round 
table. In this, too, they must burn in- 
cense, for a strong suggestion of cathe- 
drals is for ever wafted to my nostrils, and 
everybody lives and dies in an odor of 
sanctity. 

It is Friday night, to-night, but gaiety 
does not seem to be banned with the meat, 
and the most punctiliously pious of us 
lend countenance to Peptita’s dancing. 
The old Priest, indeed, is not here: the 
black skull-cap which strikes so pictur- 
esque a note at the dinner-table, is con- 
spicuous by its absence. But perhaps the 
Priest is taken up with reading his letter; 
he seems to get one almost every evening. 
One would almost think that the Postman, 
who makes his round of the table witl: 
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such marked disregard for the majority 
of us, gives him letters by favor. But the 
fact that each letter coming from Spain 
costs the recipient five céntimos lulls our 
incipient jealousy of the Priest. It seems 
just that the Church should for once con- 
tribute to the state, and, for my part, I 
felicitate myself that I do not live in 
Spain, exposed to a poll-tax on every 
anonymous fool who chooses to write to 
me. 
It is the Colonel of Artillery who is go- 
ing to play the music for Pepita’s danc- 
ing, and so we are waiting till he shall 
have finished his game of chess with the 
Treasurer of the Tobacco Factory. The 
Colonel’s castle has fallen, and it looks 
as if the layman’s strategy will drive him 
to surrender.. But we are not impatient. 
Impatience hardly accords with a palace 
in which there are no bells. At first sight 
it seems impossible to live cut off entirely 
from the outer world of service. But this 
is a modern delusion. Men were made be- 
fore bells, and life soon accommodates it- 
self to their absence. Pre-arrangement as 
to hours and requirements dispenses with 
much tintinnabulation, besides predispos- 
ing to punctuality. If you want any- 
thing unforeseen, you go out and wander 
in the corridors, in the hope of chancing 
upon the camarera. In the last resort 
there is always the great bell, whose iron 
cord hangs in the courtyard. You tug 
and tug, evoking slow solemn strokes, 
with a theatrical feeling of sounding a 
tocsin or a death-bell, and presently— 
quién sabe—a serving-woman may ap- 
pear from some mysterious lair. After 
all, time is not money in Spain and in a 
land where the railway-trains idle at every 
station and the driver abandons the dili- 
gence to shoot a bird in a field, we can 
well wait till the Artillery is beaten by 
the other department of smoke. The Colo- 
neP’s son—El Capitan of the same regi- 
ment—is playing cards with the twangy 
Spaniard who has become an American 
subject and whom no rancor apparently 
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attends. The Colonel and the Colonel’s 
lady, the Captain and the Captain’s lady, 
all inhabit the same apartment; a race, 
two generations of which can live side by 
side, must indeed be of placable tempera- 
ment, and likewise of unprogressive. 
They live here, year in, year out, like 
most of the other inhabitants, to evade the 
problem of servants. But they are not 
the only happy family; indeed we are all 
one happy family, calling one another by 
our Christian names regardless of age or 
sex. To call one another by our sur- 
names, would be wanting in friendly 
courtesy; indeed, for the most part, we 
are ignorant of them. A very grave and 
reverend Sefior might be addressed by his 
surname—and his surname alone—but 
even he were better addressed by his Chris- 
tian name, preceded by Don. Sefior Don 
is reserved for letters, and then the honor 
costs you five céntimos. That the Portu- 
guese are not to be confounded with the 
Spaniards is most lucidly learned from 
their methods of address, for so far from 
addressing a young lady as Juanita or 
Isabella, I should have to say “Her Ex- 
cellency.” Here, in our palacio, the very 
waiter has been heard to give the order: 
“Fried Eggs for Isabella.”? And Isabella 
is a very stylish demoiselle. 

The Spanish waiter could indeed give 
points to the American. He reads his 
newspaper between the courses and even 
smokes his cigarette. At the popular 
theater in our town the members of the 
orchestra smoke while they are playing— 
unless they play wind instruments. The 
sexton smokes as he batters down the cof- 
fin-lid on the grandee. Perhaps it is the 
bull-ring that levels all ranks. However 
it be, all Spain tends—like our pension— 
to form a large family-party, all equally 
proud and all proudly equal! In refusing 
a beggar, you call him your brother and 
beg Heaven’s dispensation, for the sin of 
not subscribing to his necessities. It 
seems a paradox, but I suspect that this 
Catholic, royalist country, has more de- 
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mocracy blowing through it than the 
United States. Just as each town has pre- 
served its individuality and independence, 
never truly blending with the others, so 
each man has kept his sense of personality 
without too much fusion in the civic whole. 
The brawler is quick with the knife, the 
cabman disdains the tariff, the railway- 
passenger has sometimes to be coerced to 
pay his fare, and this is the chief function 
of the civil guards who travel on every 
train. Perhaps you have seen chromos of 
the great Tobacco Factory, the Treasurer 
of which is at last checkmating the Colo- 
nel of Artillery, perhaps you have been 
dazzled by the galaxies of Andalusian 
damsels, whose eyes could light the cigars 
they roll. The reality is less enchanting, 
but perhaps more truly pleasing, for the 
workshop of these five thousand poor 
women—and there are more pained elderly 
faces than young and beautiful ones—is 
the most humanized factory I have ever 
seen. ‘The mothers are allowed to have 
their babies, whose cradles they rock with 
their foot, while their hands are rolling 
the tobacco. They eat and talk as they 
please, and it is all like a vast happy home. 
Not to mention that they are housed in a 
palatial, if preposterous, structure with a 
patio and fountain, and busts of Columbus 
and Cortes and a flying figure of Famé 
surmounting the fagade. 

The Colonel takes his place at the piano, 
and Pepita and her sister adjust them- 
selves opposite each other, their gaily-be- 
ribboned castanets on their thumbs. Pepi- 
ta’s sister is almost twice her age and has 
her hair done up in two little plaits coiled 
on either side of the forehead, with a pig- 
tail behind. Both girls wear heavy stuff 
dresses, as little suitable for dancing as 
‘the solemn black robes in which the ma- 
jority of Spanish ladies still attire them- 
selves. Yet the children achieve art even 
through this cumbersome medium; the 
lines of their figure sing as they curve and 
sway and glide through the mazes of the 
indescribable Sevilla. °*Tis a dance in 
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many episodes, but the music is ever the 
same and the Colonel pounds away assidu- 
ously, while the dancers keep setting the 
music ever to fresh motions, so that its 
monotony is utterly forgotten. And 
throughout everything goes the lively 
clack, clack of the castenets in their fin- 
gers. The guitar has grown rare, the 
serenade under the heavy-grilled windows 
almost extinct, but the castenets rattle on 
with undiminished vivacity in every Span- 
ish household. One would imagine that the 
Spanish feeling for music was more a sense 
of time than of tune. A blind girl among 
us solaces herself by snapping her caste- 
nets in time to Pepita’s dancing, and a 
buxom, black-bosomed lady rushes at Pep- 
ita to hug her in a frenzy of appreciation. 

Allured by the music, the Marqués 
emerges from the seclusion into which his 
wife’s death has plunged him. Those were 
bustling days when the Marquesa was ill, 
and everybody visited her from morning 
till midnight, as is the friendly foolish 
custom. But at last she was too far gone 
for these levées, and death hung awesome- 
ly over the palacio. One day the end ap- 
proached and at the rumor the whole 
household, from the proudest guest to the 
lowliest servitor, hastened with taper or 
tallow candle to assist at the last sacra- 
ments. It is in the same democratic spirit 
that all the world now assists at Pepita’s 
dancing. 


THE PHILOSOPHIC SUPERMAN 


HE centenary of Kant has passed 

without distracting attention from 
the Russo-Japanese war, yet who can say 
that the life of the great philosopher was 
not more important in the story of the 
human species? The appearance on the 
planet of a creature with such profound 
powers of thought—a superman, to 
adapt Mr. Bernard Shaw’s rendering of 
Nietzsche’s Uebermensch—was possibly of 
more vital moment in the destinies of man- 
kind than the sanguinary rivalries of two 
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breeds of mere men. The advent of a 
Shakespeare or a Newton, in its revelation 
of the potentialities of our race, is the 
true epoch-making event in human his- 
tory. Even if he remains a solitary peak 
he uplifts humanity. Philosophers have 
not yet become a common stock, but Kant 
has deepened and widened the common 
stock of thought for all mankind. His was 
the greatest intellect that had yet been 
applied to the problems of philosophy, 
not even excepting Aristotle’s and Spi- 
noza’s. He tended indeed to become all 
intellect and, like some of Mr. Well’s 
Martians, to be reduced to a thinking 
mechanism. He lived and died a German 
Professor, whose sole recreation was walk- 
ing to his class-room. ‘The citizens of 
Konigsberg set their watches by him, was 
Heine’s immortal biography of the simple 
sage. Other than the citizens of Kénigs- 
berg have set their watches by him since. 
Heine’s sympathetic picture of the man 
was not accompanied by an equal appre- 
ciation of his message. Kant weighed the 
deity in the scales of a grocer, he com- 
plained. It would be difficulty to give a 
falser summary of the thinker who, with 
Wordsworthian mysticism, coupled the in- 
finitude of the starry universe without, 
with the infinitude of the moral law with- 
in. But then Kant was the least lucid of 
German writers as Heine was the most 
lucid, and it was a case of what Charles 
Lamb calls “imperfect affinities.” 

It remains a pity that Kant took seven 
years—lI write on Mount Etna, which is 
barren of books, so it may have been eleven 
years—to excogitate his Critique of Pure 
Reason, and only as many weeks to write 
it in. It is a greater pity that he wrote 
it in German. But I fear that if he had 
not been a German, he would not have 
been able to write it at all. The complexity 
of German sentences is an index of the 
synthetic grasp of the Teutonic mind— 
it embraces in one conception, sometimes 
even in one word, what more discursive in- 
tellects require three sentences for. Kant’s 
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masterpiece has page upon page of quite 
admirable exposition, but as a whole it 
unites all that is most obscure in German 
thought with all that is most involved in 
German syntax. A London fog is a 
searchlight compared with some sections 
of Kant’s Critique, and though many 
Englishmen, from Coleridge downward, 
have groped about in it and there has even 
been a peculiarly British neo-Kantian 
school, I doubt if any one has ever felt he 
knew his way through every part of it. 

And yet the general drift of the book 
is clear. Kant made a revolution in 
thought comparable only to Galileo’s in 
astronomy, and the comparison is his own. 
Berkeley had already taught that our 
body is in our mind, rather than our mind 
in our body. Kant generalized this ideal- 
ism, reduced the world we know to an ap- 
pearance—a phenomenon—molded by 
the categories of Time and Space with 
which our mind can not help investing it. 
Of the Thing-in-Itself—the Noumenon— 
we know nothing. And not only our sense- 
perceptions but all our ideas (such is the 
fatal constitution of our mind) can not 
but fall into ready-made molds. 

But which are these mental molds? To 
answer this question Kant went—not to 
his inner intuition, for he was no camel- 
evolving philosopher—but to the actual 
facts of our psychology. To get at our 
logical molds for example, he made an 
exhaustive analysis of the logical propo- 
sitions systematized by Aristotle and the 
schoolmen. The anatomy of argumenta- 
tion revealed the underlying assumptions 
of our mental machinery. Kant exposed 
the roots of all our thought in imprisoning 
preconceptions. It followed that all hu- 
man thought, outside concrete experience 
was merely the barren play of the mind 
with its own forms. Mathematics was a 
glaring instance of a science whose very 
perfection arose from its emptiness. All 
efforts to prove God or the soul or free- 
will were foredoomed to failure. Mendels- 
sohn’s Phaedon and all such high sound- 
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ing theosophies were but empty drum- 
ming. In a brilliant series of ‘Anti- 
nomies,” he revealed the inherent paradox 
of thought, the contradiction in which our 
poor intellect is involved, whenever it tries 
to creep beyond its bourne of concrete ex- 
perience. Time, which has no beginning 
and yet which must have begun some time ; 
Space, which has no end and yet must end 
somewhere; the Will, which we feel to be 
free, and which yet is bound up in the 
chain of motives and causes; these are the 
most obvious blind-alleys in which our ap- 
parently efficient mental machinery lands 
us. The impotence of Reason to verify 
huntanity’s fondest beliefs, was our philo- 
sopher’s melancholy conclusion, and not 
without reason did Heine say that Kant’s 
brain held deadlier destructive powers 
than Napoleon’s. 

And yet destruction was not at all the 
philosopher’s design. There were, he de- 
clared, three questions of vital import to 
humanity: 

What can I know? 

What must I do? 

What may I hope? 

If the first of these questions could only 
be answered in a nihilistic spirit, the sec- 
ond found a clear reply in conscience, and 
the third was not without its enchanted 
horizons. In short, having swept the 
decks clear of God, the soul, freewill, im- 
mortality, etc., he at once proceeded to 
bring them all back again. His only ob- 
jection to them, it appeared, was the 
sophistic proofs on which they were popu- 
larly based. It was the Practical Reason 
that was called in to undo the work of the 
Pure Reason. The Pure Reason revolves 
on its own axis, but the Practical Reason 
goes outside of itself and commandeers all 
the conceptions to which it can not prove 
its right, but which man can not live with- 
out. We do not know what Time is, but 
what time it is remains supereminently im- 
portant. As a Practical Reasoner, this 
great skeptic invented the Categorical Im- 
perative of Conscience, the mystic dut« 
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laid upon us to act so in every contingen . 
that our action might be universalized ::s 
the model for all mankind in similar con- 
ditions. 

It is not a little curious, this habit of 
philosophers, of building their really vital 
teaching upon the ashes of their thinking. 
I had occasion the other day to point out 
how little connection there is between Her- 
bert Spencer’s ethics and his theories of 
Evolution or the unknowable. Perhaps 
the final philosopher will be he in whose 
system yawns no such abyss. The Practi- 
cal Reason can not lie down side by side 
with the Pure Reason, nor the Knowable 
with the Unknowable. What seems to 
emerge from these failures of homogeneity 
and harmony is the inadequacy of the 
philosophic method for the task the phi- 
losopher sets himself. Pure Reason is, per- 
haps, an imperfect and unsuitable instru- 
ment. Indeed it seems highly unreason- 
able to expect to squeeze into the mold of 
Reason the series of mysteries we call life 
and the world. Therefore, instead of 
operating with Pure Reason, like Kant or 
Spencer, and then, consciously or uncon- 
sciously throwing over the result, to pro- 
phesy boldly from the depths of their 
own faith, emotion and ethical aspiration, 
philosophers might do better to apply at 
once their whole selves, their triple instru- 
ment of Will, Emotion and Reason, to 
the understanding of the universe, instead 
of shredding themselves away into mere 
intellect, and then going back to get other 
things with which to cover up their fail- 
ure. Schopenhauer, indeed, following im- 
mediately on Kant, perceived something 
of the barrenness of pure philosophic 
speculation and taught “The World as 
Will and Idea”? but there is still a factor 
missing. Nor is Shopenhauer’s interpre- 
tation of Will as the Will-to-Live at all 
adequate to the facts of the cosmos. The 
world as Will, Emotion and Idea—with 
these factors rightly interpreted—may 
perhaps be the true formula, and it is 
nartly because the poets and the prophets 
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have been closer to the whole than the 
mere thinkers that they have always had 
more of the world’s ear. 

To men of science Kant has always been 
a stumbling-block. The man who applied 
to the evolution of the nebular system as 
scientific a hypothesis as any of Spencer’s 
or Tyndall’s, has been regarded as a meta- 
physical cloud spinner. Few understand 
what he is driving at or perceive that he 
dissects thought as scientifically as Hux- 
ley dissects a crayfish. The majority of 
scientists still approach their subject-mat- 
ter as if their minds were all-efficient in- 
struments in contact with pure objective 
truth, and as if their theories—whenever 
they attempt to offer elemental explana- 
tions—did not dissolve into a chaos of 
contradictions under the corrosive acid of 
Pure Reason. All the talk about atoms 
and ethers can not conceal that these are 
but elaborate mental creations, fictions on 
which to string the facts. And the facts 
themselves are largely mental, shaped by 
the Kantian categories. 

When the scientist denies Kant, it is by 
mental categories which Kant has classi- 
fied. 


PIERRE LOTI ON JAPAN 


F anybody has ever been inclined to take 
Pierre Loti seriously as an observer of 
life, a French Ulysses knowing the man- 
ners of men and cities, let him re-read 
“‘Madame Chrysanthéme” in the light of 
events. Seldom has a man of letters been 
so ruthlessly shown up. Pierre Loti treats 
Japan as small, pretty-pretty, decadent. 
Its note is preciosity, grotesquerie. He 
can scarcely take it seriously; a smile is 
ever on his lips as he regards its comical, 
delicate, over-polite, topsy-turvy little 
folk. Even in a grave-yard, he can 
scarcely conceive them arriving at the 
dignity of death. The somber, immense 
temples, the superb Buddhas, fail to im- 
press him. “In Japan things never ar- 
rive at more than a semblance of gre:: 


ness ; an incurable pettiness, a grimace, is 
at the bottom of everything.” The word 
“little” indeed comes so often to his pen 
that he apologizes for it, like a pious styl- 
ist. But what can he do? The dictionary 
does not give one synonyms enough, and, 
“in describing the things of this country, 
one is tempted to employ the epithet twice 
to a line.” Even his own thought and 
personality he felt shrinking in such a 
microscopic milieu. He was dwindling to 
the measure of the little desks, the toy 
meals, the miniature furniture, so min- 
utely worked, the dwarf trees, the tiny 
gardens. Gulliver was growing like the 
Lilliputians ; it was fortunate his ship was 
ordered to other waters. And as the gal- 
lant officer was about to sail away, the 
little imps of comedy who seem to have 
selected him for their sport, dictated to 
his pen his final fatuity.' Never, he writes, 
had he seen so clearly. ‘And even more 
vividly than: usual, I perceive Japan to be 
shrunken, aged, at the end of its blood, 
at the end of its sap. I feel its antedi- 
luvian antiquity, its centuries of mummi- 
fied life, that are speedily about to wind 
up in pitiful grotesquerie and buffoonery, 
in contact with the novelties of the Occi- 
dent.” And a light smile of mockery was 
all that he found in his soul as The Tri- 
umphant sailed away from these swarming 
multitudes of obsequious dwarfs, smitten 
with incurable apery. But he laughs best 
who laughs last. 

How came the eminent mariner to look 
so persistently through the wrong end of 
his telescope? The answer is simple 
enough. Instead of looking for ‘‘the soul 
of a people” (like our English observer in 
Burmah) Pierre Loti was simply looking 
for a woman. Ordered to Nagasaki with 
his ship, his great thought was to make 
a “morganatic” marriage with a Japanese 
damsel. The sailor, we know, tends to 
have a wife in every port, and with Loti 
there was the attraction of literature as 
well as of life. He was in love beforehand 

4 this exotic variation of the eternal 
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feminine; she had to him the unreality of 
a figure on a screen, of a fantasy on a fan. 
Nevertheless he went to work with a pro- 
saic celerity not very distinguishable from 
the cold-blooded methodicalness of the or- 
dinary rake. No sooner is his ship in 
port, than he scuttles into a sampan; no 
sooner is his foot on shore than he steps 
into a jinrickshaw—though it is raining 
cats and dogs—and is carried hot-foot to 
the “Garden of Flowers,” using the few 
Japanese words he had painfully acquired 
for the long-projected expedition, and 
naming the “matrimonial agent” desig- 
nated to him by some predecessor in the 
shady adventure. In a few days he has 
set up his establishment at Diou-djen-dji 
on the suburban heights of Nagasaki. 
What was the exact nature of the bond 
that united the brilliant Frenchman with 
a mousmé, and gave him two Japanese 
sisters-in-law, five little brothers-in-law, 
and yellow cousins and aunts innumerable, 
is not clearly indicated in the book. There 
were ducats in the bond, of course, and 
there was some sort of quasi-legal con- 
tract, and “brother Yves’? considered 
“Madame Chrysanthéme” as good as 
Pierre’s wife. Yet Pierre parted from her 
without a pang, and his only feeling to- 
ward her at any time had been an un- 
worthy jealousy of Yves. The last we see 
of poor Kihou-San is her respectful atti- 
tude of farewell salutation, her forehead 
to the threshold, till her husband pro tem. 
is out of sight, though from behind her 
fan she peeps through the cabin-window 
of a sampan to watch the departure of the 
great French ship. The fact that there 
is no tragedy, is, perhaps, the true trag- 
edy of the situation, as it is the true ex- 
planation of Loti’s gross failure to read 
Japan. “Cherchez la femme”? is no for- 
mula for the interpretation of a coun- 
try. And it is of the country, not of 
the woman, that Loti deemed himself the 
interpreter. There seemed a deal 
about her, he admitted, but the three real 
personages were “‘Me, Japan, and the 
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Effect of Japan on Me.” Yes, from the 
first moment, the woman stands between 
him and Japan: he sees the industrial 
smoke of modern Nagasaki but as a mist 
behind which the unknown cat-eyed crea- . 
ture he is about to marry waits mincing ° 
and purring. With such a leer one of the 
crews might have looked his first upon 
the new wonderful country. We expect 
other observations from a captain, and a 
member of the French Academy. But 
then, just as Lemaitre persuaded himself 
that criticism was the adventures of his 
soul among masterpieces, so Loti seems to 
have persuaded himself that literature was 
the adventures of his soul among mis- 
tresses. True, these adventures of Loti’s 
were always in exotic settings, whose 
colors and forms he could reveal with 
magical beauty of style. It is not diffi- 
cult to understand that the reading of 
Loti should have been one of the greatest 
pleasures of Lemaitre’s life—the soul of 
the boulevardier was able to wander 
among the exquisite essences of impres- 
sions which Loti for his part had to ac- 
quire with all the toil and tediousness of 
the actual. And, to myriads of lesser souls 
than Lemaitre’s, the reading of ‘Ma- 
dame Chrysanthéme” has been an enchant- 
ing adventure. The book presents a but- 
terfly Japan, painted in iridescent tints. 
The external things are seen with an ar- 
tist’s eye, but the judgments, too, are ex- 
ternal. Of the memoirs which he is writ- 
ing, Loti says they are “mere ridiculous 
details, minute notings of colors and 
forms, odors and sounds.” Loti judges 
himself correctly, though the humility 
veils an artist’s complacency in his ex- 
quisite susceptibility. Outside the sphere 
of sensation, Loti’s impressions of Japan 
are valueless. And this absence of insight 
is a necessary consequence of the super- 
ficial relation of his soul to Japan. He 
took it as ‘“‘carriage-window-country,” 
something to amuse the eye as one flitted 
past. He attempted even to live in “‘car- 
riage-window-country”—by marrying in 
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a wait between two trains—and he treated 
Kihou-San as a piece of the landscape. 
There is a fundamental maxim of juris- 
prudence that one should not treat a per- 
son as a thing. But Chrysanthéme be- 
came his chattel, his toy. Never except 
once, when she plays on her chamécen, does 
he suspect she may have a soul. He mar- 
ried a bibelot, a Japanese doll! ‘A Doll’s 
House” on an even lower plane than Hel- 
mer’s and Nora’s, but the nemesis in store 
was that Loti could only see Japan 
through its window. And all he saw was 
the life of the demi-monde, the life of 
lanterns and bonbons, and torches, and the 
tea-house of the Indescribable Butterflies. 
Imagine a Japanese arriving in Paris, 
taking a cab to the Hill of Montmartre, 
setting up house with a cocotte, and, on 
the strength of his gaddings about the 
Bois and the Moulin Rouge, writing 
pompously of ‘‘Me, France, and the Ef- 
fect on Me.” Pierre Loti took his Japan- 
ese bride visually, and the result was that 
Japan revealed itself to him only on the 
same superficial plane. He saw it scenic- 
ally, and its soul escaped him. The la- 
boring, aspiring nation of patriots showed 
like a fantasia of marionettes. If ever 
a gleam of intuition came to him, it was 
instantly extinguished. The great shrines 
and granite Buddhas were put aside as 
the work of an elder, stronger age, and 
when a depth of melancholy sounded to 


177 


him from their music, he made the inverted 
reflection: “Strange that such a laughing 
people should have such plaintive music!” 
Occasionally he saw that there was some- 
thing to be learnt from the comical little 
country—Parisian boudoirs were too in- 
cumbered with bric-a-brac, and “for little 
practical things this people is without 
rival.” But he never suspected that to 
this grasp of detail was added largeness 
of conception, and he reverted instantly to 
the grotesque phantasmagoria of lanterns — 
and torches and parasols—the little prac- 
tical things in painting which this writer 
is without rival. 

The redeeming quality of ‘Madame 
Chrysanthéme,” apart from its verbal 
beauty, is its sincerity. He married a 
mousmé for amusement—and he was 
bored. The nightly climb up the hill to 
his Japanese home at Diou-djen-dji 
turned from romance to weariness. As a 
change from the French novels in which 
love is never anything but a delirious im- 
propriety, this is distinctly refreshing. 
And if “Japan” and ‘“The Effect” are 
alike caricatures, the ‘‘Me” of Loti re- 
mains fascinating in its sensuous recep- 
tivity, its wistful self-pity, its yearning 
back to the glamour of childhood. A pity 
that he can not find his spiritual bearings, 
and drifts about so hopelessly. His mere 
profession as a sailor should have given 
him a firmer grip on the wheel. 


MARIANTHY’S MIRACLE 


By Kenneth Brown 


ARIANTHY sat looking into the 

West, her hands clasped over her 

head, debating with herself 

whether she should marry Bakoup-Bey, 


* son of Shachran-Pasha, and brother of her 


friend and pupil, Guoul-Guoul. There 
were objections. He had two wives al- 
ready, and there was no assurance that he 
would stop at three. Among his own 
country-people a few wives, more or less, 
was no objection: among the Greeks it 
was less of an objection than was his be- 
ing a Turk. And yet to Marianthy the 
Turk was not the dark-browed monster, 
a-harrying and a-murdering, that he is 
to us. Indeed, Bakoup-Bey was not dark 
at all. Of the pure Turkish breed, he was 
fair of complexion and hair, tall, with 
gentle manners, and slow, graceful ways. 
No unspeakable Turk, this, but very 
speakable, almost marriageable, or Mari- 
anthy would not have been cogitating the 
question so earnestly. She liked him per- 
sonally very much, though, of course, as 
a Greck she looked down on him. But this 
looking down on those who differ from us 
in the things over which we have no con- 
trol is the universal happy heritage of the 


such things were not done by Greek girls. 
She knew of only one who had so trans- 
gressed the unwritten law, and this one 
had been divorced in less than a year. (In 
Turkey every man is his own divorce 
court, though it is only fair to say that he 
rarely exercises his prerogatives in this 
direction unless he chances to have a for- 
eign woman among his wives.) Marianthy 
knew that a Greek loses caste utterly by 
marrying a Turk; not only among her 
own people, but also among his. She has 
to change her religion, and wear a feredgé 
and yashmak. But Marianthy was not 
in a position where she could pick and 
choose husbands. Her father, old Gen- 
eral Komnino, had died a few months be- 
fore, as poor as his blood was pure, and as 
he once had been famous. He left his 
daughter the old house in whose garden 
she was sitting, and almost nothing else. 
After his death, Marianthy had given 
lessons in embroidery and music to Guoul- 
Guoul; and in going to her lessons, had 
daily passed through Shachran-Pasha’s 
garden, in which was a kiosk which Ba- 
koup-Bey often inhabited. There he had 
seen her and desired her greatly—in this 
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i, vi love and marriage, think along 
other lines than these. For her the out- 
look was not romantic. She had no dowry, 
and that meant no romance. To be sure 
she had had one offer of marriage totally 
unconnected with a mercenary considera- 
tion. Kyr Pantelis had seen her on the 
street, had fallen in love with the rounded 
lines of her figure, and had made a pro- 
posal for her hand, through old Kyria 
Nikolas, in due form. But Kyr Pantelis 
was sixty-five years old, and, besides 
which, his family was not really good 
enough, in spite of the money he had 
made exporting carpets to Europe, and 
raké to the Turkish colonies—so Mari- 
anthy had refused him. 

Marianthy was not very practical, nor 
was her sense of proportion well devel- 
oped. For every year of Kyr Pantelis’s 
age there were two thousand medjediés in 
his pocket, and that made the number of 
his years not at all ridiculous. But Mari- 
anthy’s thoughts, instead of dwelling on 
the relation of Kyr Pantelis’s age to his 
assets, concerned themselves with less 
profitable matters. They busied them- 
selves with the trees and flowers around 
her old home. They accepted the legends 
of her Turkish nurse as real. They filled 
the woods about Scutari with sprites and 
spirits. She watched the sunset each even- 
ing, and gazed longingly at the green 
and red and yellow world of mystery 
whose borders were made visible to her 
over the edge of the earth. All this was 
more real to her than the world around 
her, although the world, of late, had be- 
come real enough for her to know that 
she had very little money, and that little, 
in spite of the lessons to Guoul-Guoul, 
was dwindling. For this reason, on this 
evening, she did not ponder on the sunset, 
but, prosaically, whether she should be- 
come the third wife of Bakoup-Bey, and 
assure herself a home. 

Wild-eyed, Marianthy stared at the 
purple of the sky, cut by the minarets of 
the mosques of the Scutari. They helped 
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her not at all in her decision, only re- 
minding her of the difference of faith, 
which made her decision more difficult. 
As she looked at them, the sunset gun 
from Stamboul boomed across the Bos- 
phorus, and the imams from the mina- 
rets gave their cry, Allhén-fahnah, “the 
world is bad.” 

Marianthy sighed. Yes, the world was 
very bad, and she did not know what was 
right to do. She had no friends in Scu- 
tari. General Komnino had held strictly 
to his position. His blue blood lifted him 
to cerulean heights—and now his daugh- 
ter was all alone, a pathetic little figure 
in her deep black. Old Kyria Nikolas had 
come to her with proffers of help, but her 
sympathy was so manifestly the sympathy 
of the busybody that Marianthy had re- 
coiled from her. Besides the servant, she 
had known none well except her father, 
and from him she had received hardly 
more than indifference. There was in her 
mind the dim memory of her mother, a 
beautiful mother, heavy-eyed with weep- 
ing. It was hardly more than a dream, a 
filmy, mist-wreath of thought, so faint it 
disappeared when she tried to fix it more 
clearly in her mind. Nevertheless, the 
idea, this ideal, was almost constantly with 
her in her solitary, brooding life. Her 
mother was not dead. She had known this 
since she could first remember, though she 
had never spoken of it to her father. He 
was a hard man—it had been an element 
of his greatness as a general—with seem- 
ingly no softer side to his nature; not one 
to whom one would confide one’s cherished 
thoughts. This dream-mother—waxing 
and waning with the flow of life in Mari- 
anthy’s veins: strongest when she wag 
weakest—was a comfort, almost a com- 
panion to her. Yet to-night, when she 
felt so lonely and weak, it was sadly faint. 
Perhaps—the thought came to her for 
the first time—perhaps this beautiful 
dream-mother had never loved her, had 
abandoned her. Where was she, now when 
she needed her, this mother who had left 
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her so young, and had never once come 
back, even once, to see her? 

To tell the entire truth about Mari- 
anthy, there was one other person who 
occupied some considerable share of her 
thoughts, and perhaps he had more to do 
with her state of indecision in regard to 
Bakoup-Bey than she herself knew. A 
Greek he was, whom she did not know, 
whom she had often met, and from whose 
eyes to hers had come a message which she 
felt sure would have been translated into 
deeds, or rather proposals, were it not for 
the cruelty of fate in leaving her without 
a dower. He was not so well born, natu- 
rally, as she; but still very well born, of 
the family of Kanello, connected with the 
great Vallianos and the Kallinikos. It 
may be doubted, however, if his birth car- 
ried as much weight with Marianthy as 
his eyes, and the curl of his hair, the 
inches of him, and the grace in those 
inches. And yet, alas! in spite of all this, 
his eyes alone must speak, his grace alone 
appeal to her; for he was not rich, and 
hence it was quite impossible that he 
should ask the hand of Marianthy. 


Marianthy was roused from her reverie 
by the bell-ringing of the Christian 
church, a church that had claimed the de- 
votions of her fathers, more or less 
strongly, for centuries. Instinctively she 
rose from the bench where she had been 
sitting and walked slowly through the 
streets of Scutari toward her church. She 
met a Turkish woman of the lower class 
carrying a pitcher of water on her shoul- 
der, her face carefully veiled, but the 
evening breeze blowing her scanty skirt 
away from her stout white legs below her 
bloomers. A little beyond, a eunuch, with 
camp-stools on one arm and shawls on the 
other, was heading a returning picnic 
from the cemetery. Behind him came the 
wives, with their bright-colored feredgés 
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whose pipe-stem legs were stuffed out into 
the semblance of great stoutness, and 
around whose fezes were strings of tur- 
quoises, cloves of garlic, and other ob- 
jects useful in warding off the evil eye. 
Behind them came the servants with the 
little girls and the babies. 

The sight brought all Marianthy’s 
vague rumination to a focus. This would 
be her life if she married Bakoup-Bey, 
this life within the haremlik, with the 
companionship of the other wives, the oc- 
casional picnics to the cemetery, the listen- 
ing to the myratjoua telling their spicy 
stories, and the wearing of the feredgé 
and the filmy yashmak. She would hence- 
forth look on the world through the lat- 
tices of a window. She would give up 
her race and her religion. But what was 
her race to her? What had her religion 
ever done for her: what was it except one 
set of time-worn maxims which she would 
exchange for another? A man was better 
than a religion. 

She faced the problem squarely. She 
put Kanello out of her mind, together 
with her other fancies. He was no more 
real than the wood-sprites with whom she 
communed in the night when the wind 
soughed or whispered in the branches of 
the cypress trees. He had only been one 
romance more in a world full of sadly ro- 
mantic things. In this hour of hard, ma- 
terialistic reasoning she made up for all 
her impractical thoughts of the past. She 
would have a beautiful home, and luxury, 
and the love of Bakoup-Bey, whom she 
liked. Suppose it were only for a time. 
What then? It was still worth while. 
Life itself was only for a time. 

Marianthy went into the church as one 
goes through the door that happens to be 
open; she prostrated herself, in matania, 
till forehead touched floor, and the words 
of prayer came from her lips as they had 
since childhood. ‘Then she rose and stood 
upright. The large church was sparsely 
filled. ‘The priests and the singers were 
slowly chanting the evening prayer. In- 
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cense dimmed the air. It was semi-dark, 
what light there was coming mostly from 
the silver lamps in front of the icons and 
the candles around the altar. Marianthy 
looked over to the right side of the church, 
where the men stood, as usual emptier 
than the left; and there, one of the few, 
stood Anastasio Kanello. He was gazing 
raptly up, and did not see Marianthy. 
She looked at him, for the last time as a 
free Greek girl, she thought—and then it 
was that the miracle happened. Whether 
it was the spirit of the religion she had 
never felt before, or the spirit of her race 
and lineage, the proud Komninos, whom 
for a hundred years the Sultans had 
found it cheaper to honor than to fight, 
or the sight of Anastasio’s face—and a 
face has moved men and women much— 
who can say? The soft sensuousness of 
the scene, with the subtile influence of the 
perfume of the incense and the dim lights 
piercing the dusk, entered her veins. An 
exaltation came upon her. She, too, lifted 
her face with rapture: “God of mine!” 
she whispered, standing after the Greek 
manner of praying; “God of mine,” she 
repeated, softly and sweetly, “forgive 
me for these years I have lived far from 
you and your love. I have found you, 
now.” 

The monotonous chanting seemed full 
of music; the clouded incense, the breath 
of heaven. Peace fell upon her. The 
world was beautiful, after all. The yellow 
gleam from the west, coming through the 
window-panes, was a celestial light indeed. 
All her materialistic thoughts dropped 
from her as if they had never been. She 
did not even trouble to renounce them, so 
foreign and impossible did they seem now. 

She walked from the church, still in the 
same spirit of exaltation. She came to 
the old house she had quitted a short time 
before in such a different state of mind; 
she went in and was not even surprised to 
find the mother of her dreams awaiting 
her. Had not a miracle happened in the 
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church, and’ was not this a direct result? 
She did not reason out that the miracle 
had happened too recently to have 
brought her mother to her from a foreign 
land, but then miracles are best not rea- 
soned out. 

And they did not need reason, these 
two—nor hardly words. Their arms were 
around each other and they were mingling 
their tears of happiness and sorrow, and 
speaking in pretty broken phrases that 
said so little and meant so much. “Poor 
child!” the mother sobbed. ‘‘ Poor Stefano 
would never let me pay anything. Per- 
haps it was my fault. He punished me in 
not letting me see you. Now we shall 
never be separated; and”—das ewig 
Weibliche—“you shall have pretty 
clothes; and we shall be so happy... . I 
kept hoping he would get tired of you 
and let me have you. I don’t wonder he 
never did.” 

Marianthy blushed at the compliment 
she could not overlook. “You are coming 
now to live here?” she asked, timidly. 

The mother laughed. “In this old 
house! No; you will come with me, to 
Paris. We will go to-morrow, and never 
see this horrid village again.” (Why did 
a sudden chill come into Marianthy’s little 
heart at this cheerful prophecy?) 
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And this thing happened in due course 
of time, though not on the morrow, as 
Madame Komnino had said, and they did 
live happily ever after. Lest, however, 
some may think—even good Americans 
who go there when they die—that going 
to Paris is an inadequate ending to a ro- 
mance, I will add that Marianthy really 
married the young Greek whose eyes used 
to appeal to her in the streets of Scutari, 
and whose rapt expression in the church 
may have had something to do with the 
miracle that was wrought in Marianthy’s 
heart. 
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It all came about in due and proper 
form, and hence to Western readers it 
may not seem very romantic. But Ro- 
mance is in the heart, not in the circum- 
stance. Is a hideous, big nose romantic? 
Yet think of Cyrano before you answer 
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rashly. So the human heart can flutter 
as softly in the maiden’s breast when the 
young man approaches her after having 
cautiously inquired the amount of her 
dower, as when he swoops down with never 
a thought of the comfort-breeding penny. 


BLAINE AND THE PRESIDENCY 


HOW THE MYSTERY OF HIS FAMOUS FLORENCE LETTER WAS 
FIRST EXPLAINED, AND SIX OTHER STORIES 
OF JOURNALISM 


By Julius Chambers 


absence! The night service from Lon- 

don was exceptionally bad in October, 
1889, and eleven o’clock had struck before 
I reached my hotel in the Rue de la Paix. 
A friend was awaiting me and had ordered 
breakfast. He had “the newspaper in- 
stinct” largely developed and had put me 
on the track of many a “good story” 
aforetime. 

He was on his way back to New York 
after a tour of Italy. A suggestion that 
he brought from Milan supplied the first 
rational solution of the mysterious and 
unexpected retirement of James G. Blaine 
from the presidential candidacy in the 
previous year. The former speaker of the 
House of Representatives was one of the 
most conspicuous figures in American 
political life, and all information about 
him was of the highest general interest. 

“I was ill last week at the Hotel Ca- 
vour, in Milan,” my American friend be- 
gan, almost as soon as we were seated. “I 
summoned a doctor who ‘fixed me up’ all 
right; but during the conversation that 
developed between us, this physician told 
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me Senator Blaine had been a patient of 
his when in Milan last year. For more 
than two weeks, Dr. Fornoni assured me, 
Mr. Blaine was in a highly distressing 
mental and physical condition. Not only 
was he irrational, I was assured, but the 
distinguished American had repeatedly 
tried to write letters refusing the presi- 
dency of the United States. Of course, 
this Milanese physician felt little interest 
in Mr. Blaine’s candidacy for the presi- 
dency ; but he knew it to be a great post 
of honor and was doubtless anxious to 
pose as ‘Physician in Ordinary’ to the 
future chief executive. Therefore, he ex- 
erted himself to prevent the distinguished 
invalid from sending such a letter.” 

“But the letter was sent!” I interrupt- 
ed; “and by that act, Mr. Blaine threw 
away the presidency to Benjamin Harri- 
son !”” 

“True, and that is the curious part of 
the story,” retorted my companion. 
**When Mr. Blaine went to Florence, some 
time later, an American physician there 
permitted him to write what will go down 
in history as ‘the Florence letter.’ Dr. 
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Fornoni holds that a great injustice was 
done Senator Blaine.” 

“This is a state secret of the first mag- 
nitude!”? I exclaimed. “TI shall leave for 
Milan to-night.” 

“Wait a few days, you are on your va- 
cation,” suggested the traveler. 

“Not an hour; the train can not go too 
soon to please me.” 

We walked to the Hotel Splendide, 
where I bought a ticket and a wagon-lit 
for the eight o’clock train. It did mean 
the snuffing-out of vacation leisure, and I 
hadn’t taken a day’s rest in five months! 

The gladly-made sacrifice is only an 
instance of a journalist’s enthusiastic love 
of work. 

Daylight found me at Basle,—that 
clapham junction of the continent,—at 
Lucerne for luncheon, and in the St. 
Gothard Pass and its tunnel late in the 
afternoon. The train rolled into the Mi- 
an station after nightfall. 

Driving direct to the Hotel Cavour, I 
went to bed and summoned Dr. Fornoni, 
26 Corso Vittorio Emmanuele. During 
the half-dozen professional visits that I 
insisted upon, all the sad circumstances of 
Mr. Blaine’s terrible illness, which never 
had been whispered in the United States, 
were learned. . 

The senator had suffered a chill in the 
St. Gothard tunnel; a stroke of paralysis 
had followed at the Cavour. After his 
partial recovery, the invalid had passed 
most of his time trying to write letters. 
He would practice writing his name, for 
hours at a time. Repeated attempts were 
‘nade to smuggle out a communication to 
i. F. Jones, chairman of the Republican 

:ational Committee; but they were al- 
vays frustrated by Dr. Fornoni and the 
ever-vigilant Mrs. Blaine. 

These were all the facts to be learned 
at Milan. The trail of the statesman led 
to Venice, across the battle-field of Sol- 
ferino and past one of the most beautiful 
lakes of Italy. A gondolier carried me to 
the Hotel Danielli, where Dr. Fornoni had 
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sent his patient in search of the warm 
breezes from the Adriatic. 

After two days’ inquiry, I set out for 
the station, from the Bridge of Sighs. 
Mr. Blaine had not suffered a relapse 
there,. but felt so much encouraged that 
he insisted on going to the beautiful city 
on the Arno,—the town that is older than 
Rome. 

Thither led the chase. The Po was in 
flood, but was crossed on a new iron 
bridge that mocked a mile’s width of 
muddy, foaming waters. Bologna at 
dusk and Florence at midnight! 

Dr. Baldwin, the American physician, 
occupied one of the prettiest modern villas 
of the old City of the Guelphs and Ghibel- 
lines. When I called, at noon, he was ab- 
sent but momentarily expected. Hardly 
had I walked to the window of his salon 
before I saw the alert, athletic man of 
forty coming up the pebbly path toward 
the house. I was glad to have seen him 
before he saw me, for in the half-minute 
that intervened before he entered the 
apartment, I decided to change all my 
plans for an interview. 

A busy, nervous man never can be rea- 
soned into giving information; he must 
be taken by storm, or the special corre- 
spondent will fail. 

“I am Dr. Baldwin,” said the Amer- 
ican, entering the room at a bound and 
tossing a soft black hat upon a couch. 

“Are you the man, the physician, who 
took it upon himself to advise Mr. Blaine 
to renounce the presidency and blast the 
hopes of thousands of Americans like my- 
self who have given half of our lives to 
his service?” It was necessary to keep 
talking, to create the proper “atmos- 
phere.” 

“T am,” was the calm, confident re- 
joinder. 

“Then, sir, I say to you that I have 
traveled here from New York to hear you 
give an explanation that will be satisfac- 
tory to the millions of American people 
who wanted to and would have seated Mr. 
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Blaine in the White House. I hope you 
have a reasonable justification for such a 
national disappointment,—even though 
your judgment may have been at fault.” 
That last phrase touched the right chord. 

“TI did right, sir,” was the firm reply, 
as Dr. Baldwin strode toward a large sofa 
at a window that gave upon a fountain. 
“Come and sit down, and I will guarantee 
to convince you, so you may tell the peo- 
ple in New York the absolute truth,—not 
half the truth, but all!” 

For more than an hour I listened 
spellbound, to the recital of the days and 
nights of melancholia, despair and utter 
self-effacement suffered in Florence by a 
man I had intimately known since De- 
cember, 1874, when, as speaker of the 
House, he made his first great upward 
step. 

The doctor told me the name of a hotel 
at which these sad incidents had occurred ; 
but I had been told it, at Venice, by 
the Danielli interpreter. It was the Hotel 
de Londres and Washington, overlooking 
the coffee-colored Arno. 

“A presidential nomination would have 
been Mr. Blaine’s death-warrant,” was 
the final summing up of Dr. Baldwin. 

I drove back to the hotel, because I had 
taken the precaution to put up where the 
Blaine family stopped, and after consid- 
erable discourse with Signor Gobo, the 
manager, and by the aid of influences 
more potent than speech, I was taken to 
the parlor in which the senator had passed 
the most miserable month of his life. 
There stood the table at which Mr. Blaine 
was wont to sit for days, writing, writing, 
always writing—or trying to write! 

That was the table upon which Mr. 
Blaine dictated a letter refusing to be 
“King of the United States,” my guide 
gravely informed me. 

It was a small, round, cheap affair and 
answered to Dr. Baldwin’s description, in 
the fact that it had a red leather top. I 
offered twenty lire for the article (more 
than twice its cost), but the manager, with 
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the avarice of his kind, shook his head and 
asked forty. 

With a pang of regret that I had 
learned facts I would rather never have 
known, but that belonged to American 
political history, I spent the night in 
writing my long letter. 

A whole day in the Ufizzi and Pitti gal- 
leries did not suffice to drive the thrilling, 
rushing, impetuous defense of Dr. Bald- 
win from my mind. 

The physician certainly thought he was 
right; but Mr. Blaine lived to be secretary 
of state,—to accept an office quite as 
laborious as that of chief executive,—an 
honor given to him grudgingly that he 
might have bestowed himself. 


DMIRAL CERVERA and 320 men, 
rescued from his destroyed fleet at 
Santiago de Cuba, were due to arrive at 
Portsmouth, N. H., and the New York 
World hurried me there, as a special 
correspondent, to describe the landing. 
It was not a task for a novice, because a 
Herald correspondent was known to be 
aboard the St. Louis, qualified by all the 
opportunities of the voyage, to describe 
the conduct of the distinguished prisoner 
and his staff. 

Arriving at Portsmouth the day before 
the transformed American liner was 
sighted, I made application to the Rear- 
Admiral in command of the Navy Yard, 
at Kittery, Maine, who would become 
senior officer the moment the transport 
dropped anchor, for the necessary permit 
to board the St. Louis. It was peremp- 
torily refused, despite the good offices of 
Colonel James Forney, of the United 
States Marine Corps. 

In New Hampshire’s only port all in- 
coming vessels are boarded by an official, 
known as a “harbor-master.” He lives at 
Newcastle, at the southeastern entrance 
to the harbor. The World correspondent 
drove five miles to that village, installed 
himself at its only hotel and secured the 
codperation of its proprietor, in order 
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that an acquaintance might be formed 
with the harbor-master. 

The official was invited to the hotel 
and joined the correspondent in the café. 

Before midnight, by means of stories 
and good cheer, the stranger had thor- 
oughly ingratiated himself with the re- 
tired ship-captain who held the important 
post of harbor-master. By one o’clock, 
he had secured an appointment as deputy 
harbor-master, entitling him to go in 
the boat with his chief. 

The remaining hours of the night were 
passed by the special correspondent at a 
window of his room, overlooking the sea, 
watching for the lights of the St. Louis. 

The big transport steamed into port 
the following afternoon; the deputy 
harbor-master was the second man to 
board her, following his chief up the 
gangway with all the assumption of au- 
thority he was able to affect. He explored 
every corner of the ship, as he was au- 
thorized to do; visited the deck stateroom 
of the captive Spanish admiral and ob- 
tained, by inquiry among the younger 
officers of the St. Louis, a complete ac- 
count of the voyage. 

The supposed official then approached 
Cervera, but having been informed that 
Captain Goodrich, the commander of the 
transport, had issued an order that no- 
body should speak to the unfortunate of- 
ficer unless first addressed, an interview 
was not attempted. He stood very near 
the Spaniard, however, hoping that the 
Spaniard might speak to him. 

That was what happened! 

The admiral was gazing at a windmill 
on the hills behind Kittery, the arms of 
which were revolving like those on the 
little red mills of his native LaMancha, 
when he impulsively addressed the newly- 
appointed local official. 

‘What coast is that?” he asked, point- 
ing. 
“Maine!”’ was the reply. 

The old admiral started, as if he had 
been struck. 
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He had heard the word “Maine” be- 
fore! It had been borne to him with the 
victorious cheers at Santiago. 

“I don’t comprehend?” he said, slowly. 

“The men go ashore in Maine, but you 
will be taken to Annapolis,” was the ex- 
planation. 

“Ah!” sighed the captive hero; “Aora, 
itiendo!”” (Now, I understand !) 


ANAGING editors of the old school 

were given to fighting under cover, 
and sometimes adopted desperate meth- 
ods. A case that came under my own ob- 
servation will suffice. 

“TI want you to go to Harrisburg,” said 
the editor to a young reporter who had 
distinguished himself by a hazardous suc- 
cess. ‘‘Secure a charter for some kind 
of a corporation that will have to buy 
votes to get through. In my opinion, you 
will find it cheaper to buy a majority of 
the committee than to wait until the bill 
gets into the legislature. We want to 
show that this thing can be done. Of 
course, you take a chance of going to 
jail; but you have ‘torn out’ an insane 
asylum and lived among river thieves; 
and if you succeed, the chief will send you 
to Europe for a couple of years.” 

“Oakes Ames confessed to bribing Con- 
gressmen, and he didn’t go to jail,” re- 
plied the reporter. “I?ll take that risk. Is 
there anybody you especially wish to have 
some of this money?” continued the re- 
porter, divining a motive. He remembered 
that attacks of the most violent character 
had been recently made upon the editor of 
that newspaper by certain members of 
the Pennsylvania Legislature. 

“That’s not so important, but of course 
you might take a memorandum of these 
three names,’’—which were mentioned,— 
“and if they need a little money, let them 
have it. Here’s an order on the cashier 
for $5,000; you will need more, no doubt. 
If so, wire me to my house and it will be 
sent to you by express.” 

The reporter established headquarters 
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at the Lochiel House two days later. He 
wanted to get a charter for an opposition 
gas company in Reading. He had new 
methods of making illuminating gas that 
greatly cheapened its production, and he 
ultimately hoped, he said, to give the peo- 
ple of several Pennsylvania cities the eco- 
nomic benefits of their use. 

A lobbyman was employed. Several 
copies of the bill, which had been pre- 
pared by one of the best corporation law- 
yers of New York, were in readiness. It 
was introduced into senate and assembly 
before the end of a week, and the re- 
porter began to feel “the pressure of a 
vigorous opposition.” Entertainment was 
always to be had at his apartments, and 
the members of the committees to which 
the bill had been referred began to be fre- 
quent visitors. 

Prompt mention was made of the day 

on which the bill would have considera- 
tion. A delegation was expected from 
Reading to oppose the measure; but a 
trusty coadjutor was sent to that city, and 
the offer of free railroad tickets, expenses 
and $10 each “for loss of time,”—the en- 
tire outlay being less than $500,—secured 
a highly representative collection of ‘‘the 
best citizens” who favored the new com- 
pany as against the old. Incidentally, 
every member was promised free gas for 
five years “when the rival corporation be- 
gan business.” 
. This was a perfectly frank and truth- 
ful proposition and appealed to the cupid- 
ity of the “best people” exactly as the 
prospect of “graft”? warmed the enthu- 
siasm of the legislators. The session of 
the committee was highly humorous to the 
reporter. 

Several of the members had already 
made delicate inquiries regarding “‘the 
extent of the interest the organizers of 
the Consumers’ Gas Company felt in the 
passage of the act.” The lobbyman and 
the reporter had several confidential talks 
as to the form in which the money should 
be paid. The $5,000 deposit in the prin- 
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cipal bank of the capital had been in- 
creased to $7,000, as the bank book at- 
tested to the lobbyman’s eyes. That slip- 
pery gentleman was assured that pay- 
ments would be made in cash. 

The committee that the reporter want- 
ed to bag was to hold an executive ses- 
sion that night, at which the fate of the 
charter was to be settled. The newspaper 
man purposely vanished until after the 
banks had closed. He returned to the 
Lochiel to find several members of the 
committee awaiting him.. His regrets 
were intense. Inviting one legislator at a 
time into a private room adjoining his 
own, the agent of the mythical corpora- 
tion explained matters in the most plausi- 
ble fashion and offered a check for $500 
to each individual, coupled with a prom- 
ise of $1,000 additional, in the event of 
the passage of the bill. One man who pos- 
itively refused the check and _ insisted 
upon cash, was placated by an increase of 
the amount to $750. Of course, the legis- 
lators were told that the checks were 
merely given as tangible evidences of good 
faith for the moment and would be ex- 
changed for money on the following 
morning, in banking hours. 

Six checks were thus distributed; one 
wise old member from the oil region de- 
clining to take anything but “green- 
backs,”—as he described government 
bills. 

“The agent of the Consumers’ Gas 
Company”? had pressing business in New 
York, “‘to attend a meeting of directors” 
next morning, and did not go near the 
bank. Before his return, three days later, 
every one of those checks had been 
cashed. A few games of poker and the 
love of money, which is said to be “the 
root of all evil,” stifled the caution of 
those practical politicians. 

Opposition of the most stubborn char- 
acter developed in the lower house, despite 
the favorable report made by the commit- 
tee. The agent of the Consumers’ Gas 
Company expressed great regret that 
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Reading was not to enjoy the blessings of 
cheap gas, withdrew his account, with the 
indorsed checks, and returned to New 
York. 

The outcome of that escapade was an 
episode of the most curious character im- 
aginable, and reflects, in the highest de- 
gree, the nobility of character of a news- 
paper proprietor. He had not been con- 
sulted and would not “stand for’ the 
method of “getting square.” That is 
“‘another story,” and does not belong 
here. 


S the Washington Centenary celebra- 


tion of 1889 approached, the manag-. 


ing editor of the New York World spent 
many anxious hours mapping out novel 
methods of treatment. He finally hit 
upon an idea and wired W. L. Crounse, of 
the Washington bureau, to hire a four- 
horse stage-coach and a special artist 
and equip it for the journey from Mt. 
Vernon to Elizabethport. 

Orders were to travel hour by hour, 
day by day, exactly as President-elect 
Washington had done,—stopping for 
meals and lodging where the general had 
halted, thereby reproducing, as nearly as 
possible, every incident of the triumphal 
progress, one hundred years agone. The 
‘Lives of the First President,” by Sparks 
and Irving, furnished the itinerary. 

On the morning of April 15 the party 
set out from the front porch of the Wash- 
ington homestead, at Mt. Vernon, and a 
series of admirable articles developed. 

By this entirely legitimate means, con- 
temporary interest was imparted to a 
theme that would have been intolerably 
dull, treated in a conventional manner. 
Although very few readers would have 
glanced at an historical account of the 
presidential journey, several hundred 
thousand people followed the progress of 
the World’s Washington coach, hour by 
hour, until it reached the old town on 
the Kill Van Kull, at the sublime moment 
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of the naval salute of welcome to the pres- 
ident-elect of one hundred years before. 

The writer of this article, in like man- 
ner, gave reality to the Lexington cele- 
bration, by sending a young sporting re- 
porter, Mr. “Jack” Kirby, of Kentucky, 
to make Paul Revere’s ride. Seeing a 
lighted lantern on the steeple of old South 
Church, as Paul Revere had seen one, the 
modern newspaper representative ‘rode 
out into the night and awakened all crea- 
tion”—by a graphic description of the 
trip. 
The ride of D’Artagnan, from White- 
hall to Windsor and back, described in 
“The Three Guardsmen,”—being quite 
as real to every reader of books as any 
actual event in history,—might be effect- 
ively treated in the same manner by one 
of the progressive London newspapers of 
to-day. 

The idea is offered to Messrs. Harms- 
worth, Pearson or “T. P.” O’Connor, 
without price. 


DISTINGUISHED London _jour- 
nalist, Edmund Yates, was in this 
country lecturing, and it occurred to the 
managing editor of the Herald to send 
him to Washington to write a description 
of the pomp and ceremonies attending the 
inauguration of a president of the United 
States. I was at the capital for the occa- 
sion, as an assistant to the regular staff, 
and was working at my copy in the of- 
fice. 

Mr. Yates strolled in leisurely, about 
eleven o’clock; and after seeing that he 
had desk, pens and paper, I asked: 

“Is there anything else you’d like, Mr. 
Yates?” 

“Humph! Yes; I’d like a glass of 
brandy, and—a few facts!” 

His was a very ordinary “story”; but 
whether due to the absence of one or the 
other articles asked for, I never have been 
able to decide. 
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[" is impossible to overestimate the value 
of a great international prize-fight as 
a circulation maker. The interest is well- 
nigh universal. If I ever had any doubt 
regarding the desirability of publishing 
accounts of such contests, it was removed 
after an acquaintance with Oliver Wendell 
Holmes and Canon Kingsley. They were 
enthusiasts in “the noble art of self-de- 
fense.” The diminutive stature of the 
former had prevented him from partici- 
pating in athletic games, but his interest 
was unflagging. His library walls were 
hung with portraits of prize-fighters and 
famous race-horses. 

The successful production of the daily 
newspaper depends largely upon codpera- 
tion between all its departments, and this 
unity of purpose mugt be maintained by 
the managing editor. Various methods 
are employed to evoke enthusiasm in the 
breasts of special correspondents, far 
away from office influences and often 
working under utterly disheartening con- 
ditions. I speak from much personal ex- 
perience ‘‘on the road” when I acknowl- 
edge the tremendous influence for success 
that an encouraging word from the home 
office has upon a special correspondent at 
a moment of critical doubt. 

I have known such a message to save a 
“story,” when every apparent resource 
had been exhausted and, the situation ap- 
peared hopeless. 

The Sullivan-Kilrain fight near New 
Orleans, in 1889, was a news event of the 
first magnitude. The New York World 
sent an able correspondent and an expert 
telegraph operator. The latter was armed 
with authority to construct a special line 
to the ringside, and to employ guards to 
protect it. Mr. Dickinson did his part of 
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the work effectively, and an hour before 
the contest began, sent word that a tem- 
porary office existed within a few yards 
of the roped-in bit of turf. He was 
thanked, in the name of the owner of the 
newspaper. Then the following despatch 
was sent to Mr. Cooke, the correspondent 
upon whose work success depended. The 
managing editor wired him this: 

“Cooke, World Correspondent, at ring- 
side, near New Orleans, La.: Every 
editor, compositor and pressman is at his 
post here; success depends upon you. Be- 
gin, the moment men enter the ring. Send 
one million words, if you can. God and 
the devil be with you. Julius Chambers.” 

The correspondent rose to his oppor- 
tunity and his message of 10,000 words 
had no equal in the metropolis. He could 
feel, every moment, the close touch of his 
fellow workers in New York, striving, as 
earnestly as he, for his complete success. 


FTER he had graduated from Yale 

University and a theological semi- 
nary, Stagg, Yale’s famous baseball 
pitcher, entered the ministry. His first 
sermon was delivered somewhere in Con- 
necticut. Langdon Smith, the cleverest 
baseball reporter of his day, was sent to 
describe it as “Stagg vs. Sin—as seen 
from the Pitcher’s Box.” All the tech- 
nique of the game was so admirably intro- 
duced that the report was absolutely in- 
offensive to the most religiously sensitive 
mind. 

The report did not, of course, purport. 
to be a transcript of Mr. Stagg’s address; 
it followed the preacher’s argument and 
exhortations in the third person and con- 
cluded with a verdict in favor of “the: 
man in the box.” 


THE NEW MYSTICISM 


By Claude Bragdon 


Y JE people of America, obsessed by 
materialism, forgetful of the 
past, heedless of the to-morrow, 

if we would not perish unhonored on the 
rubbish-heap of our civilization, must 
needs produce men—seers, philosophers, 
poets, artists,—who shall reaffirm in no 
uncertain terms, the sovereignty of the 
spirit, for it is the spiritual element in 
nations, as in individuals, which makes 
for greatness, for immortality. Such 
men Egypt possessed in her priests, Judea 
in her prophets, Greece, Rome and Renais- 
sance Italy in their artists. They stood;— 
in different ways, some ethical, some #s- 
thetic,—for those things in human life 
which are fine, rare, and enduring; and be- 
cause time winnows, and mankind con- 
serves that which is best, oblivion has not 
overtaken the memory of those nations 
which have produced such men. ‘The 
really great rewards, the splendid and 
lasting prizes have never yet been ac- 
corded to any land or by any race to mere 
wealth,” and wealth is the only thing we 
appear to strive for. 

The dense materiality of our social me- 
dium, the crudeness, the brutality, the 
luxury of modern life are not necessarily 
adverse factors in the development of a 
spiritual consciousness; they are perhaps 
favorable to it. Of all paradoxes this is 
the most sublime: that good comes from 
evil, purity from corruption. 


§*All’s lend-and-borrow ; 

Good, see, wants evil, 
Joy demands sorrow, 
Angel weds devil.” 


The favorite food of epicures springs 
from the dung-hill, and the unspeakable 
saturnalia of Imperial Rome had issue in 


Christians and martyrs. In human af- 
fairs, as in physics, action is equal to re- 
action, bub in opposite directions. 

Already may be noted presages of 
change: the soul of the world begins to 
stir in the chalice of pure hearts. Having 
no language, no symbolism, no images 
adequate for its self-expression it must 
needs reveal itself in strange and some- 
times grotesque forms: in Theosophy, — 
Spiritualism, Christian Science, Dowie- 
ism, and in the re-animated rituals of the 
churches. The beginnings of Christianity 
in the Roman Empire were marked by 
similar phenomena. Bagehot says, ‘The 
times of the first church were times of 
excitement: great ideas falling on a min- 
gled world were distorted by an untrained 
intellect, even in the moment in which they 
were received by a yearning heart.” 
Then, also, strange faiths were prevalent, 
—Millennarianism, Gnosticism, Ebionit- 
ism. The “isms” of our day disturb the 
current of modern life no more, perhaps, 
than submerged springs disturb the sur- 
face of a river, but they purify and re- 
new it, just as from hidden springs the 
river is replenished. 

The wind of the spirit “bloweth where 
it listeth,” in new and always unpredica- 
ble ways, but wherever and whenever it 
comes it stirs the harp of the world to mel- 
ody; that is, it transforms inanimate, 
common, familiar things into symbols 
eloquent of it. Interior truth seeks to be- 
come exterior beauty, to find expression, 
that is, in art, and in an art which is 
natural and organic in contradistinction 
to the arranged and artificial productions 
of the purely rational consciousness. An- 
other indication, therefore, of the imma- 
nence of inner change is to be found in 
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our newly awakened craving for beauty, 
which takes the form of an gsthetic ac- 
tivity, crude, it is true, but widespread, 
popular, and vital. As yet this is scarcely 
more than the dawning consciousness of 
the ugliness of our self-created environ- 
ment coupled with a desire to render it 
less ugly; but the recognition of a need 
must come before the fulfillment of it, and 
no careful student of present-day tenden- 
cies can doubt that we stand on the thresh- 
old of a period of artistic endeavor which 
shall concern itself with the whole of life, 
and not merely statues and pictures. 
Taine says, “The transient and precious 
flower (art) is only seen to bloom at the 
confluence of two epochs, betwixt heroic 
and epicurean habits, at the moment when 
man, terminating some long and painful 
war, or foundation, or discovery begins 
to take repose and look about him.” Ours 
is a period of great and assured material 
prosperity succeeding one of effort and 
stress: we have conquered, we have pros- 
pered, and now those into whose hands 
money has come are minded to spend it 
on precious and costly playthings. Al- 
ready our millionaires are depleting 
Europe of such of its art treasures as are 
obtainable and portable, and they are 
building palaces wherein to display their 
acquisitions. 

Art of some sort we are bound to have, 
but whether it be aristocratic or demo- 
cratic will depend on what forces now at 
work finally preponderate. If those which 
seem to be dominant just now subject us 
our art will be aristocratic: the creation 
of slaves and sycophants for masters,— 
formal, joyless, pedantic. If, on the other 
hand, the slumbering soul awakes and 
comes near the surface of life, art will be 
democratic: the creation of a people truly 
free,—animate, joyous, germinative. At 
the present moment it is impossible to 
predict which turn we will take; all our 
essays are tentative, ambiguous, contra- 
- dictory, like the tuning of an orchestra 
before the performance of a symphony. 
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The times are critical—‘big with 
fate”—however little they may appear so 
to the skeptically minded, who, since they 
never look for portents never perceive 
them. Ethical and altruistic ideas again 
sway men’s souls and prompt them to 
strange renunciations. The germinative 
and dynamic power of ideas of this class 
is never apprehended by secular and 
worldly persons. Conceive how astounded 
Pontius Pilate would have been could he 
have known that his Roman Empire would 
crumble, while the utterances of a prisoner 
he had condemned to crucifixion would so 
prevail and endure that time would come 
to be reckoned from his advent. This is, 
of course, an extreme example, but the 
ideas for which Christ stood are again 
operative in human society, and they are 
as little remarked. There are numbers of 
men and women living to-day in the 
sanctuary of whose hearts the “new life” 
burns like a vestal fire, but they are afraid 
or ashamed to declare it. The vice of 
democracy is cowardice: a man no sooner 
overcomes the fear of a king than he 
falls a victim to the fear of his neighbor. 
The cowardice of the sane and temperate 
minority made possible the excesses of the 
Terror, and the first great modern ex- 
periment in democracy ended in the 
shambles. Now it is not the fear of death, 
but the fear of ridicule which constrains 
the best men to silence when Truth is 
brought bound and bleeding to the pub- 
lic guillotine. They pass by on the other 
side, “clamping the nose and blinking the 
eye,” they fly no flag, they flash no sig- 
nal, each one believes himself to be alone 
and singular, and so they miss one another 
in the dark, these “lantern bearers,” not 
realizing that they are many, that they 
are powerful, that they are indeed the 
Cognoscenti, the knowers, the understand- 
ers, and that if they would only let the 
new currents of thought and feeling flow 
through and out of them they might be- 
come the prophets of a religion which 
would include and transcend the farthest 
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reach of science: the practitioners of an 
art which would express this religion in 
concrete symbols of new beauty. 

They are afraid, and not without rea- 
son, for even in this tolerant age the man 
who has the courage of his convictions 
and would “honor every truth with use” 
makes for himself no bed of roses. The 
truths seeking to enter phenomenal life 
are not of the acclaimed and popular 
order,—-new truths never are,—for they 
are calculated to undermine some of the 
most cherished institutions which man has 
built up for himself to hide him from the 
face of God. It is not easy to live asceti- 
cally in an epicurean and self-indulgent 
society. In a competitive industrial civili- 
zation, such as ours, any one who refuses 
to acquire more money than his needs de- 
mand is looked upon as a shirker by “the 
man on the street.” In an Imperialistic 
administration, embroiled in ignoble wars, 
he who regards war as licensed murder is 
no better than a coward and a traitor in 
the eyes of the militant majority. These 
are perhaps small things, but they are 
hard to bear, for man is a gregarious, 
8ympathy-loving creature, enamored of 
approbation, sensitive to ridicule above 
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all things,—willing, perhaps to become 
a martyr, but hating to be called a crank. 
Yet the martyrs, the men who sacrifice 
themselves for humanity, always seem 
cranks to the majority of their contempo- 
raries. 

The physical evils incident to our cha- 
otic, blundering half-civilization are in- 
deed many and grievous, but they are 
not so fruitful a source of unhappiness 
as that spiritual poverty which afflicts us, 
and from which the rich are as little 
exempt as the poor. Indeed, spiritual 
poverty is the prime cause of physical 
evil, and any attempt to remedy the one 
without regard to the other is like trying 
to cure a disease by the suppression of its 
symptoms. The Cognoscenti, who “know 
the master word and clue,” are the true 
physicians, the true saviors of the race, 
but they still hesitate to declare them- 
selves, though they detect the quackery 
which masquerades as knowledge. Will 
they continue so to hesitate until another 
experiment in human brotherhood, begun 
in wisdom and hopefulness shall have be- 
come a synonym for that inequality, ag- 
gression, and injustice from which the 
Fathersof the Republic thought tosaveus? 


REWARDS 
By S. E. Kiser 


| BEING small and weak, am prone to fret 
Because my efforts bring me little gain; 
I count my slender winnings with regret, 
And deem them poor returns for all the pain 
And all the steadfast care that they have cost— 
I eat my crust and sigh o’er labor lost. 


The patient toiler Nature, sons past, 

Smoothed with her glacial trowel yonder spot, 
And after all these busy years, at last, 

Beholds the prize her laboring has brought: 
She toils a thousand ages for a flower 
That blooms and dies within the selfsame hour. 


THE MAN ON THE BOX 


By Harold MacGrath 


‘shown into a neat six-by-eight, just 

off the carriage-room. There was a 
cot, running water and a wash-stand, and 
a boot-blacking apparatus. For the rest, 
there were a few portraits of fast horses, 
fighters, and toe-dancers (the adjective 
qualifying all three!) which the senator’s 
sporting groom had collected and tacked 
to the walls. For appearance’s sake, Mr. 
James had purchased a cheap trunk. 
Everything inside was new, too. His sil- 
ver military brushes, his silver shaving set, 
and so forth and so forth, were in charge 
of a safe-deposit storage company, along- 
side some one’s family jewels. The only 
incriminating things he retained were his 
signet-ring and his Swiss timepiece. 

“Have you had your breakfast, sir?” 
asked William, the stable-boy. 

“Yes, my lad. Now, as Miss Annesley 
has forgotten it, perhaps you will tell me 
of just what my duties here will consist.” 

“You harness, ride and drive, sir, and 
take care of the metals. I clean the leath- 
ers and carriages, exercise the horses and 
keep their hides shiny. If anything is 
purchased, sir, we shall have to depend 
upon your judgment. Are you given to 
cussing, sir?” 

“Cussing?” repeated Warburton. 

“Yes, sir. Miss Annesley won’t stand 
for it around the stables. The man before 
you, sir, could cuss most beautifully ; and 
I think that’s why he was fired.” 

Warburton smoothed his twitching 
mouth. “Don’t you worry, William; it’s 
against my religion to use profane lan- 
guage.” 


Ts next morning Warburton was 
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William winked, there was an answer- 
ing wink, and the two became friends from 
that moment on. 

“T’ll bet you didn’t say a thing to Pi- 
rate yesterday, when he bolted over the 
wall with you.” 

“Well, I believe I did address a few re- 
marks to Pirate which would not sound 
well on dress-parade; but so long as it 
wasn’t within hearing distance, William, 
I suppose it doesn’t matter.” 

“No, sir; I suppose not.” 

“Now, what kind of a master is the 
colonel?” asked Warburton, strapping 
on his English leggings. 

“Well, it’s hard to say just now. You 
see, I’ve been with the family ever since I 
was six. The colonel used to be the best 
fellow I ever knew. Always looking out 
for your comfort, never an undeserved 
harsh word, and always a smile when you 
pleased him. But he’s changed in the last 
two years.” 

“How?” 

“He doesn’t take any interest in the 
things he used to. He goes about as if 
he had something on his mind; kind of 
absent-minded, you know ; and forgets to- 
morrow what he says to-day. He always 
puts on a good face, though, when Miss 
Betty is around.” 

“Ah. What night do I have off?” of 
a mind that a question like this would 
sound eminently professional in William’s 
ears. 

“Sundays, possibly; it all depends on 
Miss Annesley, sir. In Virginia nearly 
every night was ours. Here it’s differ- 
ent.” William hurriedly pulled on his 
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rubber boots and gloves, grabbed up the 
carriage sponges, and vanished. 

Warburton sat down on the edge of his 
cot and laughed silently. All this was 
very amusing. Had any man, since the 
beginning of time, found himself in a 
like position? He doubted it. And he 
was to be a butler besides! It would be 
something to remember in his old age. 
Yet, once or twice the pines of his con- 
science pricked him. He wasn’t treating 
Nancy just right. He didn’t want her to 
cry over his gracelessness; he didn’t want 
her to think that he was heartless. But 
what could he do? He stood too deeply 
committed. 

He was puzzled about one thing, how- 
ever; and, twist it as he would, he could 
not solve it with any degree of satisfac- 
tion. Why, after what had happened, 
did she hire him? If she could pass 
over that episode at the carriage-door 
and forget it, he couldn’t. He knew that 
each time he saw her the memory of that 
embrace and brotherly salute would rise 
before his eyes and rob him of some of 
his assurance,—an attribute which was 
rather well developed in Mr. Robert, 
though he was loath to admit it. If 
his actions were a mystery to her, hers 
were none the less so to him. He made 
up his mind to move guardedly in what- 
ever he did, to practise control over his 
mobile features so as to avert any shock 
or thoughtless sign of interest. He knew 
that sooner or later the day would come 
when he would be found out; but this 
made him not the less eager to court that 
day. 

He shaved himself, and was wiping his 
face on the towel when Celeste appeared 
in the doorway. She eyed him, her head 
inclined roguishly to one side, the exact 
attitude of a bird that has suddenly met 
a curious and disturbing specimen of in- 
sect life. ; 

““M’sieu Zhames, Mees Annesley rides 
thees morning. You will prepairrre your- 
self according,” and she rattled on in her 
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absurd native tongue (every other native 
tongue is absurd to us, you know!)— 


“He is charming and handsome, 
With his uniform and saber; 
And his fine black eyes 
Look love as he rides by!? ”— 


while the chef in the kitchen glared furi- 
ously at his omelette souffié, and vowed 
terrible things to M’sieu Zhames if he 
looked at Celeste more than twice a day. 

“Good morning,” said M’sieu Zhames, 
hanging up his towel. His face glowed 
as the result of the vigorous rubbing it 
had received. 

“Bon jour!” admiringly. 

“Don’t give me any of your bong joors, 
Miss,” stolidly. ‘“There’s only one lan- 
guage for me, and that’s English.” 

““Merci! You Anglaise are so conceit’! 
How you like me to teach you French, eh, 
M’sieu Zhames?” 

“Not for me,” shaking his head. She 
was very pretty, and under ordinary cir- 
cumstances He did not finish 
the thought, but I will for him. Under 
ordinary circumstances, M’sieu Zhames 
would have kissed her. 

“No teach you French? Non? Ex- 
traorrrdinaire!” She tripped away, 
laughing, while the chef tugged at his 
royale and M’sieu Zhames whistled. . 

“Hang the witch!” the new groom 
murmured. “Her mistress must be very : 
generous, or very positive of her own: 
charms, to keep a sprite like this maid . 
about her. I wonder if I’ll run into Karl-_ 
off?” Karloff! The name chilled him, © 
somehow. What was Karloff to her? . 
Had he known that she was to be in Wash- 
ington for the winter? What irony, if 
fate should make him the groom and 
Karloff the bridegroom! If Karloff loved 
her, he could press his suit frankly and 
openly. And, as matters stood, what 
chance on earth had he, Warburton? 
“Chuck was right; I’ve made a mistake, 
and I am beginning to regret it the very 
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first morning.” He snapped his fingers 
and proceeded to the right wing, where 
the horses were. 

At nine o’clock he led Jane and Dick 
out to the porte-cochére and waited. He 
had not long to loiter, for she came out 
at once, drawing on her gauntlets and 
taking in long breaths of the morning air. 
She nodded briefly, but pleasantly, and 
came down the steps. Her riding-habit 
was of the conventional black, and her 
small, shapely boots were of patent- 
leather. She wore no hat on her glorious 
head, which showed her good sense and 
her scorn for freckles and sunburn. But 
nature had given her one of those rare 
complexions upon which the sun and the 
wind have but trifling effect. 

“We shall ride north, James; the roads 
are better and freer. Jane has a horror 
of cars.” 

“Yes, Miss Annesley,” deferentially. 
“You will have to teach me the lay of the 
land hereabouts, as I am rather green.” 

“Pll see to it that you are made per- 
fectly familiar with the roads. You do 
not know Washington very well, then?” 

“No, Miss. Shall I give youa... 
er... bootup?” He blushed. He had 
almost said “leg up.” 

She assented, and raised her boot, un- 
der which he placed his palm, and sprang 
into the saddle. He mounted in his turn 
and waited. 

“When we ride alone, James, I shall 
not object to your riding at my side; but 
when I have guests, always remember to 
keep five yards to the rear.” 

“Yes, Miss.” If he could have got 
rid of the idea of Karloff and the possi- 
bilities which his name suggested, all this 
would have appealed to him as exceeding- 
ly funny. 

“Forward, then!” and she touched 
Jane’s flank with her crop. 

The weather was perfect for riding: 
no sun, a keen breeze from the northwest, 
and a dust-settled road. Warburton con- 
fessed to me afterward that this first ride 
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with her was one of the most splendid he 
had ever ridden. Both animals were per- 
fect saddle-horses, such as are to be found 
only in the South. They started up the 
road at a brisk trot, and later broke into 
a canter which lasted fully a mile. How 
beautiful she was, when at length they 
slowed down into a walk! Her cheeks 
were flaming, her eys dancing and full of 
luster, her hair was tumbled about and 
tendrils fluttered down her cheeks. She 
was Diana: only he hoped that she was 
not inclined to celibacy. 

What a mistake he had made! He 
could never get over this gulf which he 
himself had thrust between them. This 
was no guise in which to meet a woman of 
her high breeding. Under his breath he 
cursed the impulse that had urged him to 
decline to attend the ball at the British 
Embassy. There he would have met her 
as his own true self, a soldier, a polished 
gentleman of the world, of learning and 
breeding. Nancy would have brought 
them together, calls would have been ex- 
changed, and he would have defied Karl- 
off. Then he chid himself for the feel- 
ing he had against the Russian. Karloff 
had a right to love this girl, a right which 
far eclipsed his own. Karloff was Karl- 
off; a handsome fellow, wealthy, agree- 
able; while James was not James, neither 
was he wealthy nor at present agreeable. 
A man can not sigh very well on horse- 
back, and the long breath which left War- 
burton’s lips made a jerking, hissing 
sound. 

“Have you ever ridden with women be- 
fore, James?” 

‘Several times with my major’s daugh- 
ter,” thoughtlessly. 

“Your majors daughter? Who was 
your regimental colonel?” 

James bit h:- lips, and under his breath 
disregarded William’s warning about 
“cussing.” ‘Permit me, Miss Annesley, 
to decline to answer.” 

“Did you ride as an attendant?” 

“Yes; I was a trooper.” 
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“You speak very good English for a 
stableman.” 

‘I have not always been a stableman.” 

“I dare say. I should give a good deal 
to know what you have been. Come, 
James, tell me what the trouble was. I 
have influence; I might help you.” 

“IT am past help;” which was true 
enough, only the real significance of his 
words passed over her head. “I thank 
you for your kindness.” 

If she was piqued, she made no sign. 
“James, were you once a gentleman, in 
the sense of being well-born?” 

“Miss Annesley, you would not believe 
me if I told you who I am and what I 
have been.” 

“Are you a deserter?” looking him 
squarely in the eye. She saw the color as 
it crept under his tan. 

“I have my honorable discharge,” 
briefly. 

“I shall ask you to let me see it. Have 
you ever committed a dishonorable act? 
I have a right to know.” 

“IT have committed one dishonorable 
act, Miss Annesley. I shall always re- 
gret it.” 

She gave him a penetrating glance. 
“Very well; keep your secret.” 

And there was no more questioning that 
ride; there was not even casual talk, such 
as a mistress might make to her servant. 
There was only the clock-clock of hoofs 
and the chink of bit-metal. Warburton 
did not know whether he was glad or 
sorry. 

She dismounted without her groom’s 
assistance, which somewhat disappointed 
that worthy gentleman. If she was an- 
gry, to his eye there was no visible evi- 
dence of it. As he took the bridles in 
hand, she addressed him; though in doing 
so, she did not look at him, but gave her 
attention to her gauntlets, which she 
pulled slowly from her aching fingers. 

‘“‘This afternoon I shall put you in the 
care of Pierre, the cook. I am giving a 
small dinner on Monday evening, and I 
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shall have to call on you to serve the 
courses. Later I shall seek a butler, but 
for the present you will have to act in 
that capacity.” 

He wasn’t sure; it might have been a 
flash of sunlight from behind a cloud. If 
it was a smile, he would have given much 
to know what had caused it. 

He tramped off to the stables. A but- 
ler! Well, so be it. He could only rea- 
sonably object when she called upon him 
to act in the capacity of a chambermaid. 
He wondered why he had no desire to 
laugh? 


Xll 


Pierre was fierce and fat and forty, 
but he could cook the most wonderful 
roasts and ragouts that Warburton ever 
tasted; and he could take a handful of 
vegetables and an insignificant bone and 
make a soup that would have appeased the 
jaded palate of a Lucullus. Warburton 
presented himself at the kitchen door. 

“Ah!” said Pierre, striking a dramatic 
pose, a ladle in one hand and a pan in 
the other. ‘“So you are zee new groom? 
Good! We make a butler out of you? 
Bah! Do you know zee difference between 
a broth and a soup? Eh?” 

The new groom gravely admitted that 
he did. 

“Hear to me!” and Pierre struck his 
chest with the ladle. “I teach you how 
to sairve; I, Pierre Flageot, will teach a 
hostler to be a butler! Bah!” 

“That is what I am sent here for.” 

“Hear to me! If zay haf oysters, zay 
are placed on zee table before zee guests 
enter. V’la? Then zee soup. You sairve 
one deesh at a time. You do noé carry all 
zee deeshes at once. And you take zee 
deesh, so/” illustrating. “Then you wait 
till zay push aside zee soup deesh. Then 
you carry zem away. V’la?” 

Warburton signified that he under- 
stood. 

“TI carve zee meats,” went on the amia- 
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ble Pierre. “You haf nozzing to do wiz 
zee meats. You rest zee deesh on zee flat 
uf zee:hand, so! Always sairve to zee 
left uv zee guest. Vatch zat zay do not 
move vhile you sairve. You spill zee soup, 
and I kéel. you! To spill zee soup ees a 
crime.. Now, take hold uf thees soup 
deesh.” ee ; 

’ Warburton took it clumsily by the rim. 
Pierre’ snatched it away with a volley of 
French oaths. William said that there 
was to be no “cussing,” but Pierre seemed 
to be an- immune and not included in this 
order. 

“Idiot! Imbecile! Non, non! Thees 
way. You would put zee thumb in zee 
soup. Zare! you haf catch zat. Come to 
zee dining-hall. I show you. I explain.” 

The. new groom was compelled to put 
forth. all his energies to keep his face 
straight. If he laughed, he was lost. If 
only his old mates could see him now! The 
fop of ‘Troop A playing at butler! Cer- 
tainly: ‘he would have to write Chuck about 
it! (Which he most certainly never did.) 
Still, the ordeal in the dining-room was a 
severe one, Nothing he attempted was 
done satisfactorily; Pierre, having in 
mind Celeste’s frivolity and this man’s 
good looks, made the task doubly hard. 
He hissed “‘idiot!”? and “imbecile!” and 
‘jackass !” as many times as there were 
knives and forks and spoons at a course 
dinner. -It- was when they came to the 
wines: that Pierre became mollified. He 
was forced, to acknowledge that the new 
groom needed no instructions as to the 
| varying’ temperatures of clarets and bur- 
gundies. Warburton longed to get out 
into the open and yell. It was very funny. 
He managed, however, on third rehearsal, 
to acquit himself with some credit. They 
returned to the kitchen again, where they 
found Celeste nibbling crackers and 
cheese. She smiled. 

“Ha!” The vowel was given a pro- 
longed roll. ‘So,.Mademoiselle, you haf 
to come and look on, eh?” 

“Is there any. objection, Monsieur?” 
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retorted Celeste in her native tongue, 
making handsome eyes at Warburton, who 
was greatly amused. 

“Ha! if he was hideous, would you be 
putting on those ribbons I gave you to 
wear on Sundays?” snarled Pierre. 

Warburton followed their French with- 
out any difficulty. It was the French of 
the Parisian, with which he was fairly 
conversant. But his face remained im- 
passive and his brows only mildly curious. 

“I shall throw them away, Monsieur 
Flageot, if you dare to talk to me like 
that. He is handsome, and you are jeal- 
ous, and I am glad. You behaved horri- 
bly to that coarse Nanon last Sunday. 
Because she scrubs the steps of the French 
Embassy you consider her above me, me!” 

“You are crazy!” roared Pierre. “You 
introduced me to her so that you might 
make eyes at that abominable valet of the 
secretary !” 

Celeste flounced (whatever means of 
locomotion that is) abruptly from the 
kitchen. Pierre turned savagely’ to his 
protegé. 

“Go! And eef you look at her, idiot, 
I haf revenge myself. Oh, I am calm! 
Bah! Go to zee stables, cattle!” And 
he rattled his pans at a great rate. 

Warburton was glad enough to escape. 

“T have brought discord into the land, 
it would seem.” 

But his trials were not over. The worst 
ordeal was-yet to come. At five orders 
were given to harness the coach horses to 
the coupé and have them at the steps 
promptly at eight-thirty. Miss Annesley 
had signified her intention of making a 
call in the city. Warburton had not the 
slightest suspicion of the destination. He 
didn’t care where it was. It would be 
dark and he would pass unrecognized. 
He gave the order no more thought. 
Promptly at eight-thirty he drove up to 
the steps. A moment later she issued 
forth, accompanied by a gentleman in 
evening dress. It was too dark for War- 
burton to distinguish his features. 


“WITH FEAR AND LOVE AND LONGING IN HIS EYES” 
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“T am very sorry, Count, to leave you; 

but you understand perfectly. It is an 
old school friend of mine whom I haven’t 
seen in a long time; one of the best girl 
friends I have ever known. I promised to 
dine with her to-night, but I broke that 
promise and agreed to spend the even- 
ing.” 
“Do not disturb yourself on my ac- 
count,” replied the man in broken Eng- 
lish, which was rather pleasant to the 
ear. “Your excellent father and I can 
pass the evening very well.” 

Karloff! Warburton’s chin sank into 
his collar and his hands trembled. This 
man Karloff had very penetrating eyes, 
even in the dark. 

“But I shall miss the music which I 
promised myself. Ah, if you only knew 
how adorable you are when you play the 
violin! I become lost, I forget the world 
and its sordidness. I forget everything 
but that mysterious voice which you alone 
know how to arouse from that little box 
of wood. You are a great artist, and if 
you were before the public, the world 
would go mad over you . . . asl 
have !?? 

So she played the violin? thought the 
unhappy man on the box of the coupé. 

“Count, you know that that is taboo; 
you must not talk to me like that,” with 
& nervous glance at the groom. 

“The groom embarrasses you?” The 
count laughed. ‘Well, it is only a 
groom, an animal which does not under- 
stand these things.” 

“Besides, I do not play nearly so well 
as you would have me believe.” 

“Whatever you undertake, Mademoi- 
selle, becomes at once an art,” gallantly. 
“Good night!” and the count saluted her 
hand as he helped her into the coupé. 

How M’sieu Zhames would have liked 
to jump down and pommel Monsieur le 
Comte! Several wicked thoughts surged 
through our jehu’s brain, but to execute 
any one of them in her presence was im- 
possible. 
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“Good night, Count. I shall see you 
at dinner on Monday.” 

She would, eh? And her new. butler 
would be on duty that same evening? 
Without a doubt. M’sieu Zhames vowed 
under his breath that if he got a good 
chance he would make the count look 
ridiculous. Not even a king can retain 
his dignity while a stream of hot soup is 
trickling down his spinal column. War- 
burton smiled. He was mentally acting 
like a school-boy disappointed in love. 
His own keen sense of the humorous came 
to his rescue. 

“James, to the city, number — Scott 
Circle, and hurry.” The door closed. 

Scott Circle? Warburton’s spine wrin- 
kled. Heaven help him, he was driving 
Miss Annesley to his own brother’s: house! 
What the devil was getting into fate, any- 
how? He swore softly all the way to the 
Connecticut Avenue extension. He made 
three mistakes before he struck Sixteenth 
Street. Reaching Scott Circle finally, he 
had no difficulty in recognizing the house. 
He drew up at the stepping-stone, 
alighted and opened the door. 

“T shall be gone perhaps an hour and 
a half, James. You may drive around, 
but return sharply at ten-thirty.” Betty 
ran up the steps and rang the bell. 

Our jehu did not wait to see. the door 
open, but drove away, lickety-clip. I do 
not know what a mile in lickety-clip is 
generally made in, but I am rather certain 
that the civil law demands twenty-five 
dollars for the same. The gods were 
with him this time, and no one called him 
to a halt. When he had gone as far 
away from Scott Circle as he dared go, 
his eye was attracted by a genial cigar- 
sign. He hailed a boy to hold the horses, 
and went inside. He bought a dozen 
cigars and lit one. He didn’t even take 
the trouble to see if he could get the cigars 
for nothing, there being a penny-in-the- 
slot machine in one corner of the shop. [I 
am sure that if he had noticed it, it would 
have enticed him, for the spirit of chance 
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was well-grounded in him, as it is in all 
Army men. But he hurried out, threw 
the boy a dime, and drove away. For an 
hour and twenty minutes he drove and 
smoked and pondered. So she played the 
violin? played it wonderfully, as the 
count had declared? He was passionate- 
ly fond of music. In London, in Paris, 
in Berlin, in Vienna, he had been an un- 
tiring, unfailing patron of the opera. 
Some night he resolved to listen at the 
window, providing the window was open. 
Yes, a hundred times Chuck was right. 
Any other girl, and this jest might have 
passed capitally; but he wanted the re- 
spect of this particular woman, and he 
had carelessly closed the doors to this 
regard. She might tolerate him; that 
would be all. She would look upon him 
as a hobbledehoy. 

He approached the curb again in front 
of the house, and gazed wistfully at the 
light windows. Here was another great 
opportunity gone. How he longed to 
dash into the house, confess, and have 
done with it! 

“TI wish Chuck was in there. I wish he 
would come out and kick me good and 
hearty.” 

(Chuck would have been delighted to 
perform the trifling service; and he would 
not have gone about it with any timidity, 
either. ) 

“Hang the horses! I’m going to take 
a peek in at the side window,” and he slid 
cautiously from the box. He stole around 
the side and stopped at one of the win- 
dows. The curtain was not wholly low- 
ered, and he could see into the drawing- 
room. There they were, all of them; and 
Miss Annesley was holding the baby, 
which Mrs. Jack had awakened and 
brought down-stairs. He could see by 
the diffident manner in which Jack was 
curling the ends of his mustache that they 
were comparing the baby with him. “The 
conceited ass!” muttered the self-ap- 
pointed outcast ; “it doesn’t look any more 
like him than it does like me!” Here Miss 
Annesley kissed the baby, and Warburton 
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hoped that they hadn’t washed its face 
since he performed the same act. 

Mrs. Jack disappeared with the hope 
of the family, and Nancy got out a bun- 
dle of photographs. M’sieu Zhames 
would have given almost anything he pos- 
sessed to know what these photographs 
represented. Crane his neck as he would, 
he could see nothing. All he could do 
was to watch. Sometimes they laughed, 
sometimes they became grave; sometimes 
they explained, and their guest grew very 
attentive. Once she even leaned forward 
eagerly. It was about this time that our 
jehu chanced to look at the clock on the 
mantel, and immediately concluded to va- 
cate the premises. It was half after ten. 
He returned to his box forthwith. (I 
was going to use the word “alacrity,”’ but 
I find that it means “cheerful readiness.” ) 
After what seemed to him an interminable 
wait, the front door opened and a flood of 
light blinded him. He heard Nancy’s 
voice. 

“I’m so sorry, Betty, that I can’t dine 
with you on Monday. We are going to 
Arlington. So sorry.” 

“Ym not!” murmured the wretch on 
the box. “I’m devilish glad! Imagine 
one passing soup to his sister! By George, 
it was a narrow one! It would have been 
all over then.” 

“Well, there will be plenty of times 
this winter,” said Betty. ‘I shall see you 
all at the Country Club Sunday after- 
noon. Good night, every one. No, no; 
there’s no need of any of you coming to 
the carriage.” , 

But Brother Jack did walk to the door 
with her; however, he gave not the slight- 
est attention to the groom, for which he 
was grateful. 

“You must all come and spend the 
evening with me soon,” said Betty, enter- 
ing the carriage. 

“That we shall,” said Brother Jack, 
closing the door for her. “Good night.” 

“Home, James,” said the voice within 
the carriage. 

I do not know whether or not he slept 
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soundly that night on his stable cot. He 
never would confess. But it is my private 
opinion that he didn’t sleep at all, but 
spent a good part of the night out of 
doors, smoking very black, strong cigars. 

Celeste, however, could have told you 
that her mistress, as she retired, was in a 
most amiable frame of mind. Once she 
laughed. 
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Four days passed. I might have used 
the word “sped,” only that verb could not 
be truthfully applied. Never before in 
the history of time (so our jehu thought) 
did four days cast their shadows more 
slowly across the dial of the hours. From 
noon till night there was a madding noth- 
ing to do but polish bits and buckles and 
stirrups and ornamental silver. He would 
have been totally miserable but for the 
morning rides. These were worth while; 
for he was riding Pirate, and there was 
always that expectation of the unexpect- 
ed. But Pirate behaved himself puzzling- 
ly well. Fortunately for the jehu, these 
rides were always into the north country. 
He was continually possessed with the 
fear lest she would make him drive 
through the shopping district. If he met 
Nancy, it would be, in the parlance of 
the day, all off. Nancy would have recog- 
nized him in a beard like a Cossack’s; and 
here he was with the boy’s face, the face 
she never would forget. 

He was desperately in love. I do not 
know what desperately in love is, my own 
love’s course running smoothly enough; 
but I can testify that it was making Mr. 
Robert thin and appetiteless. Every 
morning the impulse came to him to tell 
her all; but every morning his courage 
oozed like Bob Acres’s, and his lips be- 
came dumb. I dare say that if she had 
questioned him he would have told her all; 
but for some reason she had ceased to in- 
quire into his past. Possibly her young 
mind was occupied with pleasanter things. 
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He became an accomplished butler, and 
served so well in rehearsals that Pierre 
could only grumble. One afternoon she 
superintended the comedy. She found a 
thousand faults with him, so many in 
fact, that Pierre did not understand what 
it meant, and became possessed with the 
vague idea that she was hitting him over 
the groom’s shoulder. He did not like it; 
and later, when they were alone, Warbur- 
ton was distinctly impressed with Pierre’s 
displeasure. 

“You can not please her, and you 
can not please me. Bah! Zat ees vat 
comes uf teaching a groom table manners 
instead uf stable manners. And you vill 
smell uf horse! I do not understand Mees 
‘Annesley ; no!” 

And there were other humiliations, 
petty ones. She chid him on having the 
stirrup too long or too short; the curb 
chain was rusting; this piece of orna- 
mental silver did not shine like that one; 
Jane’s fetlocks were too long; Pirate’s 
hoofs weren’t thoroughly oiled. With 
dogged patience he tried to remedy all 
these faults. It was only when they had 
had a romping run down the road that 
this spirit fell away from her, and she 
talked pleasantly. 

Twice he ran into Karloff; but that 
shrewd student of human nature did not 
consider my hero worth studying; a grave 
mistake on his part, as he was presently to 
learn. He was a handsome man, and the 
only thing he noticed about the groom 
was his handsome face. He considered it 
a crime for a servant to be endowed with 
personal attractions. A servant in the 
eyes of a Russian noble excites less in- 
terest than a breedless dog. Mr. Robert 
made no complaint ; he was very well satis- 
fied to have the count ignore him entirely. 
Once he met the count in the Turkish 
room, where, in the capacity of butler, he 
served liqueur and cigars. There was & 
certain grim humor in lighting his rival’s 
cigar for him. This service was a test 
of his ability to pass through a room with- 
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out knocking over taborets and chairs. 
Another time they met, when Betty and 
the two of them took a long ride. Karloff. 
did notice how well the groom rode his 
mettlesome mount, being himself a soldier 
and a daring horseman. Warburton had 
some trouble. Pirate did not take to the 
idea of breathing Jane and Dick’s dust; 
he wanted to lead these second-raters. Mr. 
James’s arms ached that afternon from 
the effort he had put forth to restrain 
Pirate and keep him in his proper place, 
five yards to the rear. 

Nothing happened Sunday; the day 
went by uneventfully. He escaped the 
ordeal of driving her to the Chevy Chase 
Club, William being up that afternoon. 

Then Monday came, and with it Betty’s 
curious determination to ride Pirate. 

“You wish to ride Pirate, Miss?” ex- 
claimed James, his horror of the idea 
openly manifest. 

“‘Saddle him for me,” peremptorily. “I 
desire to ride him. I find Jane isn’t ex- 
citing enough.” 

‘Pardon me, Miss Annesley,” he said, 
“but I had rather you would not make the 
attempt.” 

“You had rather I would not make the 
attempt?” slowly repeating the words, 
making a knife of each one of them, 
tipped with the poison of her contempt. 
I do not believe I quite understand you.” 

He bravely met the angry flash of her 
eyes. There were times when the color of 
these eyes did not resemble sapphires; 
rather disks of gun-metal, caused by a 
sudden dilation of the pupils. 

“Yes, Miss, I had rather you would 
not.” 

“James, you forget yourself. Saddle 
Pirate, and take Jane back to the stables. 
Besides, Jane has a bit of a cold.” She 
slapped her boot with her riding-crop and 
indolently studied the scurrying clouds 
overhead ; for the day was windy. 

Soberly Warburton obeyed. He was 
hurt and angry, and he knew not what 
besides. Heavens! if anything should 
happen to her. His hopes rose a bit. Pi- 
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rate had shown no temper so far that 
morning. He docilely permitted his mas- 
ter to put on the side-saddle. But as he 
came out into the air again, he threw for- 
ward his ears, stretched out his long black 
neck, took in a great breath, and whin- 
nied a horse challenge to the elements. 
William had already saddled Dick, who 
looked askance at his black rival’s small 
compact heels. 

“T am afraid of him,” said Warburton, 
as he returned. “He will run away with 
you. I did not wholly subjugate him the 
other day. He pulls till my arms ache.” 

Miss Annesley shrugged and patted 
Pirate on the nose and offered him a lump 
of sugar. The thirst of freedom and a 
wild run down the wind lurked in Pirate’s 
far-off gazing eyes, and he ignored the 
sign of conciliation which his mistress 
made him. 

“T am not afraid of him. Besides, Dick 
can outrun and outjump him.” 

This did not reassure Warburton, nor 
did he know what this comparison meant, 
being an ordinary mortal. 

‘With all respect to you, Miss Annes- 
ley, I am sorry that you are determined 
to ride him. He is most emphatically not 
a lady’s horse, and you have never ridden 
him. Your skirts will irritate him, and if 
he sees your crop, he'll bolt.” 

She did not reply, but merely signified 
her desire to mount. No sooner was she 
up, however, than she secretly regretted 
her caprice ; but not for a hundred worlds 
would she have permitted this groom to 
know. But Pirate, with that rare instinct 
of the horse, Pirate knew that his mistress 
was not sure of him. He showed the 
whites of his eyes and began pawing the 
gravel. The girl glanced covertly at her 
groom and found no color in his cheeks. 
Two small muscular lumps appeared at 
the corners of her jaws. She would ride 
Pirate, and nothing should stop her; 
nothing, nothing. Womanlike, knowing 
herself to be in the wrong, she was 
furious. 


And Pirate surprised them both. Dur- 
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ing the first mile he behaved himself in 
the most gentlemanly fashion; and if he 
shied once or twice, waltzed a little, it was 
only because he was full of life and spirit. 
They trotted, they cantered, ran and 
walked. Warburton, hitherto, holding 
himself in readiness for whatever might 
happen, relaxed the tension of his mus- 
cles, and his shoulders sank relievedly. 

As for the most beautiful person in all 
the great world; I am afraid that she was 
beginning to feel self-important. Now 
that her confidence was fully restored, she 
never once spoke to, or looked at, her 
groom. Occasionally from the corner of 
her eye she could see the white patch on 
Dick’s nose. 

“James,” she said, maliciously and 
suddenly, “go back five yards. I wish to 
ride alone.” 

Warburton, his face burning, fell back. 
And thus she made her first mistake. The 
second and final mistake came immediately 
after. She touched Pirate with her heel, 
and he broke from a trot into a lively gal- 
lop. Dick, without a touch of the boot, 
kept his distance to a foot. Pirate, no 
longer seeing Dick at his side, concluded 
that he had left his rival behind; and the 
suppressed mischief in his black head be- 
gan to find an outlet. Steadily he arched 
his neck ; steadily but surely he drew down 
on the reins. The girl felt the effort and 
tried to frustrate it. In backing her pull 
with her right hand, the end of her crop 
flashed down the side of Pirate’s head: 
the finishing touch. There was a wild 
leap, a blur of dust, and Mr. Pirate, well 
named after his freebooting sires, his 
head down where he wanted it, his feet 
rolling like a snare-drum, Mr. Pirate ran 
away, headed for heaven only knows 
where. 

For a brief moment Warburton lost 
his nerve. He was struck with horror. If 
she could not hold her seat, she would be 
killed or dreadfully hurt, and perhaps 
disfigured. It seemed rather strange, as 
he recalled it, that Dick, instead of him- 
self, should have taken the initiative. The 


noble sorrel, formerly a cavalry horse, 
shot forward magnificently. Doubtless 
his horse-sense took in the situation, or 
else he did not like the thought of yonder 
proud, supercilious show-horse beating 
him in a running race. So, a very fast 
mile was put to the rear. 

The girl, appreciating her peril, did 
as all good horsewomen would have done: 
locked her knee on the horn and held on. 
The rush of wind tore the pins from her 
hair which, like a golden plume, stretched 
out behind her. (Have you ever read 
anything like this before? I dare say. 
But to Warburton and the girl, it never 
occurred that other persons had gone 
through like episodes. It was real, and 
actual, and single, and tragic to them.) 

The distance between the two horses 
began slowly to lessen, and Warburton 
understood, in a nebulous way, what the 
girl had meant when she said that Dick 
could outrun Pirate. If Pirate kept to 
the road, Dick would bring him down; 
but if Pirate took it into his head to vault 
a fence! Warburton shuddered. 

Foot by foot, yard by yard, the space 
lessened, till Dick’s nose was within three 
feet of Pirate’s flowing tail. Warburton 
fairly lifted Dick along with his knees. 
I only wish I could describe the race as my 
jehu told it to me. The description held 
me by the throat. I could see the flash- 
ing by of trees and houses and fields; the 
scampering of piccaninnies across the 
road; the horses from the meadows dash- 
ing up to the fences and whinnying; the 
fine stone and dust which Pirate’s rattling 
heels threw into my jehu’s face and eyes; 
the old pain throbbing anew in his leg. 
And when he finally drew alongside the 
black brute and saw the white, set face of 
the girl he loved, I can imagine no greater 
moment but one in his life. There was no 
fear on her face, but there was appeal in 
her eyes as she half turned her head. He 
leaned across the intervening space and 
slid his arm around her waist. The two 
horses came together and twisted his leg 
cruelly. His jaws snapped. 
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“Let the stirrup go!” he cried. “Let 
go, quick!” She heard him. “Your knee 
from the horn! I can’t keep them to- 
gether any longer. Now!” 

Brave and plucky and cool she was. 
She obeyed him instantly. There was a 
mighty heave, a terrible straining of the 
back and the knees, and Pirate was freed 
of his precious burden. The hardest part 
of it came now. Dick could not be made to 
slow down abruptly. He wanted to keep 
right on after his rival. So, between 
holding the girl with his right arm and 
pulling the horse with his left, Warbur- 
ton saw that he could keep up this terrible 
effort but a very short time. Her arms 
were convulsively wound around his neck, 
and this added to the strain. Not a word 


did she say; her eyes were closed, as if. 


she expected any moment to be dashed to 
the earth. But Dick was only a mortal 
horse. The fierce run and the double bur- 
den began to tell, and shortly his head 
came up. Warburton stopped him. The 
girl slid to the ground, and in a moment 
he was at her side. And just in time. The 
reaction was too much for her. Dazedly 
she brushed the hair from her eyes, stared 
wildly at Warburton, and fainted. He 
did not catch her with that graceful pre- 
cision which on the stage is so familiar to 
us. No. He was lucky to snatch one of 
her arms, thus preventing her head from 
striking the road. He dragged her to the 
side of the highway and rested her head 
on his shaking knees. Things grew dark 
for a time. To tell the truth, he himself 
was very close to that feminine weakness 
which the old fellows, in their rough and 
ready plays, used to call “vapours”. But 
he forced his heart to steady itself. 

And what do you suppose the rascal 
did—with nobody but Dick to watch 
him? Why, he did what any healthy 
young man in love would have done: 
pressed his lips to the girl’s hair, his eyes 
filling and half a sob in his parched 
throat. He dolefully pictured himself 
a modern Antiochus, dying of love and 
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never confessing it. Then he kissed her 
hair again; only her hair, for somehow 
he felt that her lips and cheeks were as 
yet inviolable to his touch. I should have 
liked to see the picture they made: the 
panting horse a dozen rods away, looking 
at them inquiringly ; the girl in her dust- 
covered habit, her hair spreading out like 
seaweed on a wave, her white face, her 
figure showing its graceful lines; my 
jehu, his hair matted to his brow, the 
streaks of dust and perspiration on his 
face, the fear and love and longing in his 
dark eyes. I recollect a picture called 
“Love and Honor”, or something like 
that. It never appealed to me. It lacked 
action. It simply represented a fellow 
urging a girl to elope with him. Both of 
them were immaculately dressed. But 
here, on this old highway leading into 
Maryland, was something real. A battle 
had been fought and won. 

Fainting is but transitory ; and by and 
by she opened her eyes, stared vaguely 
into the face above her. I do not know 
what she saw there; whatever it was it 
caused her to struggle to her feet. There 
was color enough in her cheeks now; and 
there was a question, too, in her eyes. Of 
Warburton it asked, “What did you do 
when I lay there unconscious?” I’m 
afraid that there was color in his face, 
too. Her gaze immediately roved up the 
road. There was no Pirate, only a haze 
of dust. Doubtless he was still going it, 
delighted over the trouble he had man- 
aged to bring about. Warburton knelt at 
the girl’s side and brushed the dust from 
her skirt. She eyed him curiously. I 
shan’t say that she smiled; I don’t know, 
for I wasn’t there. 

Meanwhile she made several futile at- 
tempts to put up her hair, and as a final- 
ity she braided it and let it hang down her 
back. Suddenly and unaccountably she 
grew angry, angry at herself, at James, 
at the rascally horse that had brought her 
to this pass. Warburton saw something 
of this emotion in her eyes, and to avoid 
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the storm he walked over to Dick, picked 
up the reins, and led him back. 

“If you will mount Dick, Miss,” he 
said, “I will lead him home. It’s about 
five miles, I should say.” 

The futility and absurdity of her an- 
ger roused her sense of the ridiculous; 
and a smile, warm and merry, flashed over 
her stained face. It surprised her groom. 

“Thank you, James. You were right. 
I ought not to have ridden Pirate. I am 
punished for my conceit. Five miles? It 
will be a long walk.” 

“T shan’t mind it in the least,” replied 
James, inordinately happy; and _ he 
helped her to the saddle and adjusted the 
left stirrup. 

So the journey home began. Strangely 
enough, neither seemed to care particu- 
larly what had or might become of Pirate. 
He disappeared, mentally and physically. 
One thing dampened the journey for 
Warburton. His “game leg” ached cruel- 
ly, and after the second mile (which was 
gone without speech from either of them), 
he fell into a slight limp. From her seat 
above and behind him, she saw this limp. 

“You have hurt yourself?” she asked 
gently. 

‘““Not to-day, Miss,” briefly. 

“When he ran away with you?” 

“No. It’s an old trouble.” 

“While you were a soldier?” 

6 Yes.” 

6 How ?”? 

He turned in surprise. All these ques- 
tions were rather unusual. Nevertheless 
he answered her, and truthfully. 

“T was shot in the leg by a drunken 
Indian.” 

“While on duty?” 

“Yes.” Unconsciously he was forget- 
ting to add “Miss”, which was the patent 
of his servility. And I do not think that 
just then she noticed this subtraction 
from the respect due her. 

It was eleven o’clock when they arrived 
at the gates. She dismounted alone. 
Warburton was visibly done up. 
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“Any orders for this afternoon, Miss?” 

“I shall want the victoria at three. I 
have some shopping to do and a call to 
make. Send William after Pirate. I 
am very grateful for what you have 
done.” 

He made no reply, for he saw her 
father coming down the steps. 

“Betty,” said the colonel, pale and 
worried, “have you been riding Pirate? 
Where is he, and what in the world has 
happened?” noting the dust on her habit 
and her tangled hair. 

She explained: she told the story rather 
coolly, Warburton thought, but she left 
out no detail. 

“You have James to thank for my 
safety, father. He was very calm and 
clear-headed.” 

Calm and clear-headed! thought War- 
burton. 

The girl then entered the house, hum- 
ming. Most women would have got out 
the lavender salts and lain down the rest 
of the day, considering what she must go 
through that night, the routine of a fash- 
ionable dinner. 

“I am grateful to you, James. My 
daughter is directly in your care when 
she rides, and I give you full authority. 
Never permit her to mount any horse but 
her own. She is all I have; and if any- 
thing should happen to her—!” 

“Yes, sir; I understand.” 

The colonel followed his daughter; and 
Warburton led Dick to the stables, gave 
his orders to William, and flung himself 
down on his cot. He was dead tired. And 
the hour he had dreaded was come! He 
was to drive her through the shopping 
district. Well, so be it. If any one ex- 
posed him, very good. This groom busi- 
ness was decidedly like work. And there 
was that confounded dinner-party, and 
he would have to limp around a table and 
carry soup plates! And as like as not he 
would run into the very last person he 
expected to see. 


Which he did. 


(To be continued ) 
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ILLUSTRATED NOTES OF AUTHORS, BOOKS AND THE DRAMA 


R. Herbert Putnam, Librarian for 

Congress, is a man with a reputa- 
tion for making the crooked ways 
straight. He took hold of his present work 
upon the death of John Russell Young, a 
seasoned journalist, who had found the 
Congressional Library too much for him, 
he having been put in charge after Ains- 
worth R. Spofford, librarian for a gen- 
eration, had been overwhelmed with the 
ever increasing literature of the time. 
Mr. Putnam was a librarian of the new 
sort. He was a modern and of a mind 
to accommodate himself to the needs of 
his time. He had been graduated from 
Harvard, had taken a partial course in 
the Columbia Law School, been admitted 
to the bar in two states, practised for a 
time and then had taken up library 
work. He began his career as a librarian 
at the Minneapolis Atheneum, and was 
later appointed to the Minneapolis Public 
Library. From there he went to the Bos- 
ton Public Library, and later received the 
presidency from the clective votes of those 
alert young librarians who have formed 
themselves into the American Library 
Association. 

When he was, in 1899, appointed Li- 
brarian of Congress he found a tremen- 
dous task awaiting him. The modern 
methods of keeping a library had barely 
been heard of in that vast institution. The 
work of cataloguing was badly in ar- 
rears, and the system was clumsy and old- 
fashioned. The copyright department 
had been conducted in a slovenly manner, 
arid here, also, the system was antiquated. 

Within a year Mr. Putnam had com- 
pletely revolutionized the whole library 
and brought order out of what had ap- 


peared to be hopeless chaos. He made a 
plan of work, and carried out his cam- 
paign according to it. It was so business- 
like that it appealed at once to the practi- 
cal men of Congress, and Mr. Putnam has 
had no trouble in securing appropriations 
for all the improvements desired by him. 

To mention only one of his methods, 
he has had printed in catalogue style the 
titles of all new books as they appear, no 
matter in what language. These slips are 
sold to librarians at about one-twentieth 
of what it would cost them to do the cata- 
loguing themselves. As soon as a library 
has ordered a batch of books, a copy of 
the list is sent to the Congressional Li- 
brary, which immediately picks out the 
catalogue slips containing those books, 
and sends them out. The saving in work 
to librarians by this is incalculable, to say 
nothing of the accuracy of the work. 

Mr. Putnam is in the very prime of 
life, having been born in 1861 in the city 
of New York. 


T will not surprise Americans to learn 
that Booker T. Washington’s autobi- 
ography, “Up From Slavery’” has been 
translated into French, and has received 
the honor of a subscription from the 
French Minister of Public Instruction. 
Europe might, perhaps, be even more 
alert than America to perceive the value 
and significance of this document. The 
story is concerning a matter of ever-vital 
conditions—the rise of the under man to 
a position of power and influence. There 
are, as has been truly observed, only a few 
stories in the world, and of these the two 
most fascinating are, -perhaps, those of 
the wandering prince and of the emergent 
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slave. Mr. Washington approaches his 
theme as few men in all history have had 
the opportunity of doing, and this, added 
to his simplicity and directness of style, 
his conviction and manliness, make his 
book one which will not be forgotten. 


HERE is a great deal of talk about 

the numerical strength of American 
writers. “Every one is writing,”’ it is the 
fashion to say. But really, considering the 
extent of our population, taking us from 
shore to shore, it is surprising that so few 
of us write. The other day I chanced to 
visit a large, prosperous and interesting 
city in the middle West. I asked, natu- 
rally enough: “What writers have you 
here??? The answer was that there was 
none. Upon reflection, however, it was 
recollected that one maiden lady had writ- 
ten a few stories for a juvenile periodical, 
and another maiden lady had all but lost 
the regard of her friends and her social 
position because she had been so reckless 
as to translate what may, for lack of 


more specific indication, be termed the 
scarlet masterpiece of a certain decadent 
contemporary Latin author. 

The town contained six hundred thou- 
sand souls, and only two persons who had 
the slightest claim to authorship! That, 
it will be held by the scornful, speaks well 
for the town. Nor is it to be gainsaid 
that there are towns in plenty where the 
inhabitants exercise an equal self-control. 
Whether this is a virtue or an accident 
may be determined by the philosophers— 
or, mayhap, by the geographers. It may 
be that there is a literary belt. Or geolo- 
gists may find sporadic outcroppings of 
authorship. It is not to be denied that 
there are whole states in which no author 
is to be found. Montana was horrified at 
Mary McLane, when, really, it had cause 
to thank its lucky stars that the first 
gleam of creative art had lightened its 
heavy gloom of materialism and political 
autocracy. Nebraska has only William 
Lighton, whose steadily growing reputa- 
tion it is reluctant to admit. And there 


208 


are a number of other states which pos- 
sess but one or two writers of repute. So 
it appears that the world is not mad with 
literary ambition after all. Men think 
first of being merchants, professional men, 
miners, speculators and almost anything, 
indeed, rather than authors. They rec- 
ognize an insistent literary bent with dif- 
fidence, doubtful of the advisability of 
taking up with.a career to which they 
will not be permitted to make reference 
without blushing. For while a man may 
say without need of apology: “I am a 
coal dealer,” or “I am an attorney,” he is 
not allowed to say: “I am a writer.” He 
would blush to be so bold, and his listen- 
ers would detest him for his temerity. A 
pirate might, perhaps, make reference to 
his calling and not offer extenuating 
facts. <A writer, never. He must conceal 
his authorship as scrupulously as he 
would a good deed. Others may refer to 
his occupation, if they be bold, and the 
chances are that they will, if related to 
him, display some irritation, or at least, 
follow up the remark with an explanation 
that may be taken as a defense. 

It is little wonder, therefore, that ener- 
getic young men and women prefer other 
careers. It is understandable that there 
should be whole cities full of ambitious 
and capable men and women who never 
put pen to paper save in the way of writ- 
ing their letters or making their accounts. 


R. Samuel T. Pickard’s new literary 
guide, “Whittier Land,” has been 
written and published with a disinterest- 
ed purpose. The profits are to be devoted 
to the care and preservation of the Whit- 
tier houses at Haverhill and Amesbury. 
These are to be kept open for pilgrims as 
may desire to visit the places hallowed by 
one of the most purposeful and pure- 
hearted of American pocts. The time has 
passed when Americans need explain that 
they understand quite clearly the fact 
that they have been glorified by no poet 
_of the first class. The critics have tabu- 
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lated our pocts—Longfellow and Whit- 
tier, Whitman and Poe, Stoddard and 
Lowell, Bryant and Lanier. They have 
been set without the walls of that mystic 
city in which the immortals dwell. It re- 
mains now for the uncritical, who have 
found their words a daily food, to offer 
them hospitality. Let them open the 
door of memory and renew their old as- 
sociations. Let them recall the signifi- 
cance of each poct to his day, and, above 
all, the lofty passion of ‘‘Whittier’s white 
line.” 


HOUGH this is the day of complex 
music, it is notable that the simplest 
musician of all the masters, Mozart, is to 
be celebrated in a commemorative festival 
at Salzburg, the composer’s birthplace. 
Here, for several years, Mozart labored, 
setting forth with spontaneous joy those 
melodic compositions whose simplicity and 
charm are the despair of men much more 
learned musically than himself. The fes- 
tival is to last from August 12 to August 
16, and will see presented, among other 
things, the C minor mass; the G minor 
string quartette; and the E flat sym- 
phony. The Philharmonic Society of Vi- 
enna will participate, under the direction 
of Von Schuch, of Dresden. Two famous 
string quartettes will be pressed into serv- 
ice, and Mmes. Lilli Lehmann, Erika 
Wedekind, and Edith Walker, and 
Messrs. Burrian Mayr and Egenieff, Eu- 
gene Ysaye, Eugen d’Albert will lend 
their voice and their instruments to the 
occasion. 


ISS Florence Wilkinson, whose po- 

ems had been attracting more and 
more attention, has just had published 
a volume of Scriptural drama, under the 
title “Two Plays of Israel.” One of 
them is David of Bethlehem, the other 
Mary Magdalen. It is interesting to 
know that the former was written before 
any of the other David plays, and that 
likewise Mary Magdalen had been written 
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before Mrs. Fiske conferred distinction 
and popularity on Mr. William Winter’s 
translation from the German, of Paul 
Heyse’s ‘‘Mary of Magdala.” David, in 
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fact, was accepted by Mr. Sothern, and 
would have been played by him had not 
Miss Wilkinson, being an amatcur in the 
ways of the stage, grown impatient at a 
postponement due to his success in “If I 
Were King.” There was another play 
written with David as subject, and at Mr. 
Sothern’s suggestion, by Cale Young 
Rice. Oddly enough, McClure, Phillips 
& Company are the publishers of both ver- 
sions, Miss Wilkinson’s in prose and Mr. 
Rice’s in verse. 

Miss Wilkinson is at present at Una- 
dilla Forks, N. Y., where, in this country, 
she likes best to spend her summers. As a 
poet should she takes increasing delight 
not more in unspoiled nature there than 


in the quiet villagers, among whom she 
has many good friends. 

She has in preparation at present not 
only another volume of plays, but a novel 
on which she is putting the finishing 
touches. She is also the author of ‘Lady 
of Flagflowers” and “The Strength of 
the Hills”, so that she is not entering a 
new field, but returning to old pastures. 


INCE 1865 Marquet de Vasselot, the 

sculptor, has been an exhibitor in the 
Paris Salon, and during that time he has, 
independently of his chosen art, won a 
reputation for himself as a writer and a 
critic. His works on French portraiture 
and French sculpture rank high as criti- 
cal commentaries. He has passed away 
at a ripe age, leaving behind him a group 
of sculptural portraits and monuments. 
These include Balzac, Abraham Lincoln, 
Lamartine, Scribe, Henri Martin, J. J. 
Rousseau, the Comte de Chambord, Gam- 
betta, Rochefort, the Emperor Dom Pe- 
dro, Canovas del Castillo, and Patti. At 
the outset of life M. de Vassclot thought 
of entering diplomacy, and had unusual 
encouragement, but he relinquished his 
pretensions for a student’s life under Bon- 
nat and Jauffroy, and rose, rapidly, to a 
position of distinction. 


PROPOS of the Salon, twelve columns 
in the Paris Temps confess to keen 
disappointment. Mediocrities reign. The 
“line” is monopolized by men who have 
exhibited long and often, whose names 
carry a certain weight, and who have re- 
ally nothing to say that is not hackneyed. 
Here and there appears a charming thing, 
but it is usually trifling. Technique is 
run mad, and the fear of being thought 
literary has caused the artists to deny 
themselves the pleasure of painting inter- 
esting things. It is an exhibition for 
painters, and the general public finds it 
difficult to feign an interest. 
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HAT quality of disdain or ineffi- 

ciency is it that renders some of 
the best actors all but incoherent? Irv- 
ing was, from the first, a slovenly de- 
claimer, and Terry, who had almost 
faultless enunciation, deported herself 
with an insolent disregard for her audi- 
ence, and passed over her lines with ob- 
vious dislike for the necessity of uttering 
them. Maurice Barrymore became a 
creature of wild and sporadic utterance, 
and other actors of less grace and talent 
imitated him. And now Mrs. Fisk has 
become almost impossible to follow. She 
speaks with great rapidity, has permit- 
ted her throat to close till her words are 
metallic, and she is guilty of elisions, and 
curious inflections which make it appear 
at times as if she were speaking a for- 
eign language. 

This tendency is, in one of the most 
intellectual and subtle of American ac- 
tresses, nothing less than a great misfor- 
tune. For it is not likely that Mrs. Fisk 
will take the trouble to correct the fault. 
Like Terry, she appears to have reached 
the place where she regards her audience 
with indifference, perhaps even with im- 
patience. She relies upon herself to the 
utmost, and does not take the pains to 
carry her audience with her. 

This peculiarity assailed her most not- 
ably when she took the role of Becky 
Sharp. In her desire to have the scenes 
move with great vivacity, she emphasized 
her naturally quick tempo. It may be 
said that Becky exercised a profound 
and regrettable influence upon Mrs. 
Fisk’s career. That daring, insolent, 
clever little jade amused and _ interested 
Mrs. Fisk, and something of Becky has 
appeared here and there where it least 
ought to do so. There are traces of her 
even in Hedda Gabbler, who becomes in 
the hands of Mrs. Fisk, a woman of in- 
satiable inquisitiveness, of small mind, 
contemptible spirit and futile ambition. 
Hedda was, by all measurements, a bale- 
ful creature, but Miss Mary Shaw—to 
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speak of one conscientious interpreter of 
Ibsen—has shown her to be a stormy and 
murky spirit, ripe with revolt, and break- 
ing at last through the trammels of a 
life which hampered and tortured her, 
into the unknown—an unknown before 
which she disdained to falter. 

But be Mrs. Fisk’s interpretations 
what they may, they will lose their ef- 
fectiveness if she insists upon a_high- 
pitched, petulant and voluble utterance 
in which the words trip over each other 
in reckless incoherence. 

It may be remarked at this point, that 
not for many years has there been such 
an exhibition of exquisite delivery as that 
which Mrs. Patrick Campbell gave in the 
curious and interesting plays which she 
had the valor to put on the stage. As 
Clara Sang she held the audience spell- 
bound during one act in which she did 
not move from her bed—an act in which 
the interest depended solely on her re- 
cital. Without effort or affectation, she 
told the story of a life of enforced qui- 
etude and inner stress, in tones so clear, 
so vibrant, so moving, that the story 
might have been a symphony played on 
an instrument of fine-drawn strings. 


STRONG brief might be written for 

Miss Ida M. Tarbell as our most dis- 
tinguished American woman of letters. 
She gives her attention wholly to large 
matters and she handles them in a large 
way. She possesses in marked degree the 
journalist’s detective sense, coupled with 
the painstaking methods of the trained 
historian. The truth, the whole truth and 
nothing but the truth is what she seeks, 
—fearlessly and tirelessly. Her search- 
ing study of Lincoln’s early life disclosed 
new and invaluable material in an oft- 
gleancd field. Her story of the Standard 
Oil monopoly is already accepted as one 
of the most important contributions ever 
made to American commercial and social 
history. The accompanying portrait on- 
ly hints at the charm and distinction of 
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Miss Tarbell’s personality. Troops of 
friends admire a sweet “reasonableness” 
that makes her a delightful companion. 
Her presence and bearing mark her as 
belonging to the royal line of gentle- 
women. She is not an agitator,—not, in 
the usual sense, a woman with a mission. 
All wholesome and amiable things appeal 
to her. It is doubtful whether any other 
woman in New York is welcomed in so 
many or so varied social circles as she. 


HILIP Verrill Mighels, whose story, 
“Bruvver Jim’s Baby,” represents a 
new and genuine success in American fic- 
tion, was born in Carson City, Nevada, in 
1869. Young Mighels was educated for 
the legal profession, and went so far as to 
_ practice a short time. But the fatal step 
had already been taken—at the age of 
eighteen he had published in the Sacra- 
mento Bee a story for which he received 
no pay. He abandoned the law, went to 
San Francisco, and earned a limited liv- 
ing as a sketch artist and as a reporter. 
Finding this unsatisfactory, he went to 
New York, and edited three trade jour- 
nals for a year. Then ‘dead broke and 
fricndless,” as he himself says, he started 
out to work for himself. The first indi- 
vidual work for which he was paid was a 
‘“Carrier’s Address,” in verse, for which a 
syndicate paid him seventy-five dollars. 
Then he wrote advertising verses and fi- 
nally struck into story writing, and, as 
the saying is “found himself.” He has 
recently contributed a number of stories 
to Harper’s Magazine. 


T is noticeable that a growing courage 
shows itself in young men with the 
“literary habit.” Whereas, a few years 
ago, they clung to the salaried positions 
on newspapers and other periodicals, leav- 
ing their “creative work” to represent 
their moments of leisure, they now launch 
boldly out as “writers,” willing to take 
their chances in literature as they would 
in any other profession. 
To do this a young man must be one 
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of two things—cither very much of an 
enthusiast over what he has to say, or 
else a deliberate and practical watcher 
of the literary market. There are many 
more of the latter than of the first de- 
nomination. They are college men with 
a love for writing, who would not deny 
their commonplaceness, and who set store 
by their adaptability. They expect to 
train themselves much as a newspaper 
man trains himself. They have intelli- 
gence, industry, health, sense and a type- 
writer. They meet the common demand 
of the common people, and the whirring 
presses of the magazines make a stirring 
accompaniment to their reasonable 
dreams. They are not idealists, they do 
not assert any claims. They merely en- 
ter the profession, as a lawyer, a physi- 
cian or an actor would enter the profes- 
sion. It is true that the first two are 
pronounced upon by a more or less com- 
petent board of examiners before they 
are permitted to assume their responsi- 
bilities, whereas the actor and the writer, 
dealing, as they do, with matters of 
taste rather than matters affecting life, 
property and liberty, are to a great ex- 
tent, the judges of their own ability. 

It is unquestionably true that in these 
days, when the reading habit is all but 
universal, the intelligent man of fair tal- 
ent is in the way to earn his living by 
the use of his pen in less or more crea- 
tive writing. He is under no illusions 
about himself or his public. He knows 
no more of transports than does a rail- 
way ticket agent. He has no more mes- 
sage than any good school teacher. He 
docs not look for laurels, and would, per- 
haps, be embarrassed by them. He is 
an artisan of letters, sane, brisk, and up 
to the times. He is a worker of good 
mediocrity in a day when the public 
school, the increased prosperity of the 
country, and the ambition of the people 
have acted as great levelers—a period of 
publicity, of democracy, of complaisant 
comfort, without splendor, genius, or 
great opportunity. 
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UY Wetmore Carryl was born in 
1873 and died April 1, 1904. 
Thirty-one years is a short time in which 
to do a worthy thing that shall catch the 
much-fretted ear of the great public, even 
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in this day of the young man. Yet 
Carryl’s death is mourned on both sides 
of the Atlantic and his written word has 
given joy to countless thousands. He 
lived a full life, though he died at the 
very threshold. 


R. Robert Herrick and Mr. James 

Weber Linn are not now the only 
novelists among the faculty of the Uni- 
versity of Chicago. Mr. Robert Morss 
Lovett has ventured to try his hand at 
fiction, and has written a story about the 
New England conscience. ‘Richard 
Gresham” is the title of the novel and 
also the name of the man in whom the 
previously mentioned conscience has its 
tyrannical way. Gresham sacrifices his 
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natural career in life that he may earn 
money to pay back a large sum which his 
father was supposed to have dishonestly 
appropriated. Gresham, a tender and 
dreamful nature, passionately loyal to 
those he loves, goes out into the world 
and encounters bitter hardships in remote 
lands-among coarse and selfish men. But 
his ‘white visions’? do not desert him, nor 
yet his faith in the future. And the end 
—is the beginning. Mr. Lovett shows 
himself to have a delicate imagination 
and a fine facility in language. He makes 
a worthy member of the good trinity of 
Chicago University novelists. He is, per- 
haps, more imaginative than Mr. Herrick 
or Mr. Linn; but Mr. Herrick has strong 
definite ideas. He is never vague or inco- 
herent; and Mr. Linn has grace and ro- 
mance. 


T is rather late in the day to scold 
about Carlyle. One generation nearly 
wore itself out doing it, and it would 
seem as if the edge of asperity ought to be 
dulled by this time. But two recently pub- 
lished volumes of correspondence brings 
once more to mind the inferiority of this 
philosopher to other men in all that relates 
to self-control. These two books are: 
“New Letters of Thomas Carlyle’’, edited 
and annoted by his nephew, Mr. Alexan- 
der Carlyle; and: “H. Taine, Sa Vie et Sa 
Correspondance: le Critique et le Phi- 
losophe, 1853-1870”, compiled by Mme. 
Taine. 

The “new letters” are produced with 
the intention of showing Carlyle in his 
more amiable, casual and friendly moods, 
and it may be said, indeed, that they are 
offered in apology and defense. They 
contain undeniably, some sympathetic and 
gracious epistles; but the unhealth and 
turbulence of that mind which never knew 
equanimity, of those digestive organs 
which, like certain criminals, succeeded in 
attaining a celebrity for villainy, underlie 
all. Carlyle was in a bog, poor wretch, 
and the fact that now and then his feet 
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touched a hillock of solid ground only 
made his inevitable flounder more pitiful. 
He rent the heavens with his dyspeptic 
cries, he confided his insomnia to gencra- 
tions yet to come, and gloomed over his 
inconveniences with an epic passion. 

It is curious to contrast with this 
prodigious complainer the letters of’a pa- 
tient man. Taine had as much need for in- 
dustry as had Carlyle. He made a happy 
marriage—Mme. Tainc had not the acrid 
brilliancy of Mrs. Carlyle—and he sus- 
tained her devotion with his amiability 
and consideration. He, like Carlyle, had a 
keen perception of the inherent sorrow of 
life; but he had, at least, the desire to 
meet the conditions of existence with as 
much fortitude as less cultivated men. 
And he labored under serious physical dis- 
advantages. He suffered from an acute 
disease of the throat and from general dis- 
ability so great that for years he was una- 
ble either to study or to write. He even 
wrote guide books to defray the expenses 
of traveling, which he undertook in the 
interests of his health. But his fortitude 
never failed, and even when he was forced 
to the conclusion that his work lacked its 
best attainment, and but partly expressed 
himself, he confronted that profoundly 
disappointing fact with patience and a 
noble sadness. 

Carlyle hunted down the shams and 
slew them to the glory of right and the 
advantage of all men. But Taine was not 
looking for wild beasts that he might slay 
them, but for amenable truths, that he 
might walk with them. 


HARLOTTE Perkins Gilman, the 
author of that interesting new book, 
“Human Work,” has, first and last, made 
a tremendous stir among women. She 
probably has more opponents in a larger 
variety of places, classes of society and 
previous and present conditions of servi- 
tude than any other woman in the coun- 
try. She has written chiefly about human 
liberty, and this is always an intensely ir- 
ritating subject to those who covertly sus- 
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pect they may not be free, but who wish 
to think themselves so. 

There are certain sacred words, it is 
said, which can be uttered in such a man- 
ner as to throw the devotee into an ecsta- 
sy. To utter the name of Charlotte 
Perkins Gilman is to precipitate many ex- 
cellent women into a frenzy. It has been 
resolved that she is a dangerous influence 
—not an evil one. Far from it. Merely 
an explosive agency, like dynamite—a 
thing which it would be difficult to get 
along without. It is rather more than 
possible that before Mrs. Gilman is 
through she is going to dislodge some 
large obstacles in the sea roads of prog- 
ress; but it must be admitted that it is 
the part of caution to get out of the way 
while the blast is going on. 

‘Human Work” may be termed an in- 
vestigation of many modern forms of 
slavery, and an attempt to understand 
them. Mrs. Gilman is not a person to be 
taken in by tradition. Custom is not a 
bogy to her. She is not awed by a thing 
because it is usual. She manages to dis- 
sipate that curious mist which familiarity 
makes between the sociologist and society. 
She has a genius for looking at things 
with the fresh and unprejudiced eyes of 
one who steps upon the planet for the 
first time. If she had not a vast number 
of preconceived ideals and theories, this 
might be more illuminating than it is. 
But Mrs. Gilman could hardly have her 
true inheritance from the Becchers, and 
not be either a theorist or a rhapsodist. At 
times she is both, and then, for para- 
graphs, she is lacking in coherency. “Hu- 
man Work” is, what of all things Mrs. 
Gilman would least like it to be, an essen- 
tially feminine work. That is to say, it 
appears to be inspirational rather than 
thoughtful. Mrs. Gilman has an incan- 
descent glow mentally, and she is, sporad- 
ically, a brilliant student. But she is as 
like to fly as to walk on solid ground, and 
when she flies sensible folk, being of the 
unwinged tribe, will not essay to follow 
her. 


F. C. YOHN 
ARTIST AND ILLUSTRATOR 
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ACK London writes much and well, but 
he lets his similes have their way with 
him now and then. In his latest book, a 
collection of short stories, entitled “The 
Faith of Men,” he has been guilty of a 
number of curious phrases which lead the 
reader to wish that Mr. London would 
revise his work with patience before plac- 
ing it in the hands of a large and trusting 
constituency. In a moment of sympa- 
thetic delineation, Mr. London refers to 
a man who had long arms, “like prehis- 
toric man’s,” and “‘whose hands were like 
soup-plates, twisted and gnarled, and big- 
knuckled from toil.” Gnarled soup-plates 
are, indeed, extraordinary vessels. At an- 
other moment of inspired description Mr. 
London depicts his hero. ‘‘In his pale 
blue eyes,” he observes, “as in summer 
seas, immortal dreams swam up and 
burned.” 

The suggestion of fishes putting up 
their grotesque heads and snapping for 
flies might be endurable, if the word 
“burned” had not brought further visions 
of a careless cook. Mr. London is inimi- 
tably clever, but he must take a little more 
time to follow out the lines of thought 
suggested by his own breathless Muse. 


T is difficult—when the wind is sou’- 

sow-west—to tell a hawk from a 
young eagle. And the wind has, for 
some time, been sou’-sou’-west. That is 
why one wastes time wondering which sort 
of a bird Joseph Conrad is going to be— 
which of the sinister brood nested him. 
When he wrote “‘Typoon”, and “Youth”, 
and other things, he was somewhat vague, 
but he was, after all, masterful. His 
grotesques emerged, formidable and of 
heroic stature, but half-way from the 
stone. He was the young Rodin of litera- 
ture, and his work bore the qualities of a 
melancholy and passionate amateur, who 
had not yet come to his own. But now he 
has written a novel, and, unfortunately, 
has not written it alone. Mr. Ford M. 
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Hueffer has been his collaborator. This 
is not saying that Mr. Hueffer is not a 
good workman, but that the interpolation 
of his personality has made it impossible 
to judge of Mr. Conrad as the writer of a 
long novel. 

**Romance”—for such is the title of 
this extraordinary book, which appears 
bearing the stamp of McClure, Phillips 
& Company—is of unusual Iength. It is 
in five parts and has over four hundred 
pages. It is a study of youth, in its utmost 
prodigality, gallantry and inquisitiveness. 
This is not intended as a review of the 
book, but merely a suggestion in regard 
to Mr. Conrad’s characteristics. Refer- 
ence has been made to the vagueness of his 
previous work. This was not a feature of 
the character delineation, which was, in- 
decd, graphic and distinctive. It showed 
itself in the lack of intention and outcome 
of his tales. The heroes were, for no very 
understandable reason, sent upon jour- 
neys—murky and horror-haunted as those 
of Ulysses—and they emerged, scorched 
in spirit and broken in body. The fascina- 
tion that. such a tale held for the imagina- 
tive reader was, of course, extreme. The 
curious feeling that he had been in the 
company of men with supernatural quali- 
ties awed and, at moments, revolted him. 
These characters were not merely men— 
they were reptile-men, octopus-men, cor- 
morant-men, tiger-men. Their qualities 
were not simply primitive; they were 
primordial. They scemed to belong to the 
days before men and beasts had parted 
ways. 

“Romance”’ is of a piece with these 
stories, but it shows the assistance of some 
one who has facility with plots, who does 
not disdain a climax, and who knows how 
to meet the popular taste. In other words, 
this collaboration on the part of Mr. Con- 
rad and Mr. Hueffer represents a conces- 
sion on the part of the former. He has 
become conscious of his defects. He has 
asked in his neighbor to help him remedy 
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them. It is, as might have been expected, 
a mistake. ‘‘Romance” is a book pitched 
in a tumultuous minor, and from the first 
menacing notes of the overture, to the 
curious cadence of sorrow-in-happiness at 
the last, it is as bewildering, fantastic and 
wild as Walpurgis night. But it is, in all 
ways, overdone. There is too much vil- 
lainy, too much murk, too much blood, too 
many lies. It is possible to count the ser- 
pents in the Laocoén, but in “Romance” 
one is in a disgusting writhe and tangle 
of them, and grows nauseated with their 
slime. 

Actually the story belongs with those 
monstrous pictures of Bécklin’s! And if 
Mr. Hueffer had not brought his influence 
to bear, the public would have had the 
privilege of reading one of the weirdest 
and Coleridgian of novels. As it is, the 
novel is cumbersome, tedious at times, 
weighted down with terrors and tricked 
out, finally, with certain conventions, 
which give the effect of a widow who has 
taken a notion to wear corals with her 
weeds. 


IGNORA Ada Negri is much enam- 
ored with the loveliness of sorrow and 
the passion of tragedy. In her latest 
book of poetry, ‘Maternita,” she in- 
dulges herself like a Greek of other days, 
in a luxury of melancholy. The joys of 
life do not attract her. Perhaps she does 
not see them. Such obliquity would be 
no more amazing than the inability of 
many American writers to see the sorrows 
and tragedies of life. Mr. Howells has 
never arisen to the perception of a digni- 
fied and heroic sorrow. A tiny cheerful- 
ness has long been the fashion in this 
country, and it is only now that some re- 
action is showing itself. 

The reactionary movements of life and 
literature are interesting and surprising 
things. It is little less than astonishing, 
for example, in these days when women 
as well as men are urging their right to 


select their occupations, to find Ada 
Negri looking forward to the day when 
every mother shall suckle her child in joy 
and peace, and no woman shall be forced 
to leave her home and desert the cradle 
“for a law of servile toil,” but shall be 
free to devote herself to the rearing of 
the hero. That is all very well, and it 
has an epic sound, but the verity is that 
nowhere is there more depressing: servile 
toil than in the home of the poor woman, 
who must alone minister to all the needs 
of her family, and who finds in the ever- 
filled cradle, the chain that fastens her 
down to nights of broken sleep, of long 
days, unilluminated by any knowledge 
save that of the domestic round.  Civili- 
zation brings its privileges and penalties 
—more of the former than the latter— 
and it has brought, among other things, 
the mitigation of what may be termed 
squaw labor. Never was the cradle so sel- 
dom vacated by death as now, that new 
maternal standards rule, never did so 
many efficient “heroes”? emerge from it 
as in these later days, when the mother 
can contribute to the education of her 
sons, and never has the mother preserved 
her youth and love of life as now, that 
domestic responsibilities are varied with 
the other interests of life. “Maternita” 
is no longer the heavy burden. The 
times have mitigated it. The depressed 
Signora Negri dwells too much on the 
classics, sees too much of the sad-eyed 
peasants of her own country. If the gay 
winds of the present day world could 
reach her where she broods, she might un- 
derstand that seclusion is not the thing 
that woman requires for her happiness. 
For where women are most secluded they 
are most abject. It is liberty they want, 
even as all human creatures want it. Lib- 
erty is the sweetener of life, and the 
longer it is enjoyed, the more judiciously 
will it be used. The epic view is pleasing, 
but the facts of the case are much more 
interesting, not to say comfortable. 
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““T“HE Loves of Edwy” is the name of 

a novel by Rose Cecil O’Neill an- 
nounced for early appearance. <A year 
or more ago Miss O’Neill became the wife 
of Harry Leon Wilson, editor of Puck 
and author of “The Spenders.” As 
“O'Neill” Mrs. Wilson is known as a 
brilliant and humorous illustrator. Most 
of her work has appeared in Puck and 
Life. If the characters in her first novel 
are as charming and as clever as is the 
author herself then the ‘Loves of Edwy” 
is certain and deserving of success. 


ROSE CECIL O'NEILL 


HEN summer comes and all the 

world goes mad and nomadic, de- 
serting its homes and attiring itself in 
fantastic garments, a few persons retain 
definite ideas of utilizing the summer 
months. They find work and study adapt- 
ed to the season. They form themselves 
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into Summer Schools of Philosophy, or 
Chautauqua societies, or, if they be con- 
cerned about their souls, go to camp meet- 
ing, or they retire to mountain heights to 
contemplate, or they fall to and turn 
themselves into artisans, and they chant 
of Morris while they make cabinets or 
pottery with careful handicraft. 

One such interesting community is to 
be found at Glenmore in: the Adirondacks, 
where, long since, Professor Davidson, one 
of the most distinguished of American 
scholars, founded the “‘Summer School of 
Cultural Sciences and Philosophy.” This 
is imposing nomenclature to be sure, but 
the life is simplicity itself, and it is said 
that no more wisdom is talked than may 
be assimilated by a good mental diges- 
tion. The place is one of great beauty 
and wildness. The hills have done their 
utmost to induce the eyes of men to be 
lifted up unto them, and in the choicest 
spots stand the rude cottages where the 
“philosophers” and ‘‘cultural scientists” 
gather. They have, at times, their for- 
mal lectures and classes. More frequent- 
ly their discussions are casual. Mr. 
Thomas Davidson is the head of the soci- 
ety. Mr. Stephen Weston, the president 
of Antioch College, frequents the place ; so 
does Mr. Burns Weston, who is a pillar 
of the Ethical Culture movement of Phil- 
adelphia. Madame Neyman, that disin- 
terested worker among the Poles in Amer- 
ica, is of the company; so at times is Mr. 
W. T. Harris, Commissioner of Educa- 
tion at Washington. Dr. Dewey and Mrs. 
Dewey, of Chicago, the well-known edu- 
cators, take their summer outing there; 
Felix Adler and Jacob Riis are guests. 
Mrs. Charlotte Perkins S. Gilman visits 
the home of Mrs. Martin, a socialist, who 
gathers many of that unfaith about her, 
and Mrs. Asbury Johnson, conspicuous 
in various liberal movements in Chicago, 
prefers this for her summer abode. And 
in a solitary house, Miss Marie Little, 
weaver and philosopher, plies her web of 
art fabric and of sociological ideas. 
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Another community deals not with 
ideas so much as with the work of the 
hands. This stands up above Kingston 
in the Catskills, and has as its head Mr. 
Ralph Radcliffe Whitehead, a gentleman 
who does not like American city life and 
who is devoted to ancient Greek ideals. 
He has, it is said, some hope that he will 
eventually induce a proportion of Amcri- 
cans to understand, or perhaps even to 
adopt them. He has written several books 
in series, the title of the series being ‘*Ar- 
rows of the Dawn.” These are, in a sub- 
liminal sense, text books, and are a pro- 
jection of the Greek idea. About Mr. 
Whitehead has gathered a group of art- 
ists and artisans who understand so much 
of the Greck idea at least as enables them 
to do handwork that Morris might have 
scrutinized without pain. Hervey White 
and Car] Linden have a place there which 
they call the “‘Lark’s Nest.” Miss Mary 
Manning and Miss Olivia Dunbar, two of 
the younger generation of story writers, 
work there during the summer. Her- 
mann W. Murphy, Dawson Watson and 
Birge Harrison, the artists, frequent the 
place. Miss Jeannette Gilder sometimes 
goes there for a few days when she can 
get away from the editorial chair. Mrs. 
Lou Moore, the versatile sculptor of Chi- 
cago, rests here when she is not at Eagle’s 
Nest, where Chicago artists most do con- 
gregate. Miss Krysher, the illustrator, 
makes this her vacation place, and Dr. 
Martin Schiitze, the poet, who is of the 
faculty of the University of Chicago, and 
his wife, Eva Schiitze, renowned for her 
photographic portraits, seek out this 
place. 

The spot is well equipped for ‘work. 
There is a cabinet shop, a forge, a fine 
library on design and kindred topics, and 
there are studios of several sorts. The 
tule of the place is handicraft. The 
writers are tolerated, but even they, it is 
said, fall to making furniture or vessels 
of silver and gold. The summer solstice 
can not bring idleness to this place. There 


are hours of work under a director, weekly 
criticisms and displays of achievement, 
and awards of merit. 


ROBAN KODA ; KOYO OZAKI 
See Page 222 

HE life of Michael Davitt, whose 
book, ‘*The Fall of Feudalism in Ire- 
land,” has just been published by the 
Harpers, runs like a romance. He was 
born in Ireland in 1846. At the age of 
seven he had his first experience of being 
evicted by a landlord. At ten he was 
working in a Lancashire cotton-mill, 
where he suffered the loss of his right arm 
in the machinery. Thus handicapped, he 
became successively a newsboy, a printer’s 


devil, and an assistant letter-carrier. He’ 


joined the Fenian Brotherhood and after 
five years was arrested and tried for trea- 
son-felony and sentenced to fifteen years’ 
penal servitude. In ’77 he was released 
as a “‘ticket-of-leave’”? man; but, so far 
from taking any warning from this ex- 
perience, he joined Parnell and other agi- 
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tators and founded with them the Irish 
Land League. Several times he landed 
again in prison for short terms. His par- 
liamentary career has been a stormy one, 


a “a =< 
Courtesy of Harper & Brothers 
MICHAEL DAVITT 
Author of “The Fall of Feudalism in Ireland” 


owing to the opposition of enemies. He 
is the author of several other volumes, but 
“The Fall of Feudalism in Ireland” sums 
up the valuable results of the life-work of 
Parnell, Davitt, and their fellow-agitators. 


RS. Voynich, the author of ‘The 
Gadfly” —that sinister and unfor- 
gettable book—has put a new novel upon 
the market. The title is ‘Olive Latham,” 
and it has to do with Russian life. An 
English girl and an eccentric Pole are the 
leading characters. Mrs. Voynich is never 
hackneyed. She has her own unabashed 
way of looking at things, and a style 
which never fails to be distinguished. Al- 
though her books are full of stirring inci- 
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dent, her own life, she confesses, has been 
singularly placid. She was, before her 
marriage, Miss Ethel Lillian Boole, 
daughter of an eminent logician. Her 
husband is a native of Lithuania, a quiet, 
cultivated gentleman, who, not approving 
of the methods of the Russian govern- 
ment, prefers to live in the most securely 
representative of countries, England. <As 
a collector of book plates he has an inter- 
national reputation. ‘‘Olive Latham’’ is 
the third of Mrs. Voynich’s novels, the 
first being “The Gadfly,” which brought 
her into immediate celebrity, and the sec- 
ond, “Jack Raymond,” a powerful study 
of the old theme of the “black sheep.” 
This was a stirring book, but owing to 
the peculiar theme, did not obtain much 
popularity, though it might have been 
read with profit by many who passed it by. 


HATEVER else may be said of Mr. 
Maurice Hewlett, he is not bour- 

geois. He has never condescended, as 
did Mrs. Humphrey Ward, to come down 
to those curious standards of morality 
and improbability which stultify much 
American writing and to a greater or less 
extent limit the power of contemporary 
English literature. Even Mrs. Atherton, 
who complains of the narrow limits of 
present day fiction, would accord to Mr. 
Hewlett a free imagination and an un- 
trammelled pen. Moreover, the author of 
“The Forest Lovers” is in a position to 
stand for his literary convictions, even 
against the publishers, who have regard 
for the censorship of the British Matron, 
the American Girl and the public librarian. 
Certainly Swinburne himself has not 
been more frank in regard to that pale 
Queen of the Heart’s Desire, Mary of 
Scotland, than has Mr. Hewlett in his in- 
genious novel, “The Queen’s Quair.” That 
delicate, avid, desirous lady, impelled by 
the inheritances of a race in which some- 
thing of the artist’s temperament united 
itself to that of inherent royalty, has never 
received a more realistic delineation. He 
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has been as frank and as detailed as 
Brantéme himself. And he has made of 
the Royal Enigma a simple problem— 
that of a woman always seeking for love, 
submitting fatally, at last, to masculine 
domination, and passing into life’s nadir 
with the pure star of love yet unrisen. 
For those who have been fascinated by 


that immortal mortal, Mary Stuart, this 
study of her has extraordinary interest. 
It simplifies her, no question. And it 
awakens pity for her, though it does not 
at any time, idealize her. The book be- 
longs to the aristocracy of literature. It 
is a bold book, and above the scruples of 
the cautious. It is not “bourgeois.” 


WHAT I THINK OF KEATS 
By Arthur Stringer 


AM over-thumbed, dog-eared, and stained with grass, 
All bleached with sun and time, and eloquent 

Of afternoons in golden-houred Romance, 

You turn them o’er, these comrade books of mine, 
And idly ask me what I think of Keats. 


Yet let me likewise idly question you 

Round whom the clangor of the Market clings: 

In Summer toward the murmurous close of June 

Have you e’er walked some dusty meadow path 

That faced the sun and quivered in the heat, 

And as you brushed through grass and daisy-drift, 
- Found glowing on some sun-burnt little knoll 

One deep, red, over-ripe wild-strawberry ?>— 

The sweetest fruit beneath Canadian skies 

And in that sun-bleached field the only touch 

Of lustrous color to redeem the Spring,— 

The flame-red passion of life’s opulence 

Grown over-sweet and soon ordained to death! 


And have you ever caught up in you hand 
That swollen globe of soft deliciousness? 
You notice first the color, richly red; 

And then the odor, strangely sweet and sharp, 
And last of all, you crush its ruddy core 
Against your lips, till color, taste, and scent 


Might make your stained mouth stop to murmur: “This 


The very heart of Summer that I crush !”— 
So poignant through its lusciousness it seems! 


Then what's the need, Old Friend, of foolish words; 
I’ve shown you now just what I think of Keats. 


en NN 


KOYO OZAKI 


By Yone Noguchi 


ROM Japan was taken away, two 
F months ago, one of the greatest fig- 
ures of the modern literature of 
Japan, through the death of Koyo Ozaki 
(Koyo being his pen name, which means 
the beautiful “maple leaves”). His writ- 
ing has been compared with a furisode 
(long sleeve of a young girl’s dress) dyed 
in Yuzen,—the figures being, doubtless, 
maple leaves glowing to the setting sun. 
He attained, in the Japanese estimation, 
to the highest point in the art of writing, 
speaking more exactly of the writing of 
beauty and love. He was the most pains- 
taking writer. How often he blackened his 
manuscript changing the words, and had 
to renew the paper. It is said that it was 
not an unusual thing for him to reach the 
next morning while struggling with a few 
lines. He usually worked at night. 

He wanted to be an artist, and was 
always dissatisfied with his own work, al- 
though it appeared perfect to us. He told 
his friends surrounding his death bed that 
he would be re-born eight times more and 
study the art of writing. 

His works—forty-three stories in all— 
were stories of Tokyo. What his master, 
Saikaku Ibara, of the seventeenth century 
did for his Osaka (Ibara was a resident in 
Osaka), Koyo Ozaki did for Tokyo. To 
be a genuine Tokyo writer was something 
in Japan. And to be the greatest of To- 
kyo writers was the greatest distinction. 
He built his stories on clean morality, 
which he learned from the Western htera- 
ture. He improved his Saikaku Ibara with 
the light and shadow of the Occidental art. 
His works will be regarded in the future 
as a history of Tokyo in our Meiji era 
(yes, our enlightened Meiji era, as we say 
sentimentally). There was no writer in 
Japan who grasped the spirit and pas- 


sion of Tokyo as he did. Isn’t it a delight 
to read his “Without a Word, Without 
Saying”? His “Three Wives” is like 
cherry blossoms. When he died he was a 
year or two under forty. 

There appeared in Tokyo many a Koyo 
number of magazine, eulogizing his 
charming character. He was a Tokyonian 
through and through, that is to say, he 
was gallant, he was always ready to help 
his’ friends, and he was fastidious in his 
taste and manner. He was like a cloisonné 
vase, for which no:care or expense was 
spared, as one of his friends said. He left 
word how things were to be done when he 
died. He told his wife to send out the 
round white cakes with a red maple leaf 
stamped on them on the eighth day after 
his funeral. His body shouldn’t be laid 
in his coffin, though it is our custom, as it 
would be impolite to lay himself down 
while the other people walked at his 
funeral. He said he should sit on a chair 
in the casket. 

It was said in the paper that Mr. Ya- 
kumo Koizumi, who is none other than 
Lafcadio Hearn, is expected to have a pa- 
per on Koyo. Why shouldn’t he write 
about him? He is a Japanese in the truest 
meaning. (What a delightful name he 
has, by the way! Yakumo means the 
“eight-fold clouds.”)) There was a deluge 
of articles about Koyo. One of his pupils 
Kyoka Izumi, no mean novelist, is said to 
be going to write his life. And the Ha- 
kubunkun, the biggest publishing house 
in Japan, has started the publication of 
his whole works in six volumes. He is 
enough honored. 

His life is the history of the modern 
literature of Japan. We did not have any 
magazine or newspaper some forty years 
ago. His little magazine, which he pub- 
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lished under the name of “Garakuta 
Zoshi”’ (‘‘waste paper”), when he was yet 
in his teens and a student of the Imperial 
University, was the first in Japan. He 
originated the use of personal pronouns 
and of the dash, interrogation and excla- 
mation points, which were the newest 
things in those days. He minted a new 
vocabulary, combining Chinese, Japanese 
and English. It was quite natural for As- 
ton to comment, in his History of Japan- 
ese Literature, that “he frequently gives 
the impression of having thought in Eng- 
lish, and then presented his readers with 
a literal translation in Japanese.” But 
that was in the early days of his literary 
career. Since ten years ago his style be- 
came crystalized and distinctively his own. 
His phraseology was the best in our Jap- 
anese literature, frequently interrupted 
by a charming touch of frivolty in hir- 
ing a phrase from the English or Chinese. 
He learned much about characterization 
from Dickens and Thackeray. He regard- 
ed Dickens as the greatest novelist in the 
world. He was an earnest student of Eng- 
lish literature. Only a few weeks before 
his death he bought a set of the Times’ 
Encyclopedia and the Century Diction- 
ary. He meant to study further. His last 
work was the translation of Victor Hugo’s 
“‘Notre Dame” though an English edi- 
tion. 

It was his ambition, for many a year, 
so I was told, to study English, and to 
leave a story or two, at least, in English 
for the Western library—though it may 
be impossible to be remembered by the 
busy Western public,—behind him. He 
often declared that he had many a thing 
to tell or to teach to the Occidental world. 
“I agree with the Chinese scholar,” once 
he observed, “who declined all the other 
books except Bunyan’s ‘Pilgrim’s Prog- 
ress, as not worthy for translation. I 
think the Chinese literature is far superior 
to English, so far as only the writing is 
concerned. What a magnificent concise- 
ness in Chinese phrases! What a strength 
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and suggestion in the vocabulary! And I 
dare say even our Japanese literature is 
higher than English in such a matter. But 
what a poverty in our thought! I fancy 
our Oriental writers cultivated how to say 
as they did not have what to say. I look 
upon Dickens with every respect and all 
admiration. But his long sentences and 
slow characterizations make me mad. If 
he ever had learned our ““Hokku” (seven- 
teen syllable poem), and studied how to 
express everything in short sentences! 
Not only Dickens, nearly all the English 
writers wrote and are writing now too 
long altogether. The other day I was sent 
some six best selling stories from Amer- 
ica. They made me almost despise Amer- 
ican literature. They didn’t appear as art 
at all. Washington Irving, Poe, and 
Hawthorne are great, after all. Some part 
of Irving’s “Sketch Book” sounds just 
like Japanese. And it seems to me that 
the modern English writers do not know 
how to choose the titles for their books. 
They use the names of the heroines fre- 
quently, or a phrase which explains the 
motives of their stories. They are not in- 
teresting or suggestive, they are like the 
sign-board of a laundry. I thank God 
that I was born in Japan, where mystery 
is a virtue. Suggestion is the spirit of our 
national literature. It may be the Amer- 
ican writers’ idea to give such a plain, 
clear title in order to explain what the 
book may be. But I love mystery. I like 
to sit in a room with many a screen and 
closet, having pictures and kimonos here 
and there, and smelling certain odors from 
a mysterious corner. In America, even the 
novelists are doing their work from a 
practical business view-point.” 

When he was asked which title was best 
among his books, in his idea, he replied 
that he liked ““My Neighbor’s Girl.” 

““Doesn’t everybody want to know some- 
thing about the neighbor, and especially 
about the girl, whether she be pretty or 
how old? Suggestion—but nothing 
else !? he exclaimed. 


A TALK WITH PLACIDA 


" By Sewell Ford 


WAS talking with Placida about 
books, or, rather, Placida was talking 
about books to me. She takes them 

seriously and in large lots, does Placida. 

“Some day,” said she, “I’m going to 
make a list of all the Delectable Young- 
sters I’ve met in fiction. What a lark it 
would be if one could get them all to- 
gether in the flesh, a sort of all-star com- 
pany, and sce how they would take each 
other? Don’t you think Tom Sawyer and 
T. Sandys would make a team? Senti- 
mental Tommy, I mean; not the T. San- 
dys of ‘The Letters,’ but the one who 
played with Corp in the Glen.” 

“You would have to have Grizel, too.” 

“Yes, she could come, but I should draw 
the line at Elspeth. Tommy was never at 
his best when she was around. And Huck- 
leberry Finn should come with Tom Saw- 
yer. Rollo should be there, the delicious 
little prig, and the Sawyer boy should 
have him for his own especial victim. 
Then there would be Gavroche, for this is 
to be a cosmopolitan affair. Fancy Ga- 
vroche and Huck Finn taking stock of 
each other! I should introduce Becky 
Sharp, the Becky of the boarding-school 
era, to Rebecca of Sunnybrook Farm, just 
to show that we don’t give a snap for 
centuries.” 

“Then you don’t allow your Delectable 
Youngsters to grow up, do you?” 

“Not as long as I can keep them inside 
the books. But the trouble is I can’t. I 
find them outside. For a while after my 
discoveries I am delighted, but they’re 
bound to grow up and send pictures of 
their babies, which makes you feel how old 
you're getting.” 

“One would never guess it to look at 
you.” 

“Don’t guess, then,”—Placida doesn’t 


like clumsy compliments,—“I was saying 
that they grew up. Oh, I’ve seen them do 
it. Iremember a Sentimental Tommy who 
—well, I supposed for a time that he 
thought a great deal of me.” 

“And why shouldn’t he?” 

‘“Perhaps he did. But he liked too 
many of us at once. When I found out 
about all the others I felt like a decimal 
fraction with a lot of ciphers between me 
and the point. Yet I took pride in Tommy 
and expected him to do great things.” 

“Did he get too stout and choke him- 
self to death climbing a gate?” 

“No. He invented a plan for getting 
a lot of money without working for it. 
He was almost rich enough to be spoken of 
as ‘highly respectable’ when they put him 
in jail, which wasn’t at all like a Barrie 
ending. My Becky Sharp was a disap- 
pointment, too. She didn’t even go on 
the stage. She married a Methodist min- 
ister, buried her brilliancy under hats 
three seasons old and seemed to enjoy 
sanctified poverty. 

“JT knew an Oliver Twist, too. He ran 
away from an orphans’ home, fell among 
thieves, escaped, sniveled his way into the 
confidence of a rich old widow, accepted a 
college education, became so pious that 
he couldn’t wear darned socks and got to 
be cashier of a bank. After he had ab- 
sconded it was found that he had spent 
the widow’s fortune playing the races.” 

“Placida, you ought to give up the 
habit of discovering juvenile originals.” 

“TI wish I could. I have on my hands 
now a Philip, one of the kind who has mad 
days, and a Lovey Mary. They’re quite 
as delectable as their prototypes, but in 
the end they’re sure to be disappointing.” 

As I left, Placida was putting the pa- 
per-knife into a yesterday’s book. 


Port Argent. By Arthur Colton. Henry 
Holt § Co., New York. $1.50. 


ys cae forceful, not to be minutely 
foreshadowed is this Carlislesque trick 
of expression; futilities and effectualities 
talked about, and sharp analyses going sud- 
denly to the heart of things. Yet Mr. Col- 
ton’s is a somewhat modified form, not sq 
angrily volcanic in the throwing of words 
into each other’s teeth, and savage not at 
all, but admirably suited to the story he has 
to tell. And he has a story. A weak, the- 
atric adventurer-preacher has a remarkable 
love for a wayward brother in whose weaker 
character his own communistic tendencies 
and sensational preaching have developed 
an impulsive and unregulated penchant for 
murder. There is a tumultuously senti- 
mental heroine, with shadowy, abstract 
ideals and concrete instincts, to whom he 
weakly goes for help and gets it, and there 
is an eminently sane and strong young hero, 
who gets her out of trouble. The tale has 
its tragedies told with never a wasted word 
and much resultant dramatic force, forming 
a striking background for the picture of 
sweet content that closes the volume. The 
portraiture is more than good, made better 
by the fewness of the brush-marks. The 
girl is a bit shadowy, to be sure, but the 
men are living likenesses of types so fre- 
quently found in the cities of the Middle 
West. Aidee, fully conscious that he is an 
eloquent fraud and despising himself occa- 
sionally therefor; Hennion, cool, practical 
and ruggedly honest, and Wood, the really 
beneficent political boss, tolerant in his 
philosophy and sunny in his temperament, 
are true to life. Even such minor charac- 
ters as Mrs. Tillotson, endeavoring vaguely 
and miscellaneously to be the center of a 
movement, and Coghlan, with his bread- 
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winning blarney, are done with care and 
excellence. But, far and away the best of 
these secondary studies is Secor, the shrewd, 
plunging capitalist, as willing to ‘“‘stake” a 
preacher to a church as a politician to a 
campaign fund, buying a railroad with the 
same carelessly wise judgment he would use 
in backing a jockey to win. He is a work 
of genius, not the least evidence of which is 
his natural pride in his only son. “Ted is 
a drooling damn fool, of course, but he’s no 
quitter!” The book is worth reading—and 
it requires no effort to do it. A. E. W. 


Four Roaps To Parapise. By Maud Wilder 
Goodwin. The Century Company, New 
York. $1.50. 


HE word “novel” does not convey a very 
definite meaning, since it covers any- 
thing from a tale of the Christ to the new- 
est form of dog story, and it would, there- 
fore, not mean much to say that this is one 
of the best novels of the year, since that de- 
pends on the kind of novel one likes. If he 
be fond of the study of character and fin- 
ished literary work, he could not do better 
than read it. There is very little incident 
of the tangible kind, just enough for a 
reasonable setting. A young widow finds 
her happiness in the love of the right kind 
of a man, and for this happiness renounces 
the millions she had inherited under condi- 
tions of celibacy. Before her renunciation 
she looks into other hearts and into her own. 
Anne Blythe is one of the best studies of 

a woman since Becky Sharp, albeit she is a 
much more lovable type. Mixed with her 
impulsiveness is a certain amount of prac- 
tical instinct and honest combativeness, nor 
does her bigness of heart eliminate the 
feminine propensity to discover the faults 
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and puncture the false pretense of another 
beautiful woman. But to delineate all her 
varying moods and tenses would require al- 
most as much space as the book itself. 

And Mrs. Goodwin is evidently a student 
of men, as well as of women. Fleming, 
Yates, Walford and the others are types 
one meets with, and all are flesh and blood. 
Fleming, the hero, does nothing heroic at 
all, unless the brushing aside of all egotism 
and sham be recognized as heroic. It is 
none too common, at any rate. But he is 
the kind of man that sleeps well at night 
and is fairly serene in that trying moment 
when one sits down before his fire and tells 
himself the truth, as he knows it in his heart, 
concerning his motives and methods. 

R. M. S. 


Tue Descent or Man ANp Orner Srories. 
By Edith Wharton. Charles Scribner's 
Sons, New York. $1.50. 


Ml Reser coe is nothing new or different to be 
said about the grace, beauty, refinement, 
brilliancy of epigram, cleverness of de- 
scription and general literary and artistic 
perfection of Mrs. Wharton’s work. All 
this is taken for granted, by this time, by 
those who know. But in regard to this new 
volume of nine short stories, it may be said 
that it is likely to be more popular than any 
of her previous books. I had occasion to 
say the same thing of “Sanctuary,” her 
last book, because that contained more of 
vital, human interest than any former work; 
of this volume I say it, because it contains 
four distinctly humorous stories (Mrs. 
Wharton has often been accused of a lack 
of humor, even of a lack of the sense of 
humor, which is a wholly different thing, 
though the two are sometimes confounded), 
and because more of the stories, save “The 
Dilettante,” can be called “blind.” They 
are, surely, for the most part, a little less 
involved, their subtlety is a little, not less 
subtile, but more evident. In other words, 
they do not need to be read twice—though 
they are all worth many readings. That a 
story does not need to be read twice is un- 
questionably a great merit in a magazine, 
and to many people in a book. But to some 
of us who like a book to have and to hold, 
to love and to cherish, this easy quality is 
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not so valuable, and for the very lack of 
it we have, perhaps, loved Mrs. Wharton’s 
stories the more; and, because she is ac- 
quiring it, we may, perhaps, be a bit sorry; 
and also, perhaps, a bit jealous because we 
have to share her with a wider circle. 

This does not mean that this volume shows 
any evidence that Mrs. Wharton is in dan- 
ger of becoming “a popular author.” Heaven 
forfend! but it does mean that “The De- 
scent of Man” is quite sure to appeal to a 
wider circle than the other books. No, in 
adding humanity and humor to her stories 
Mrs. Wharton has been clever enough not 
to yield a point in brilliancy and perfection 
of finish. These stories are just as clever, 
just as well written, just as perfect in man- 
ner as the others—they are simply, all but 
two of them, just a little less subtile in 
thought and expression, therefore likely to 
be a little more popular. H. C. 


Tue AvtoniograrpHy or Hersert Spen- 
cer. D. Appleton § Company, New 
York. 2 vols. $5.50. 


HAT this, the last and somewhat be- 
lated link to that trinal chain of biog- 
raphy dealing with England’s three great 
evolutionists, would be a monumental work 
was something more than a foregone con- 
clusion. The “natural history” of. such a 
man as Herbert Spencer, however disap- 
pointing it might prove in form, or however 
esoteric it might be in note, could scarcely 
escape eminence. The self-revelations of 
the greatest intellect since Aristotle, the 
career and confessions of the synthesizing 
analyst who stripped and reclothed modern 
Truth, dominating as he has done the scien- 
tific thought and language of the Victorian 
era, could never indeed be without interest, 
however limited they might be in appeal. 
This Autobiography, accordingly, may not 
reveal the charm and crisp geniality of 
Huxley’s “Life and Letters.” It may even 
be without the blitheness, the mellow urban- 
ity, and the gentle magnanimity of “The 
Life and Letters” of Darwin. Yet reflect- 
ing brokenly, as it does, the gradual widen- 
ing and ultimate magnitude of a mind and 
an activity quite unparalleled in the history 
of modern philosophy, its twelve hundred 
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closely printed pages at once take rank, in 
their necessarily qualified way, as one of 
the world’s few great lives. 

Beyond this, too, the volumes stand an 
autumnal flowering of that passionate scru- 
pulosity, that uncompromising candidness, 
that carefully deliberated restraint even 
while piercing to the inmost core of things, 
which marked practically all of Mr. Spen- 
cer’s earlier and more vigorous volumes. So 
austerely naive is this Autobiography at 
times that the reader soon understands 
what prompted Huxley, after going through 
the proof-sheets many years before its final 
publication, somewhat misleadingly to 
class it with Rousseau’s “Confessions.” 

There is, however, little or no gossip in 
its pages, no delectable scandal-mongering, 
no wayward and accidental sparks of per- 
sonality from the great and grim wheel of 
mental industry. It was seldom, during his 
life, that strangers were favorably im- 
pressed with the philosopher. Into this Au- 
tobiography seems to have filtered many of 
those characteristics which made the dour 
and preoccupied scholar often more admired 
than loved. There is none or little of that 
scintillating humor touched with kindliness 
which endeared Huxley to his colleagues. 
Through a haystack of intellectual entities 
we seek in vain for some little needle of 
Pepys-like vanity, some redeeming and hu- 
manizing viciousness. It is always the cold 
white light of abstraction, with none of 
that wavering and many-tinted warmth of 
color so often transfused through a less 
lucid emotionalism. The work, as it stands, 
is more the design of an architect than the 
dream of an artist. Although fine feathers, 
with philosophy, may seldom make a fine 
bird, it is very different with biography. 
The recountal of a life consecrated to in- 
vestigative thought and almost destitute of 
incident and emotion obviously demands 
some little fineness of touch. But with Her- 
bert Spencer the willow of toil grew too 
near the well of life, drinking and drain- 
ing up its waters to the very last. Even 
when. some ten years ago, the author of 
“The Synthetic Philosophy” came to a 
tardy decision as to writing his own life, it 
was then realized that no time remained, in 
his already overtaxed and weakened condi- 
tion, for that bush of verbal beauty which 
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serves to warn the hurrying wayfarer just 
where may be found the oldest and best of 
wine. So day by day, battling against that 
nervous disorder which beset his later years, 
a little of the matter was dictated to an 
amanuensis, and month by month and year 
by year the volumes slowly grew. They be- 
came, as had already become his continuous 
departure into new fields to reémbrace de- 
veloping phenomena and ever altering physi- 
cal data, an example of heroic and passion- 
ate devotion to one great and single aim. 
Yet to-day many of the older ideas inci- 
dentally reintroduced into the Autobiog- 
raphy seem to lack the vigorous touch of, 
say, the “Social Statics.” They here give 
the impression of being strangely air-drawn, 
poignantly reminding one how implacably 
the scientific world must move on past the 
very pioneer who first blazed its path into 
the wilderness of the unknown. 

The final and almost inevitable impres- 
sion of this Autobiography is that Herbert 
Spencer would have remained a more com- 
plete and a more imposing figure if some 
hand other than his own had written his 
life. A natural enough modesty, obviously, 
prevented even such a relentlessly candid 
mind from dwelling on the unparaded 
sweetness simplicity, and heroism of an 
arduous and all too lonely life. Only a ner- 
vous and emotional hand, fired with the zeal 
of comparative youth, could adequately have 
written of a subject so nerveless and un- 
emotional. The scrupulously open-minded 
and simple record of his existence, as this 
quiet scholar remembered it through many 
years, may constitute more or less valuable 
material for the psychologist. But candor 
with so little to be candid about, explicit- 
ness as to publishers’ accounts, and reitera- 
tions as to indispositions, to be interesting, 
must come to us at least a little embellished 
with that art about which Mr. Spencer wrote 
with such scientific precision. 

He is not engaging, but he is always just. 
He may not always seem generous, but he 
is always honest. At first sight he is icily 
egoistic; in the end one finds him su- 
premely aloof and detached. If he shows 
no sweetening sense of humor, his life-long 
friendships and his love of children attest 
to some vestigial softer feeling. He is 
truly heroic, yet he is often enough peevish 
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and irascible. He is studiously and deliber- 
ately ingenuous, and yet he is guardedly 
and discreetly reticent. He is seldom in- 
timate, and never garrulous. Lewes, Hux- 
ley, George Eliot, even Tennyson and Glad- 
stone, he leaves to flit through his pages 
ghost-like, shadowy, indistinct, well hidden 
behind the veil of his abstraction. For, al- 
though he discovered co-relationships be- 
tween outwardly alien subjects, he seemed 
able to establish none as to himself and his 
circle. 

Yet all these are only the passing faults 
of a great work. To every mind of this 
century, alert or intelligent enough to care 
anything for the wider issues of modern 
thought, the magnitude and range of Her- 
bert Spencer’s intellectual career, as re- 
flected in this Autobiography, must be of 
supreme interest. Had these two volumes 
not come to us bearing the stigmata of ex- 
haustion and neurosis, carelessly written and 
unimpressibly conceived, showing, even 
while attesting to the taming effect of life, 
that the mind after all is only as deep as 
the viscera, they would have been welcomed 
as the greatest and best of the world’s Auto- 
biographies. A. S. 


Tux Quariry or Youtn. By Louis Evan 
ry pa Scott-Thaw Co., New York. 
1.50. . 


lie quality of courage is needed by the 
author who essays at the present time to 
interest the public with a novelette of frills 
and ruffles; but Mr. Louis Evan Shipman 
has acquitted himself bravely. His latest 
book has the charm and daintiness of a 
Watteau fan. With French beaux and belles, 
English villains, an American hero and a 
heroine of French-English parentage he 
has woven a little romance that makes the 
reader forget for the moment that he is 
somewhat weary of stories in which the male 
characters take snuff and fight duels with 
equal grace and facility. Though dealing 
with a period when candied expletives were 
familiar to the lips of all he has mercifully 
spared us, and our old friend “Egad!” is 
nowhere to be found in these entertaining 
pages. While the story is unfolded with 
pleasing directness and simplicity there are 
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one or two occasions when the conscientious 
reviewer with an ordinary working vocabu- 
lary is made to seek humbly the guidance of 
his dictionary—and even then is not wholly 
convinced. ‘‘Toising” with the apparent 
meaning of measuring seems a trifle strained 
while “etiolated” as a descriptive adjective 
applied to “night” covers one with surprise 
and confusion. But these are trifles that 
can readily be overlooked in a fascinating 
tale that is offered by its publishers to the 
summer reader in a pleasing and appropri- 
ate form. P. 


Lirz or Dean Farrar. By R. A. Farrar. 
T. Y. Crowell § Co., New York. $2.00 
net. 


B eas volume is absurdly misnamed. It 
is, rather than a life, a series of obituary 
notices, with a small number of letters ad- 
dressed to Dean Farrar and a scant score 
written by him thrown in. These notices 
might be interesting if they were signed 
by people whose view of a distinguished 
man the reader might reasonably be ex- 
pected to care to hear; but why should any 
one wish to read what “A Harrovian,” “A 
Parent,” “A Boy who had been expelled,” 
“An Old Marlburnian” or even Prof. E. 
Spencer Beesly say about any one? When 
Edwin Arnold or Charles Darwin writes, 
we do read with interest; but the little they 
have to say is hopelessly lost under the com- 
munications from the mob of gentlemen who 
exhaust the alphabet to fit themselves out 
with initials. 

No scheme of writing a book could be 
easier for the author and harder for the 
reader. Since each contributor writes in- 
dependently, and since, apparently, most of 
the contributions are published in full, the 
plan results in a great amount of repetition, 
and also in entire lack of continuity. The 
first contributor, for instance, who is sup- 
posed to tell of Canon Farrar’s school days, 
does not confine his account to that period 
but continues his narrative to the end of 
the Dean’s life. Another weakness of the 
plan is that the contributions are naturally 
exceedingly laudatory, being addressed, as 
they are, to a loving son very soon after 
the death of his father. The effect on the 
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perverse human mind of so much praise is 
to create a dislike for the subject of it. It 
is very probable that few readers would feel 
as much admiration for Dean Farrar after 
reading these three hundred pages of 
panegyric, as they felt when they thought 
of him as the beloved Canon of Westmin- 
ster, the Dean of Canterbury, the author of 
the Life of Christ. So the son, not through 
any fault in his subject but by his unhappy 
bungling, has created a prejudice against 
the father whose fame it was intended to in- 
crease. Moreover, a fine subject for biog- 
raphy has been spoiled. There certainly 
must be in the life of a man who was the 
great head-master of two of England’s 
‘great public schools, the rector of a teeming 
London parish, a Canon of The Abbey and 
the Dean of Canterbury Cathedral, a man 
too, who had for his friends Maurice, 
Tennyson, Browning, Edwin Arnold, Hol- 
man Hunt, Jean Ingelow, Tom Hughes and 
Matthew Arnold, a man who was a part of 
English life in the stirring days of the 
nineteenth century. Till it had been done, 
it seemed impossible to make a dull book 
from such material. T. H. 


Hiew Noon. By Alice Brown. Houghton, 
Mifflin § Co., Boston. $1.50. 


Blaser title of this book almost challenges 
a counter-phrase, “Winter Twilight,’— 
a phrase possibly more appropriate to the 
book’s subtile gleams and shadows than the 
warm summer felicity of the chosen title. 

There are a dozen short stories and 
sketches, all of them showing a keen feeling 
for words, a sense of form, and an alert 
and fine, if not a hearty, imagination. 

It is not an easy matter to understand the 
modern, complex, sophisticated, but ideal- 
worshiping man or woman that belongs to 
the type Miss Brown writes most about. 
Miss Brown herself understands the type; 
and, better still, is able, within the limita- 
tions of the type, to differentiate the char 
acters so that the individual speaks for him- 
self. Her high-bred, high-souled people 
are the chosen of the earth,—noble, sensi- 
tive, a trifle ascetic, perhaps, forceful with 
the strength of idealism, not passion. 

Such characters,—on this high-charged, 
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swift-rolling ball of chance and fate,— 
seem to invite the lightning stroke; the 
fragile tempts rain and hail and thunder. 
Therefore are there hints of soul-tragedy, 
—shadows in the picture, with the lovely, 
half-mysterious, irenic quality that belongs 
only to shadows. But there is also sunshine 
and warmth, as must always be where honor, 
nobility, or even fine philosophy, gain the 
victory of the hour. 

A distinct maturity and reasonableness 
characterizes this book,—not only from the 
fact that there is no amateurish workman- 
ship, but because, in almost every story, the 
motive is one that appeals to the thinking 
man or woman. The slight exceptions are 
in the two sketches, ‘There and Here,” and 
“The Tryst,’ in which the situations,— 
based on the possibility of the soul’s sepa- 
rating itself from the body and appearing 
to the loved one at the moment of death,— 
will, in the minds of many, be classed with 
the fantastic and unreal. It seems to be a 
short step from the psychological to the 
spiritualistic, since so many good and clear 
thinkers take that step. 

“The Runaway Match” is a charming 
story, with the rollicking spirit of gentle 
youth let loose for a brief play. The best 
and most appealing of all the stories are 
“The Miracle” and “His Enemy,’—and 
these are simple, tender, human, fine. 

The whole book is a heart-lyric,—some- 
times gay and sometimes sad, but full of 
the music of spoken vows, high endeavor and 
faithful love. M. F. B. 


Daventers or Niso. By Onoto Watana. 
The Macmillan Co., New York. $1.50. 


“WILL the august one deign to permit 
me to hold her honorable wrap?’’ If 
the correspondents, now cooped up in Tokyo, 
had been close readers of Onoto Watana’s 
novels before leaving these Occidental 
shores, they would not be so astounded by 
the universal politeness of the Japanese, nor 
could they possibly make the grave blunder 
one or two of them have made in mistaking 
this sort of thing for servility. It is merely 
a national trick of manner and speech, and 
fits in well with the other quaint things this 
charming young Japanese writer puts into 


230 


her books. The theme of the story is as 
old as civilization, the renunciation of royal 
state for the sake of love and the simple 
life, but the time and the state of the na- 
tional morals during the transition, give 
the author opportunity to introduce some 
variations. Nijo, a prince of the blood, 
once kidnapped the child wife of a young 
farmer and hid her for months in his 
seraglio, whence she was rescued by the 
Mikado’s interest in the case and restored 
to her husband. On the same day the farm- 
er’s wife and the royal consort of Nijo 
give birth to daughters, who grow up ex- 
actly alike in appearance, but utterly unlike 
in disposition. Sado-ko, the princess, is of 
sweet and loving temperament and of sim- 
ple tastes, while Masago, daughter of the 
farmer, now become a rich merchant, hates 
her plebeian surroundings and yearns for 
the gaieties of the court, the more so after 
she learns the secret of her birth. She is 
betrothed to a man she has no interest in 
and this same man arouses the love of 
Sado-ko. A secret exchange is arranged, 
and, after various complications and some 
suffering, all goes well. 

The charm of the story does not lie in 
its plot, but in its telling, in the strange 
method of expression, in the delightful de- 
scriptions of Japanese methods and habits 
of life and thought and in the somewhat 
mysterious success, with which the author 
gives the reader the Japanese point of view, 
almost without his becoming aware of it. 

R. M.S. 


Brave Hearts. By W. A. Fraser. Charles 
Scribner’s Sons, New York. $1.50. 


RAVE HEARTS’? is a book of man 
talk. To read it is like spending an 
evening at a good club and hearing the best 
stories of the gentlemen sports. It is a 
glorification of the race-track that makes 
the sport of kings furnish a background for 
much clever romancing. Not only the 
horses, but the characters, are thorough- 
breds, and despite the amount of betting 
and ‘ “good things” the atmosphere of the 
book is virile and wholesome. While any 
reader who enjoys spontaneous humor and 
dramatic situations will find this string of 
stories to his taste, the finer points can 
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only be understood by those who have pur- 
chased much experience. 

One feature of Mr. Fraser’s horseman- 
ship that will appeal to all humanitarians 
is his aversion to the use of either spur or 
whip. His winners invariably have riders 
with whom they are in sympathy and for 
whom they do their utmost through love of 
the game. Horses that lose are constantly 
being thrown out of their gait by punish- 
ment, and if the author’s philosophy of 
racing is correct, it is too bad that it is not 
more thoroughly appreciated by both own- 
ers and jockeys. ‘Not the least charm of 
these stories is due to the genial character 
sketching and humorous horse sense, in its 
broadest meaning, that pervades them. Oc- 
casionally, the reader stumbles on a little 
apothegm like the following, which would 
not look out of place in the pages of the 
most pretentious philosopher: 

“When fate undertakes to arrange mat- 
ters there is seldom a hitch. Everybody 
works for fate,—everybody.” 

Mr. Fraser’s book furnishes a pleasant 
relief in this age of automobiles and motor 
cycles. Many parts of it smack of the 
stable, it is true, but the change is pleasant 
after petrol and gasoline. P. M. 


How Enaianp AvertEep A REVOLUTION OF 
Force. By B. O. Flower. Albert Brandt, 
Trenton, N. J. $1.25. 


]* requires a pretty fair stretch of the 
imagination, even on the part of such 
an enthusiast on all matters of reform as 
Mr. Flower, to declare that the repeal of the 
Corn Laws averted the revolution threat- 
ened by the Chartist movement. Free Trade 
was no part of the program of Fergus 
O’Connor and his following, nor were its 
apostles, Cobden and Bright, ever at any 
time prepared to advise adherence to Chart- 
ism, in case their program of the repeal 
of the duties on bread-stuffs should fail. 
Moreover, the repeal bill passed Parliament 
in 1846 and it was not until 1848 that the 
Chartist “revolution” reached its climax 
and its collapse. Of course, England, like 
the continent, was the scene of various 
kinds of popular unrest and agitation dur- 
ing the “awakening” that followed the gen- 
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eral overturning of things brought about 
by the French Revolution and the subse- 
quent Napoleonic wars, but this was, after 
all, only a reflection of the fiercer turbu- 
lence of Central Europe, and it was met 
more wisely. The Reform Bill of 1832 
was a step in the right direction, and the 
repeal of the Corn Laws in 1846 was an- 
other, but neither satisfied the extremists, 
and it was the energetic military measures 
of Wellington that finally caused the col- 
lapse of the uprising just when the dis- 
content seemed to have reached its highest 
pitch in the great gathering on Kensington 
Commons in 1848. 

However, if you can just bear in mind 
that Mr. Flower’s viewpoint is not correct, 
you can find a good deal of interesting ma 
terial in this book that you will find nowhere 
else, not the least valuable of which is the 
collection of songs and verses that were 
potent in the agitation carried on by the 
Anti-Corn-Law League. S. M. 


How ro Know Onientau Rus. By Mary 
Beach Langton. D: Appleton § Co., New 
York. $2.00. 


ALMOST everybody tries to buy oriental 
rugs occasionally and nearly everybody 
feels very uncertain about the proposition. 
Miss Langton has thus done a real service 
with her book, which describes very minutely 
all the different types of rugs, tells the 
characteristics of design and coloring and 
shows the texture. A little study of the 
book gives a very fair understanding of 
rugs and their value. R. M. 


Fort Amiry. 
Charles Scribner’s Sons. 
$1.50. 


By A. T. Quiller-Couch. 
New York, 


R. Quiller-Couch has been a prolific 
writer of books and stories, usually 
good ones. On these he has builded much 
reputation as an author. If his previous 
efforts had resulted in books similar to this 
one under consideration his building would 
not have been so high. Still “Fort Amity” 
is not without merit. It is a historical novel 
descriptive of the stirring times about Fort 
Ticonderoga a century and a half ago when 
the British were battering down the walls 
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of New France and converting them into 
the Canadian structure of to-day, and the 
story is told as well as almost any other 
writer could have told it. But there is no 
apparent reason for its being, and its por- 
trayals of English, French and Indian 
character of that time do not concern the 
world interest sufficiently at this time to be 
especially thralling or thrilling. Perhaps 
they may be to the summer tourists who 
frequent Lake George and vicinity, but be- 
yond this comparatively small number of 
the reading population the interest flags. 
There is much Indian life and folk-lore 
and much talk among soldiers, French and 
English, and many French phrases and 
songs, but they do not materially advance 
the story. That particularly applies to 
John & Clive, a young English ensign, and 
to Diane de Noel, daughter of the Mon- 
seigneur and Commandant at Fort Amity. 
John had been shot and captured at Fort 
Ticonderoga and was being conveyed by a 
French sergeant to Montreal with other 
prisoners. En route they stopped at Fort 
Amity, after many adventures on the way, 
and John was forced to assume the charac- 
ter of a Frenchman by the notorious lying 
of Menehwehna, an Ojibway Indian 
guarding him, yet befriending him. John 
was no liar, but in this character he met 
Diane, who hated the English worse than 
snakes, and told her of his nationality after 
he had told her of his love with his eyes, 
and knew she loved him. Then he became 
an Ojibway Indian to forget his other 
troubles, and as such saved Diane’s life in 
the fight at the fort when her father was 
killed. She saved his life when the English 
caught him as a deserter, which he was not, 
and fifteen years afterward they were mar- 
ried, because, as she naively said when they 
met again during the siege of Quebec, she 
a nurse, he an officer, “Fifteen years is a 
long time, John. I don’t think I can do 
without you any longer.” John thought so, 
too, and “So in the street, under the dawn, 
they kissed for the first time.” The Indian 
fights, the shooting of the rapids, the battle 
of Fort Ticonderoga and the storming of 
Fort Amity, are moving incidents, and 
John’s part in them is almost weird at times, 
but still they do not bring the book up to 
the Quiller-Couch standard. Ww. JL 
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Tue Pastme or Eternity. By Beatriz 
Demarest Lloyd. Charles Scribner’s Sons. 
New York. $1.50. 


Barer one has read deeply into this 
novel, which, by the way, is not lack- 
ing in the quality of interest, he is conscious 
of meeting words which are not often 
enough out of the dictionary to be immedi- 
ately recognized in the large group of famil- 
jars one acquires during the course of sev- 
eral years’ reading. For example, he meets 
“‘bombilation,” and pauses an instant at the 
unexpectedness of it, then reads “bombila- 
tion of a ’cello,” and he wonders just a little 
what the ’cello has been doing. Again he 
meets “cunctative,” and he can almost catch 
the fleeting fragrance of dictionary moth- 
balls. When he reads “‘cunctative sound of 
carriage wheels,” he regrets that he has 
ridden so long in street cars as to have for- 
gotten the more subtile characteristics of 
carriage wheels. But he reads on, although 
he has met these two strangers in the first 
five pages of the book. Later he meets “‘ne- 
oterism’’ and “eupatrid” and “‘illation” and 
“aphony” and “exauctoration” and “com- 
matic” and ‘“nonprossed” (nolprossed 
would have been less strange) and a lot 
more not found as often in modern novels 
as in modern lexicons. Just why the writer 
should have called upon so many strangers 
for help in expression does not appear, be- 
cause she has told a really interesting story, 
with a weak hero, Oliver Holbein, who is 
unhappily married. He loves only music, 
but is ready to love anything when the op- 
portunity offers, for as soon as a beautiful 
young girl, Lea Bésarique, has led him out 
of the life of a recluse which his wife could 
not or would not do, he falls in love with 
her, and almost simultaneously falls in love 
with Hulda Senger, his wife’s housemaid, 
and homely. However, Hulda is only a 
housemaid in disguise, and she is the 
strongest woman character in the book. 
Lea’s father, the Chevalier Bésarique, is an 
unusual character, and the devotion to his 
house, which impels him to sell everything 
salable in order to pay his unworthy son’s 
debts, and then sitting down among the 
priceless heirlooms of the Bésariques and 
slowly starving to death with riches all 
around him, is presented with a dramatic 
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intensity that makes one forget to find fault 
with what leads up to it or follows after. 
Not one reader in a thousand would not say 
the Chevalier was an “old fool,” but he 
would be admired none the less. 

The author finds it easy enough to kill off 
the wife of the hero by running her over an 
Alpine precipice in an automobile with a 
married man who wanted her to elope with 
him, notwithstanding his wife was of their 
party and had left the auto only long 
enough to take luncheon, and then the way is 
clear for her husband to propose to Hulda, 
who refuses him because she knows he really 
wants Lea. He had proposed to Lea before 
his wife had been killed, and they were 
about to run away when they discovered the 
dead body of the starved Chevalier. Which, 
of course, makes the story a‘l the more in- 
teresting. The language is not professional 
English, in fact, it is almost amateur at 
times, but the story is all there. The scene 
is laid in New York City, but no such people 
ever lived and moved and had their being in 
New York, and the quality of “local color” 
is negligible. There are no pictures, which 
is rather surprising, seeing what startling 
effects some illustrators might have pre- 
duced from the material provided. Omar 
Khayyam furnishes the title. W. J. L. 


To Winpwarp. By Henry C. Rowland. A. 
S. Barnes §& Co., New York. $1.50. 


A\Y/HEN one reads a book of this par- 
ticular sort one is almost persuaded 
that there is something in Mr. Charles 
Augustus Davis’s doctrine of the neces- 
sary uplift. Mr. Davis holds that unless a 
work of art leaves one with the impulse for 
betterment—it may be for creative, or 
moral, or merely material betterment—it is 
not the best sort of art, and, whether one 
subscribes to that test or not, there is no 
denying that Mr. Rowland has, herein, con- 
veyed the stimulant. “To Windward” is 
a book which one puts down with a re- 
newed faith in the sanity of life. That 
long, lean Yankee, Amos Knapp, master- 
mariner, who has passed his summers in 
ship-yards, or in taking coasting-vessels 
down to Florida, and his winters in fighting 
for an education at Yale and in wresting 8 
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diploma from the medical-school, is a help- 
ful host in himself, and the gruff, kind- 
hearted Dr. Couteau is a real man, whether 
at home or in the operating-room. The 
superficial and witty Douglas Ellsworth is 
less so, is, in fact, a rather conventional and 
“stagy” villain; Hope Stanley, the clergy- 
man’s daughter whom he seduces, is also 
rather artificial, and the heroine is alto- 
gether too conscientious for this conscience- 
less world. For these Amos and the sur- 
geon amply repay. 

Familiar with the promise of Dr. Row- 
land’s briefer tales, gathered from the mag- 
azines between the covers of “Sea Scamps,” 
one detects, at the delay in getting the story 
started and the pauses for the introduction 
of characters, something of the natural 
hesitancy of the short-story writer “expand- 
ing a theme” into a first novel, but once he 
gets under way the author’s sailing is as 
smooth as his hero’s is perturbed. It was 
to be expected that his realism would be at 
its best in the passages describing the strug- 
gles of a physician’s life in New York and 
that, afloat, he would not fail to give us the 
tang of the open sea. For the rest, his 
theme is not, fundamentally, a new one, but 
it is capitally unfolded and—to repeat—it 
has “‘the uplift.” R. W. K. 


Lerrmns From Enaianp. By Elisabeth 
Davis Bancroft (Mrs. George Bancroft). 
Charles Scribner’s Sons, New York. $1.50 


net. 


T is unfortunate that these letters of the 
wife of George Bancroft, the historian, 
sometime Minister of the United States to 
the Court of St. James, should have been 
published subsequently, and at so short an 
interval, to those of Madame Waddington. 
Persons who read the one will almost surely 
read the other, and Madame Waddington’s 
are far more interesting, not only as to 
matter, but also for style, and the person- 
ality which is revealed. However, these of 
Mrs. Bancroft are delightful, and it is 
amusing to contrast the difference between 
these two women as unassuming annalists 
of the worldly best in foreign society. Mary 
King and Elizabeth Davis were both Amer- 
ican born, of distinguished family and of 


cultivated taste. Speaking by the card, 
Mrs. Waddington was grande dame and 
mondaine, absolutely at home even in court 
society. Mrs. Bancroft was not: at least, 
her letters suggest that she is more of a 
stranger to the circle in which she was set 
in London. 

Every one knows how much the charm of 
letters or of a journal depends on the per- 
sonal touch. However much personages, 
events or scenes may gratify curiosity in 
themselves, you want the tang of the in- 
termediary through whom they are pre- 
sented to you as a constant concomitant. It 
may as well be frankly admitted that Mrs. 
Bancroft is rather colorless as a narrator, 
and there is even a guide-book flavor now 
and then to her comment. 

The events, too, in which Mrs. Bancroft 
had part during her husband’s diplomatic 
term of three years (1846-1849), were by 
no means as important, socially or polit- 
ically, as those which Mme. Waddington 
enjoyed during the period covered by her 
letters (1888-1901). Naturally, therefore, 
although there is a general resemblance of 
milieu and their relation to it on the part of 
these two ladies, the value of their respect- 
ive delineations is readily discriminated. 
Such comparison seems permissible, not only 
from the fact that it is instituted about 
writings that have become public, but also 
because no general criticism could give a 
more correct notion of Mrs. Bancroft’s let- 
ters to those who have read Mrs. Wadding- 
ton’s. There is, moreover, hardly a gleam 
of humor in the letters of the former, while 
those of the latter have very agreeable 
touches of it. 

The first half of the nineteenth century 
seems a little remote to this galloping gen- 
eration. An ocean passage then was de- 
cidedly another affair. The Great Western, 
in which the Bancrofts sailed from New 
York, after a stormy passage, arrived at 
Liverpool nineteen days and twelve hours 
later! ‘‘Oh, how I wished it had pleased 
God to plant some little islands as resting- 
places in the great waste of waters, some 
resting station. But no, we must keep on, 
on, with everything in motion that your eye 
could rest on. Everything tumbling about,” 
she writes in her first letter. 

When they were to return in 1849, Mrs. 
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Bancroft was more than content. “Happy 
as we have been here, I have a great satis- 
faction that we are setting rather than ris- 
ing, that we have done our work rather than 
have it to do. Like all our pleasures, these 
here are earned by fatigue and effort, and I 
would not willingly live the last three years 
over again, or three years like them, though 


REVIEWS 


they have contained high and lasting grati- 
fications.” Perhaps here is the reason for 
the sedate and ungossipy character of these 
collected letters. The lady wrote, conscien- 
tiously, to her relatives to let them know 
what she was doing. Mrs. Waddington did 
that, too, but liked what she was doing and 
the telling of it. J.J. a B. 


THEIR WORKS LIVE AFTER THEM 


‘A Chronological List of Literary Men and Women Who Have Died During the Last Month 
Compiled by Howard S. Ruddy 


Smmonton, Juper CxHarizs H., of 
Charleston, S. C., at Philadelphia, April 25, 
in his seventy-fifth year. Judge of the 
Fourth Federal Circuit Court. Author: Lec- 
tures on Jurisdiction and Practice of U. S. 
Courts; Digest of the Equity Decisions, 
State of South Carolina (1857); The Fed- 
eral Courts, Organization, Jurisdiction, and 
Procedure (1898). 


Grearp, VaLtery CLEMENT Octave, at 
Paris, April 26, aged seventy-six. Former 
French Minister of Education, Member of 
the Academy, Grand Officer of the Legion 
of Honor. Author: Prévost-Paradol (1895), 
and many valuable educational works. 


McGouprick, Rev. Tuomas C., at Dor- 
chester, Mass., April 28, aged forty. Author: 
Life of Cardinal Newman, and other Roman 
Catholic works. 


Powet., Freperick York, at Oxford, 
Eng., April —, aged fifty-four years. 
Regius Professor of Modern History in Ox- 
ford University. Author: Early England 
up to the Norman Conquest; Alfred the 
Great and William the Conqueror; Old 
Stories from British History; History of 
England to 1509; Collaborator in other his- 
torical works and editor English History 
from Contemporary Writers. 


Powers, Epwarp, at Delavan, Wis., April 
28, aged seventy-two. Civil engineer of. 
note. Author: War and the Weather. ' 


Fawcett, Epear, at London, Eng., 
May 2, aged fifty-seven. Author: In verse: 
Fantasy and Fashion; Romance and Rev- 
erie, etc.; in prose: An Ambitious Woman; 
A New York Family; Purple and Fine 
Linen; A Mild Barbarian; A Demoralizing 
Marriage; Agnosticism and Other Essays, 
ete. 


Ducrtavx, Prerre Emite, at Paris, 
France, May 2, aged sixty-four. Famous 
chemist and author of scientific works on 
agriculture and rural economics. 


De t’Armirace, Mrs. AraBELLA Root, 
at Chicago, May 8, aged fifty. Song writer 
and poet. 


Hopkins, Dr. Witt1am Barron, at Phil- 
adelphia, May 4. Author of valuable sur- 
gical works. 


Joxal, Maurovs, at Budapest, May 5, aged 
seventy-nine. Author of 142 volumes of ro- 
mances. First literary work a drama, “The 
Jew Boy,” in 1843. Produced his first novel 
three years later. Of his English novels 
the better known are: Black Diamonds; 
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Eyes Like the Sea; Pretty Michal; The 
Lion of Janina; Timar’s Two Worlds. Au- 
thor of a History of Hungary. 


SoMERVILLE, MaxweELL, at Paris, France, 
May 5, aged seventy-five. Professor of 
glyptology in University of Pennsylvania. 
Author: Engraved Gems; Siam on the 
Meinam from the Gulf to Ayuthia; Sands 
of Sahara; A Wanderer’s Legend; Joliffe; 
The Triumph of Constantine; Jupiter 
Aegiochus; Grand Cameo of France; Bud- 
dhist Temple. 


Geruart, Rev. EManvuet Vocet, D. D., 
LL. D., at Lancaster, Pa., May 6, aged 
eighty-seven. President Theological Semi- 
nary of the (German) Reformed Church 
in the United States. Author: Philosophy 
and Logic; Monograph of the Reformed 
Church; Institutes of the Christian Re- 
ligion; Junior Heidelberg Catechism. 


Stan.tey, Srrm Henry Morron, G. C. B., 
at London, Eng., May 10, aged sixty-three. 
Famous African explorer. Author: How 
I Found Livingstone (1872); My Kalulu, 
Prince, King and Slave (1873); Coomassie 
and Magdala (1874); Through the Dark 
Continent (1878); The Congo and the 
Founding of Its Free State (1885); In 
Darkest Africa (1890); My Dark Com- 
panions (1893); My Early Travels in 
America and Asia (1894); Slavery and the 
Slave Trade (1894); Through South Africa 
(1898). 


Crozier, Wi.u1ram, at Northport, Long 
Island, May 10, aged seventy-one. Author: 
How the Farm Pays. 


BartHo.tow, Dr. Rosrerts, at Philadel- 
phia, May 10, in his seventy-third year. 
Emeritus professor of materia medica in 
Jefferson Medical College. Author: Quali- 
fications for the Military Service; Hypoder- 
mic Medication; Treatise on Materia Med- 
ica and Therapeutics; Practice of Medicine 
(translated into Japanese); Medical Elec- 
tricity. 


Jounson, Henry Criarg, at New York, 
May 10, in his fifty-third year. Editor of 
text-books: First three books of Homer’s 


Tliad; The Satires of Aulus Persius Flaccus;_ 


The Bucolics and Georgics of Vergil; The 
Agricola and Germania of Tacitus; Book I. 
of Vergil’s Aeneid; Cicero de Amicitia; The 
Satires of Juvenal. 


Purzer, Rev. Joseru, at Ilchester, Md., 
May 15, aged sixty-eight. Priest of the Re- 
demptorist Order. Author: Commentarium 
in Facultates Apostolicas. 


Mac Vicar, Rev. Dr. Matcou, at Cato, 
N. Y., May 18, in his seventy-fifth year. 
President of Virginia Union University. 
Author: Manual on the Principles of Edu- 
cation, and various works on mathematics. 


Gisson, Rev. Dr. Freperics, at Balti- 
more, May 22, aged seventy-seven. Author 
of a standard work on liturgies. 


Bue.ti, Cot. Aveustus C., at Philadel- 
phia, May 23, in his fifty-seventh year. 
Author: The Cannoneer—Recollections of 
a Private Soldier; Paul Jones, Founder of 
the American Navy; Life of Sir William 
Johnson; William Penn. 


Coy, Epwarp Gustin, at New Haven, 
Conn., May 26, aged sixty. Headmaster 
Hotchkiss school. Author: Greek for Be- 
ginners; First Greek Reader. 


Perrrre, Wittiam Henry, at Ann Arbor, 
Mich., May 26, aged sixty-six. Professor 
mineralogy, geology and mining engineer- 
ing in the University of Michigan. Author: 
Contributions to Barometric Hypsometry. 


Lewis, Cuartes Tuomas, at Morristown, 
N. J., May 26, aged seventy. Author and 
editor: History of Germany (1871); Har- 
per’s Latin Dictionary (1879); Lewis’ 
Latin Dictionary for Schools (1889); 
Lewis’ Elementary Latin Dictionary 
(1890); Love Letters of Prince Bismarck 
(1901);. Harper’s Book of Facts (1895). 


‘ Translator: Bengel’s Gnomon of the New 


Testament. 


Pearce, Dr. F. Savary, of Philadelphia, 
at Steubenville, Ohio, May 28, aged ‘thirty- 
eight. Author of standard works on ner- 
vous and mental diseases. 


Lyman, Mrs. Exiza B., at Bay City, 
Mich., May 28, aged seventy-four. Author 
of philosophical works. 


PATRIOTISM 


By W. L. W. 


Te came a burst of thunder sound! 
The boy—where did he go? 
You bet that he was close around 
Where he could see the show. 


K OS AS , 
NV CAN 


A Romance of the Days when the 
e O Lord Redeemed the Children of Isrdel from the Bondage 
of Egypt 


The people, press and pulpit of America have united in reading and praising this remarkable 
tale of the Exodus. Without dissent, it is voted to the highest place among its kind. 
In style it is clear and good. I shall read it again."*°—Rzv. Morcan Dix, D. D., D. C. L, 


‘¢ The plot sweeps along and the reader rides high on the current." —New York Times. 
‘* A brilliant treatment of interesting material.’ E. Benjamin ANpREws. 


By ELIZABETH MILLER. Ornamental cloth, 12mo, 626 pages, $1.50 


HER INFINITE A GINGHAM 
VARIETY ROSE 


«¢The qualities which make up a good story Whoever you are and whatever your taste 
are mingled in the most alluring proportions may be, for you ‘A Gingham Rose” isa, . 
in ‘Her Infinite Variety,’ by Brand Whitlock. very good story. 
Its humor is keen, sparkling and sponta- «‘The heroine isa girl of grit and pluck with °: 
neous.’’— Boston Transcript. a woman’s heart and a man’s sense of honor.’ ° 


By Branp Waittock. With twelve photogravure By ALICF WOODS ULLMAN 
illustrations by Howard Chandler Christy A frontisepice by the author 
12mo, $1.50 : 12mo, $1.50 


AT THE BIG HOUSE 


A delightful collection of folk-tales of the South told, by two old ««mammies,”’ to three chil- . : 
dren on an old Virginia plantation after the war. These tales will prove a valuable addition to ©’ 
a fund of curious knowledge, which is fast becoming unobtainable. The dialect is perfect. oa 


Mr. Blaisdell’s illustrations (thirty-two in all, sixteen in color) add greatly to the attractiveness of the book. 


By ANNE VIRGINIA CULBERTSON 
Illustrated by E. Warde Blaisdell, 12mo, $1.50 
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Free to You with Your Name in Gold 


Even a gifted writer like Elbert Hubbard cannot ad- 
equately describe the value of this cabinet to the man 
with a desk. It forms a complete, durable, ever-ready 
receptacle for all the clippings, manuscripts, illustrations 
you wish to preserve—the cleverest classifier of mis- 
cellaneous papers ever invented. It isa veritable savings 
bank of information—worth 47 scrap books. 


All complete, it consists of a substantial air-tight, dust-proof box fitted 
with a full supply of specially made holders, each of which not only shows 
the contents in it, butby the ingenious indexing system shows just where 
everything else referring to its contents may be found. It sits conve- 
niently on your desk and takes care alysolutely of all the papers and data 
that you might otherwise lose or forget—perhaps throw in the waste basket 
for want of a better place to put it. The cabinet is a genuine Library 
Filing Cabinet never before made in desk size, and has sold for $15.00 to 
$500.00 fn large sizes. The Desk Cabinet we offer you free is equal in 
évery respect to the expensive kind except the size. The free offer is in 
connection with 


SYSTEM 


Edited by A. W. SHAW 
SYSTEM gives every month 200 or more pages of indispensable infor- 
yation for business men. System is essential to business success. And 


so is SYSTEM, the magazine. It tells 
every month all the new business tricks 
that save time —all the little office 
wrinkles that save worry. Through SYS- 
TEM you can learn aii that any one can 
possibly tell you about system and busi- 
ness methods. The regular reading of 


SYSTEM will solve your business per- 
plexities—but if it does not, SYSTEM 
has a staff of experts—practical busi- 
ness men—who will answer your 
questions gladly and cheerfully and 
promptly. This service will cost you 
not one single penny—if you are a sub- 
scriber to SYSTEM. ¢ price otf 
SYSTEM fs two aollars a year. It is 
worth a great deal more than that to an 
alert man with his eyes on the main 
chance. 


An official of the National 
Cash Register Company says: 
“The ideas gathered from your 
magazine have enabled me to 
formulate systems for Mr. Pat- 
terson’s letters, books, pamphlets, orders, etc., which have sim- 


lified th k atly."* 
By have learn more, from SYSTEM in five months than In 


ten years of hard study and knocks in business. It {s worth 
ten times the charges for it. F. A. PHILBRICK, Baraboo, Wis. 


Special Offer 


We said the desk cabinet would cost you 
nothing. Here is the way. Send us two 
dollais for a year’s subscription to SYSTEM 
and we will send you, every cost prepaid, a 
cabinet with your name in gold on top. 
Write your name and address fn the white 
space opposite; tear out this advertisement 
and mail ittous. Write plainly, so that we 
will make no mistake in setting your name. 
Inclose the money and we will enter you as 
a subscriber—send you an expert consulta- 
tion certificate entitling you to free advice 
—and ship you the cabinet. Act at once. 
We have only a few of the cabinets on hand, 
and we believe they will be snapped up in 
ahurry. ACT. 


THE SYSTEM GOMPANY 
1005 First National Bank Building GHIGAGO 
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Hotel Irving 


26 Gramercy Park 
20th Street and Irving Place (near Broadway) 


NEW YORK CITY 


HILE in New York City, you will 

find here, overlooking Gramercy 
Park, a select family hotel, having 
every comfort and convenience for 
the accommodation of permanent and tran- 
sient guests. ‘The Cuisine and Service are 
unexcelled. The location is unsurpassed, 
being convenient to all the principal shops, 
depots, theaters and places of amusement, 
and within easy access of the Grand Central, 
Pennsylvania and other stations. Four min- 
utes’ walk from Broadway ,and readily reached 
by Madison Avenue or Twenty-third Street 
crosstown cars. 


Parlor, Bedroom and Bath for two, $30.00 to $45.00 
per week, American Plan; $14.60 to $30.00 per 
week, European Plan. 
Transients, $3 per day upward for each person, 
American Plan; $2 per day upward, European Plan, 
Correspondence solicited. Write or wire 


HOTEL IRVING, 26 Gramercy Park, New York City 


$ 


round trip daily 
Chicago to 


Colorado 


the ideal place for a 
Summer Vacation 


Correspondingly low rates from other 
points. Two fast trains daily via the 


Chicago, Union Pacific 


and 
North-Western Line 
The Best of Everything. 


Ask any ticket agent, or send 
4. cents for maps, k= 


lets, hotel lists, etc. 


W. B. KNISKERN, 
P.T.M.C. & N.-W. Ry. 
CHICAGO. 
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DAN BEARD’S 


Moonblight 


AND SIX FEET OF ROMANCE 
With Fifty Pictures by the Author 


In this story a coal-mine owner, by the help of a curious old book of ‘black magic,’’ becomes strangely 
endowed with the power of seeing things as they really are. 

In the light of his new-found power of vision he studies the social conditions which environ him. He attempts, 
by means of a scientifically ideal restitution, to correct the injustice of the system, the logical operation of which has 
made him a multi-millionaire at the expense of his fellow-men. This attempt is the indirect cause of a great 
strike, involving all the mines, in the telling of which the human side of the economic problem of the ages is 
brought home to the reader with a power possible only to a gifted writer who is likewise a gifted artist. 

Dull-surfaced all-rag paper, hand-sewed, 254 pages, with an introductory study by Mr. Louts F, Post, editor 


of The Public, of Chicago; and an appendix, Price, $1.25 NeT. Postage, 10 cents, 


How England Averteda 
Revolution of Force 
By B. 0. FLOWER 


Unity (Chicago) says: “‘One of the most timely, instructive and 
morally helpful books, . . . Thestory of these great and pivotal 
years is vividly told."* 

The Brooklyn Citizen says: ‘' Itis quick with the throb of hope, 
as it anticipates victory over oppression and wrong."’ 

With an appendix, giving the social and reformative poetry of the 
period. $1.25 NET. Postage, 10 cents. 


A Short History of 
Monks @ Monasteries 
By ALFRED WESLEY WISHART 


The Boston Globe says: ‘' Gives a better idea than was ever be- 
fore presented between a single pair of covers what a strong part mo- 
nasticisin ie has performed in the world's history. . . . 
Mr. Wishart brings the advantages ofa trained mind and the scholarly 
instinct to this work. Superbly ted."* 

Two editions. 8vo, illustrated; $3.50 NET. Postage, 18 cents. 
12mo (new edition), $1.50 NET. Postage, 12 cents. 


In Nature’s Realm 
By CHARLES C. ABBOTT, M. D. 


The Boston Herald says **He helps his readers to look at 
Nature with fresher eyes, and to see beauties and sources of delight 
unnoticed before.’ 

Ninety drawing: ytogravure frontispiece by Oliver Kemp. 
$2.50 NET. Postage, 18 cents. 


Elegies 
Ancient and Modern 
By MARY LLOYD 


Toledo (Ohio) Blade says; ‘*A most valuable addition to English 
literature. . A keenly critical judgment and an understanding 
of what the various great poems of this kind mean in the histary and 
the mental and moral progress of the people who gave them birth." 

A critical and historical study of the Elegiac poetry of the world, 
together with an anthology of this noble form of verse selected from 
the literature of all peoples and ofall ages. Two volumes. Volume 
I. now ready. $1.50 NET, each volume. Postage, 12 cents. 


The Gate Beautiful: 


BEING PRINCIPLES AND METHODS IN VITAL ART EDUCATION 
By PROF. JOHN WARD STIMSON 


The San Francisco Rulletin says: 


* 


‘*The great book of the 
Foaguin Miller says: ‘* The Bible, Shakespeare, and The Gate 
Beautiful are the world’s three greatest books." 


With thousands of illustrations. Two editions. Cloth bound, 
$7.50 NET. Postage, 43 cents. Paper-covered, $3.50 NET. Postage, 
26 cents. 


Cape Cod Ballads 
And Other Verse 
By JOE LINCOLN 
The Detroit Free Press says:. ‘* Mr. Lincoln can paint pictures 


in verse, and he can make us see them. For the rest, he has caught 
and fixed the Yankee wit and shrewd philosophy.” 


Illustrated by Edward W. Kemble. $1.25 NET. Postage, 8 cents. 


AT ALL BOOKSELLERS, OR OF 


Bown, Mas. AM bert Brandt, Publisher 1, ». z. 


‘‘The Brandt Books’’ and ‘‘ The Arena’’ Magazine. 


in CORRESPONDING WITH ADVERTISERS, PLeasE MENTION “Tue READER MaGazine’ 


THE READER MAGAZINE ADVERTISEMENTS 
‘“The Quality of Its Quantity ” 


For book advertising in New England, 
Publishers use ‘THE Boston HERALD, 
because it has a 

greater 

volume 

of | 

high class 

circulation 

than 

any other 

newspaper 

in the 

United States 


Tue Boston Hera pis recognized as the leading book medium in New England. 

Life-long habit, firm trust, and strong personal liking, link its readers to 
Tue Boston Heratp—a relationship which, in these days, can be boasted by few 
other newspapers. 

To this vast quality-clientele THe Boston HeEratp speaks with an influence 
that is direct aad authoritative. 


W. E. HASKELL WALLACE G. BROOKE 


GENERAL ManacER REPRESENTATIVE 
Boston Times Buitpinc, New Yor 
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COMPLETE 
PLANS & SPECIFICATIONS 
FOR A HOME 


ABSOLUTELY FREE 


A year’s subscription to THE CRAFTSMAN, at the 
regular price of $3.00, entitles the subscriber to mem- 
bership in THE CRAFTSMAN HoMEBUILDERS’ CLUB. 
Plans for houses appear monthly and vary in cost 
from $2,000 to $15,000. These will be supple- 
mented with complete details and specifications, 
ready to be taken up by any superintendent with- 
out further instructions or cost. Interior schemes 
for furnishing and decorating with each set of plans. 


This offer entitles the subscriber to any one of 
the twelve plans which will appear during the term 
of his subscription. He may date his subscription 
from January, 1904, which number contains the 
first plan, and receive all back numbers. 


Our interest in the plans selected does not cease 
with delivery, as our architectural department is open 
for correspondence and will offer suggestions on any 
subject about which the builder may make inquiry. 

Hundred-page Booker, containing full expla- 
nation of the HomesuiLpers’ Cup, four designs ot 
houses, a number of interior views and able articles 
by authoritative writers mailed upon receipt of TEN 
CENTs in stamps. 


Gustav Stickley 


306 CRAFTSMAN BUILDING Syracuse, New York 
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THE DELLS OF THE 
WISCONSIN RIVER 


Are visited by a great many people each year, and every 
season become more popular with tourists and travelers. 

For beautiful and unique scenery as well as for its quiet 
and charming rest resorts this eight-mile stretch of rock-bound 
river has no equal. The trip is quickly and comfortably 
made via the 


Chicago, Milwaukee & St. Paul 
Railway 


Pewaukee, Oconomowoc, Waukesha, Delavan, Fox Lake, Lake 
Geneva and Elkhart are but a few of the famous lake and health 
resorts mentioned in “ Lake Lore,” a fifty-six-page book by Forrest 
Crissey, descriptive of the lake region of Wisconsin, Michigan, Min- 
nesota, Illinois and Iowa. Mailed for six cents postage. 


F. A. MILLER, General Passenger Agent, CHICAGO 
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There is but 
one Niagara 


There is but 
one Road 


THE 
MICHIGAN 


CENTRAL 


Passing directly by and 
in full view of the en- 
tire panorama of river 
and gorge and cata- 
ract, stopping all the 
day trains five minutes 
at Fall Views. 


Summer Vacation 
Tours 


Illustrated, tells all about 
the many delightful places 
reached by the Micu1Gan 
CrENTRAL and its connec- 
tions. Send three red 
stamps. Address 


O.W. RUGGLES 


G.P. & T.A. 


Dept. R Cuicaco 
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CHICAGO 
GREAT 
ae = WESTERN 


‘Ral LWAY, 
THE RIGHT ROAD 


BETWEEN - CHICAGO, 
St.PauL MINNEAPOLIS, 
Des MoINES.SLJOSEPH, 
KANSAS CITY. 

CouNcIL BLUFFS 

anP OMAHA. 
EQUIPMENT RIGHT. 
SERVICE RIGHT, 

TIME RIGHT, 
ITS ALL RIGHT. 


J.P Elmer. 
G.PA.Chicago. 


OTHERS ARE DOINGIT! 


SENDING FOR A FREE SAMPLE COPY 


Reading, Enjoying and Subscribing to 
* THE: 


“ARCHITECTURAL: ° 
ReconD’ | The Architectural Record 


© The Stories Told by Buildings 
; To Those Who Build 


+ Published - By -The - 
-Architedural-Racord-Co- Walk the Street or 


“NEW: YORK: 


Travel Abroad 


A Postal Card tothe ARCHITECTURAL RECORD 
14 Vesey Street, New York, will bring you the Free Sample 
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GLENWOOD SPRINTS 
coLoR 


COLORADO.UTAHa™\ 
PACIFIC COAST oe 


ON LYA EIN ES RUNING: 
aH ROUGHIRULUMAWNISLEERINGICARS) 
STIVOUISHCISANIRRIANCISCO) ELECTRIC- 


ADDRESS COMPANYS ACENTS «& LIGHTED 
TRAINS 


BOOKBINDING 


In all varieties of leather 


PLAIN AND ARTISTIC 


The binding of libraries, sets, or single volumes, 
in any style, from the most elaborate in full 
Levant Morocco, to the ordinary Hatr-Ca.r 
or Morocco. 


HENRY BLACKWELL 
University Place and roth St., NEW YORK 


THE MANHATTAN 
PRESS-CLIPPING BUREAU 


ARTHUR CASSOT, Proprietor 
NEW YORK LONDON 


KNICKERBOCKER BUILDING 
Cor. Fifth Ave. and 14th Street, New York 


Wanted for Cash 


Reliable, up-to-date list of literary people who are 
interested in short- stor: Bese F References required 
and given. Address RESPONSIBLE, Rooms 9 and 10, 
Fort Hill Building, Boston, Massachusetts. 


T HE 


Hollenbeck 


Press 


Will supply you with all pettooet references and clippin; 
e 


on aby ae ject from all t Papers and periodicals pu 
lished here and abroad, Our large staff of readers can gather 
for you more valuable material on any current subject than 
you can get ina life-time. Subscribe now. 


TERMS: 100 clippings, $5.00; 250 clippings, $12.00 
500 Clippings, $20.00; 1,000 clippings, $35.00 


DESIGNERS, PRINTERS &% BINDERS 
Monument Place: INDIANAPOLIS, USA 
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THE MOSHER BOOKS 


AN OPINION OF A TYPOGRAPHICAL EXPERT 


“In the new catalogue of Tot Mosner Booxs (now first brought forward under the name by which they have so long 
been generally known) one finds the usual year’s harvest of esthetic characterization and poetic appreciation. Mr. 
Mosher’s catalogue is, we believe, the most literary piece of advertising issued in this country; and, being addressed 
only to persons who feel the appeal of purely literary things, it justifies itself. It is probably as well, however, that 
the plan is not followed by publishers generally, since it is adapted to capture the scanty savings of such unfortunates 
as fall beneath the spell of its eloquence. 


The new books published by Mr. Mosher this year include additions to all his well-known series, and some un- 
usually interesting miscellaneous titles. The new books in the unique Vest-Pocket Series seem likely to find demand 
equal to former issues, the editions of Aucassin and Nicolete and Aes Triplex being specially certain of popularity. 
There are people who maintain that few buyers of books care anything about the typographical excellence; be it 
granted; but even the most indifferent will not reject the good when it can be obtained cheaper than the most slov- 
enly product of the factory. 

Almost as small in price and even more attractive in execution is the new Mosher edition of Mr. Yeats’ play, 
‘¢The Land of Heart's Desire."' These books are typical of one of the phases of Mr. Mosher’s work. The larger vol- 
umes will never reach anything approaching a wide circulation; they are for the collector and the hopeless booklover; 
but the printing of small books, holding to a high literary and artistic ideal, is not without its result on the craft of 
the time.’ "—The Inland Printer, Fanuary, 1904. 


ed 
THIS CATALOGUE WILL BE SENT FREE ON REQUEST TO ALL WHO MENTION THE READER 
TE 


THOMAS B. MOSHER : PORTLAND, MAINE 


Whatever of literary, scientific, artistic, religious or 
political achievement is to be credited to the Jews of 
today will be found recorded in the pages of TozE New 
Era ItLtusTRaTED MacGazinE—a periodical ‘which is 
gaining ground among thoughtful and progressive Jews 
and which appeals to non-Jews who desire to be well 
informed about Jewish affairs. 


Read “Tue! Sacririce or Upscuza,” by Max Nordau 
begun in the June number. 


Subscription price, $2.20 a year; single copies, 25 cents 


THE NEW ERA MAGAZINE COMPANY 
NEW ‘YORK 


In Cork y Mewttow “Tar Reaper Macazing” 
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INSIDE INN 


ACCOMMODATIONS 


YOU CAN LIVE AT THIS HOTEL AND SEE 
THE WORLD’S FAIR AS MANY DAYS AS YOU 
LIKE WITHOUT LEAVING .THE GROUNDS 


RATES EXTREMELY 
MODEST 


NE of the unique privileges to be en- 
joyed by thousands of World’s Fair 
AY guests is that of living at a hotel inside 
W the grounds during their stay at the 
Exposition, No other exposition has afforded 
such aprivilege. This hotel, aptly named ‘<The 
Inside Inn,’’ has a capacity of 6,000 guests. 
Its enormous size attracts great attention. It is 
located near the southeastern corner of the 
grounds, close to an intermural railway station, 
and in easy walking distance of the ‘‘main 
picture’’ of the Fair. 

The Inside Inn is to be conducted under the 
supervision of the World’s Fair officials, who 
fix the prices for accommodations—rooms, meals, 
etc. Thus it may be seen that there can be no 
extortion whatever. Every guest registering at 
the hotel will know exactly what price he must 
pay per day for his room or rooms and for his 
meals, The guest pays his way into the World’s 
Fair grounds—fifty cents. If he stops at the 
Inside Inn the hotel rates include the daily price 
of admission. 

There is great demand for rooms at the Inside 
Inn, the bookings having been in progress for 
several months. There are 2,257 rooms; they 
range in price from $1.50 to $2.50 per day, 
rooms with bath costing from $3.50 to $5.50. 
All these rates include the price of admission to 
the Fair after the first admission fee of fifty cents 
is paid at the gate. Single meals at the Inn will 
cost as follows: Breakfast, 50 cents; luncheon, 
50 cents; evening dinner, 75 cents. There is 
also a service a la carte at very reasonable rates. 
Guests who desire to obtain accommodations on 
the American plan may do so, at fixed rates, 
according to location of room. 

Every convenience usually found at a first- 
class hotel is to be provided at the Inside Inn, 
and those who stay there during their visit will 
have the advantage of barber shop, bath, loung- 
ing rooms, parlors, cool verandas and other 
privileges. 

Intending visitors should write at once for 
interesting booklet, giving full details. Address 


THE INSIDE INN 


ADMINISTRATION BUILDING : WORLD'S FAIR GROUNDS 


ST. LOUIS, MO. 
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GOOD BUSINESS 
ENGLISH 


AGNLS GAOAN 
ordolaha 


avVANnVAD 


These books teach salesmen how to write convincing letters that sell 
goods; teach credit men how to write tactful Jetters that bring in money 
and give no offense; teach correspondents how to write forceful business- 
bringing letters; teach stenographers how to master correspondence; 
teach advertisement writers how to write strong, ‘‘pulling’’ copy. They 
form a complete college course in business Enylish—to be read at leisure 
—to be put into daily practice at once. Many successful men are earning, 
large salaries merely because they know how to state a business proposi- 
tion clearly, tersely, concisely, forcefully. This set of books comprises 
the notable Sherwin Cody course in business English complete. Before 
being published in book form this Course sold for $25.00. Every business 
man, employer and employe should have this set ready for reference. 


‘YOU CAN GET A SET 
HANDSOMELY BOUND IN CLOTH AT 


Less Than ”% Regular Price 


We are making this offer in connection with SYSTEM, the magazine 
which is as essential to business men as system itself is to business. 
SYSTEM tells every month all the new business tricks that save time—all 
the little office wrinkles that save worry. 
Through SYSTEM you can learn all 
that any one can possibly tell youabout 
syetem and business methods, 
hundred or more pages monthly cram- 
ful of business ideas for YOU. The reg- 
ular reading of SYSTEM will solve your 
business perplexities—but ifit does not, 
SYSTEM has a statf of experts—prac- 
tical business men who will answer 


your questions free. 

The subscription price of SYSTEM 1s 
$2.00 per year. he Sherwin Cody 
hooks, described above, sell for $3.00. 
To subscribers of SYSTEM, however, 
we will send the books at less than half 
the regular cost. Send $2.00 for SYS- 
TEM and $1.00 for the books, and we 
will enter your name for one year of 
SYSTEM (including the free expert 
service) and will express you the books 
in a case at once, every cost prepaid. 
Send the $3.00 today. Tear out this ad- 
vertisement and 


WRITE YOUR NAME BELOW 


The Armour Glue Works, 
Chicago, Ill. 

I find I cannot get along without SYSTEM. 
It is the best and most comprehensive maga- 
zine of its class. Full of “‘new blood” ideas, 
nothing antiquated. 

W. E. JOHNSON, Jr. 


People’s Saving and Loan Association 
Company, Leetonia, Ghio. 
A single article is frequently worth much 
more than the price of a year’s sqbscription. 
C. E. GREENAMYER. 


Two 


“When I am at home She: 
books are always on my study t 
travel without one of them in m 
them at hand, every spare mo: 
improved to decided financial a: 

CLowRy C 
Adverti: 


“You certainly give big vape for the 
money."' 


“asay SSaIppy pu aure_ INod ay Ay 


JOHN LEE @AHIN, 
President Mahin Ad ing Co. 


Send with Thre Dollars at our risk to 


NE SYSTEM CO. 
dg. CHICAGO 
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NEW FICTION 


THE MASTER’S VIOLIN 


By MYRTLE REED, author of 


‘* Lavender and Old Lace,’’ ‘‘ Love Letters of a Musician,’’ ‘¢ Shadow of Victory,”’ etc. 


“The Master's Violin’ is written in Miss Reed's most successful vein, having in even fuller measure the delightful 
qualities of ‘Lavender and Old Lace.” Itis a gentle, old-fashioned love-story, full of the kind of sentiment that rings 
true, The scene is laid in one of those conservative and aristocratic villages which are found in the Middle West as well 
asin New England, Iris, the heroine, is a girl of captivating grace and sweetness who brightens her environment like 
her namesake flower, ‘he Master himsclt is a German who has left his fatherland to make a new home in America. 
Touches of humor ate given to the work by the whimsicalities of the Master's sister, who isa typical German house-wite. 


12mo, cloth, $1.50 net Red leather, $2.00 net Antique calf, 2.50 net Lavender silk, $3.50 net 


THE PRINCE CHAP 


A STORY IN THREE CURTAINS AND SEVERAL SCENES 


By EDWARD PEPLE 
Author of ‘* A Broken Rosary,’” etc. 


‘© Prince Chap’® is a winsome love story, the scene being laid in a London Art Colony, and the hero an 
American Sculptor, The book contains humor, pathos and sentiment, mingled in just the proper proportion 
to make it delightful reading. 12zmo Net, $1.20 (By mail, $1.35) 


SECRET HISTORY OF TO-DAY 


BEING REVELATIONS OF A DIPLOMATIC SPY 


By ALLEN UPWARD 


The clever author of these papers in his character of a Diplomatic Sherlock Holmes has given the ‘true 

history’ and the elucidation of a number of the historic puzzles of later years, such as The Blowing Up of 

the Maine, The Dreyfus Affair, The Death of King Humbert, Emperor William's Telegram, The Humbert 

Millions, etc. The several mysteries are made clear with no little ingenuity and with a full measure of 

dramatic effect, and the explanations will be found to fit in very plausibly with the known historical events. 
oe : With twelve illustrations 12mo $1.50 


GREEN MANSIONS 


A ROMANCE OF THE TROPICAL FOREST 


By W. H. HUDSON 


“© A romance that can fairly be described as remarkable. The author presents with admirable picturesque- 
ness and with remarkable clearness and with keen literary appreciation the natural surroundings and the char- 
acters of the South American Indians. . .  . The story is a fine piece of work, purely romantic, and 
although written 14 very sound prose, purely poetic. A book that should on no account be missed by those who 
appreciate what is rare and fine in fiction.”’— Atheneum, zmo Net, $1.20. (By mail, $1.35) 
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CONTENTS FOR OCTOBER 


Alton Brooks Parker —Frontispiece ae fx . George Brehm 


Business is Business —The Issues of the Campaign . Arthur I, Street 
Portrait of President Roosevelt by John Cecil Clay 
Enlargement . soe ele Helen A. Saxon 


The Girl and the Julep eo ° 8 .  .  «  . Emerson Hough 
Illustrated by A. I. Keller 


Wet Weather Talk James Whitcomb Riley 
Border design and lettering by Ralph Fletcher Seymour 


Without Prejudice —The Red Hand of Plehve; The Sense 
of Whim; The Belgian Bacon. . 3.) .._—Israel Zangnill 
ToaBaby . . ae bode . S. E. Kiser 


An Incidental Tragedy woe ee ee Elliott Flower 
Illustrated by George Brehm 


Death and the Drumming Wheels — 

VI. The Ounce of Prevention (Concluded) . . Francis Lynde 
“The Sea is His’’ Oe ae de ae cee Emery Pottle 
The Cattle on the Hills ih Ae Hee eo SS ue Hector Fuller 
A Visit tothe Farm. » «> « Will Vanter 


I. Making a Hand. Il. “Let 1 me Drive.” 
Reproduced in five colors 


The Man on the Box —Chapters XX to XXII : Harold MacGrath 
Illustrated by Harrison Fisher 


Time yee eee Theodosia Garrison 


His New Start . Wood Levette Wilson 
The Last Recorded Incident in the Interasting Career of Mr. Deck Melton 


Writers and Readers 
With Illustrations 


“Octave Thanet””—A Little Biography . ea VA sie 22 
A Modern Advantage . . . . Charlotte Becker 
The Reader’s Study—American Literature . . Will D. Howe, Editor 
Reviews ee ey e-em Gt ee LO. A ae 
Their Works Live After Them . eel) Howard S. Ruddy 


Mr. William H.Crane . 
A Cartoon 
CopyRriGuT, 1904, By THE Bonss-MERRILL CoMPANY 


The entire contents of this magazine are protected by copyright, and must not 
be reprinted. Entered at the Indianapolis postoffice as second-class matter 


YEARLY SUBSCRIPTION, $3.00 IssuEp MontTuty SINGLE COPIES, 25 CENTS 
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ELIZABETH STUART PHELPS’S 


New Novel 


TRIXY 


Illustrated Ready October 8th 


By ELLEN OLNEY KIRK 


THE APOLOGY of AYLIFFE 


An up-to-date romance of a vivacious New 
York society girl. $1.50. 


BY THE 
AUTHOR OF 
“REBECCA” 


In this breezy sto 


By GAMALIEL BRADFORD, Jr. 


THE PRIVATE TUTOR 


The love story of an Italian Countess and a 
wealthy young American “cub.” An amusing 
comedy. $1.50. 


By MARGARET SHERWOOD 


DAPHNE 


*A charming bit of fancy is Daraye ; a deli- 
cately carved window opening on to the old 
world of romance.”— 7he Outlook. $1.00. 


By MRS. A. D. T. WHITNEY 


BIDDY’S EPISODES 


A natural present-day story of the oddities 
and evolutions of a young girl. $1.50. 


By KATE 
DOUGLAS 
WIGGIN 


AND OTHERS 


of an automobile courtship, Mrs. Wiggin and three of her 
friends have added another volume to the books of enjoyment. The little inter- 
national comedy at a Devonshire Inn is unfolded with all the charm, grace and 
humor which have made “Rebecca” so popular. Illustrated in tint. 1.25. 


By EDITH RICKERT 


THE REAPER 


A story of extraordinary devotion, with the 
Shetland Islands and the glamour of the 
Northern Seas as a setting. 50. 


By GUY WETMORE CARRYL 


ZUT 


“ We have never seen a book which was more 
insistently of the French Frenchy, It almost 
shrugs its shoulders.”—Life, New York. $1.50. 


There is a constant demand for MRS. WIGGIN’S 


REBECCA 


The most popular book of the past year. 


$1.25. 
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“Merriman’s last novel is a fine romance.”—Brooklyn Eagle 


THE LAST HOPES... 


Ready 
BY HENRY SETON MERRIMAN MR 


Author of “Bartascu or THE Guarp,” etc. 
LLOYD'S 


SECOND LARGE EDITION eee 
NEARLY SOLD Romance 


“It is worthy of him.”—New York Tribune 


“The situation is admirably built up.” 
—Outlook. 


“A very strong story, not only the 


best he wrote in his later years, Illustrated 


by 
A. B. FROST 
12mo, $1.50 


but one of the very best 


stories I have read for a Aa We 
F 99 HE SOLDIER OF THE VALLEY 
very long time. Ry Nelson Lloyd 


Copyright, 1904, by Charles Scribner's Sons 


eed THE SOLDIER 
The Sphere. OF THE VALLEY 


By NELSON LLOYD 


The story of the quiet, rustic neighborhood of a Pennsylvania 

valley told with unusual beauty and sentiment. Simple and strong, 

idyllic and pastoral, it has all the characteristics of the love 

stories that live, the stories that have made for themselves per- 

“Abounding manent places in English literature. Mr. Lloyd is the author 
inhumorand of some of the most charming short stories Scripner’s has pub- 
pathos.”—Pitts- lished, but “The Soldier of the Valley” will more clearly define 

burg Chronicle. its author's place among writers of fiction. 


CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS: NEW YORK 


In CorresPoNDING WITH ADVERTISERS, PLease Mention ‘Tuk ReapeR MaGazine” 


THE READER MAGAZINE ADVERTISEMENTS 


Recent Hits in Fiction 


Fourth Large Printing 


THE ROSE OF 
OLD ST. LOUIS 


A Novel of the Time of the Loutstana Purchase Pike esate 


the one novel of 
the summer.’* — 


BY MARY DILLON Lilian Whiting in St. 


Louis Globe-Democrat. 
ERE is a book which, while it is founded upon history, is 
yet one of the most fascinating novels of the day. The Fourth 


plot turns on the transfer of Louisiana to the United 


States, and the scenes are laid in old St. Louis, Wash- Large Printing 


ington, and Paris. 


“‘A thoroughly joyous romance. . . . A vivid story 
whose combination of truth and charm will win for it 
great popularity.’’—Martha Young in the Montgomery 


Advertiser. 


“A novel — not a collection of incidents sepa- R OA DS ie 
rated by dreary detail.’’—Ba/timore Sun. 

‘The author has done her work in delight- PA RA D \ 

ful fashion, blending the historical and 


romantic so deftly that each helps the 


other to the working out of a complete BY MAUD WILDER GOODWIN 


and satisfied impression.’ — The Ex- 
aminer. “Four men entered Paradise: one bebeld and 
ee eee ee _ died, one lost his Senses, one destroyed the young 
start to finish.""—Post Dis- plants, one only entered in peace.” —From the Talmud. 
patch, St. Louis. 
Ilustrated by Cas- HE happy combination of a clever plot, characters one is glad 
taigne and Relyea to know, sparkling epigrammatic dialogue, and interesting 
philosophy. The plot was suggested by the above sentence from 
the Talmud. 
“In these days of spectacular advertising of the mediocre, it is a delight to come unexpectedly 


across a book like this, which should make its way without pushing, if excellence counts for any- 
thing in literature."’—The Lamp. 


‘*A thoroughly modern story, written with exquisite finish, and exhaling a cultivated atmosphere rare 
in the novel of to-day,’’——Boston Herald. 


Illustrated by Arthur I. Keller. {2mo, 375 pages, $1.50 


THE CENTURY CO., UNION SQUARE, NEW YORK 
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THE NEW STORY BY RANDALL PARRISH 
AUTHOR OF “WHEN WILDERNESS WAS KING.” 


My Lady 3 the North 


The Love Story of a Gray-Jacket. 


O as black a night as any daring soldier could ask, a cavalry captain rode 
out from the army of Northern Virginia to carry certain dispatches from 
General Lee through the Union lines. The officer is Captain PhilipWayne, 
and a gallant Virginian in every sense of the word. He is at once plunged from 
one dangerous adventure into another, and the dashing style in which he describes 
them will keep the enthusiastic reader fairly breathless in the effort to keep up. 

Toward the last of the story there is a fight which makes everything that has 
gone before seem mild by comparison, and is going to be remembered whenever 
there is any discussion of stirring situations in modern fiction. A handful of Con- 
federate and Union soldiers fight side by side in the defense of a beleagured manor 
house surrounded by five times their number of murderous guerillas — ruffians who 
fought without honor or mercy. When it is realized that Captain Wayne was 
fighting not for his own life but for his «‘Lady of the North,”’ it is easy to imagine 
the desperate courage with which his little garrison drove back their savage 
besiegers, to be finally rescued in barely the nick of time. 

As to the heroine, Edith Brennan, it is only necessary to say that Captain 
Wayne was perfectly willing at any time to fight his way through a whole Union 
regiment on her account—which is just about what he did in one case. 

«My Lady of the North’? bas every quality that made the success of «(When 
Wilderness Was King,”’ and many new ones of its own. 


Illustrated in Color by E. M. Ashe. $1.50. 


A. C. McClurg & Co., Publishers 
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A SPECIMEN: — 22220 = 


VOLUME to 
(0) 0) Bele) ae 


- — — x - 


‘TheHISTORIANS 


THE SPECIMEN-VOLUME PLAN OF SALE. 


TTOHE extraordinary interest shown in The Historians’ His- 
| tory has induced The Outlook to undertake a widespread 
distribution of specimen volumes with a view of introduc- 
ing this new and altogether admirable work to the public. 
The success of this unique plan of sale has fully justified the 
large expense entailed; the volume weighs 4 lbs., and an 
expressman brings it to your door, whether you live in Cali- 
fornia or in Maine, without charge for delivery and return. 


THE UTMOST PUBLICITY 


has been given to this offer in order that book-buyers and 
readers generally may be placed in the best possible position to 
judge the work on is merits, without solicitation or persuasion. 
No one who applies for a specimen volume is under any obli- 
gation to buy. 


NO AGENTS ARE EMPLOYED, 


because Zhe Outlook's faith in this work as the one really 
adequate world-history, ‘Ae only one worthy of the name, is 
such that the usual practice of marketing a new work by 
means of agents has been discarded in favor of the specimen- 
volume method. In other words, 


THE BOOK SPEAKS FOR ITSELF; 

sells itself, in fact; and thereby saves the large commission 
usually paid to the agent. In the case of other books, this 
commission is included in the purchase-price, and is paid by 
the subscriber. What he actually does is fo hive somebody to 
sell him a book. The Historians’ History can be sold for 
the present, by Zhe Outlook's method, at a very large reduc- 
tion from the regular prices hereafter to prevail, through the 
co-operation of the prompt buyer who knows a good book, 
and prefers to examine it at his leisure. You should 


SEND YOUR APPLICATION TO-DAY. 


The number of specimen volumes available is necessarily 
limited, and as this liberal offer has been extensively adver- 
tised, Zhe Outlook urgently advises the forwarding of applica- 
tions 47 ONCE. 


LL NPCS! SIS 


|WE Say ita 
BOOK-NOT THE 
BOOK AGENT 
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THE HISTORY IS NOW COMPLETED, 


after six years’ uninterrupted labor. A vast, and in all re- 
spects the most important literary undertaking of the past 
fifteen years has been brought to a successful conclusion. The 
Editor-in-chief, Henry Smith Williams, LL.D., has been as- 
sisted by a large staff of international collabor: ators and advis- 
ers, including the leading historical authorities of Europe and America; —the 


result is THE MOST READABLE WORK 


of its kind ever published, and the most profitable. None other gives you 
history exactly as it was written by the greatest historians. The most 
brilliant passages of 2000 historians of all ages are here welded together 
by skilful editors into a smoothly flowing narrative. 5000 of the 16,500 Qaesii— 
pages have been specially translated. The history of forty-five nations, 
brought down to the present day, is told authoritatively by those most 
competent to write it. Thirty of the most eminent living historical scholars 
of Europe and America have contributed to the work. 

Every great historian that ever lived has been studied, every source of 
history searched. 

The Historians’ History, therefore, takes the place of thousands of other historical works whose 
number and massiveness fairly stun the reader, giving him the idea that history is dull. Nothing 
could be more untrue, for, as Professor Freeman says, the greatest historians are the most eloquent. 
But the reader has not time to sift the grain from the chaff; that is done for him in this work. 

The proper study of mankind is history. John Stuart Mill calls it the only guide to political 
wisdom. All the wisest men declare it to be the most valuable of studies. In this work it is placed 
in ideal form at everybody’s command, and every fact in it is made easily accessible by means of 


A VAST HISTORICAL INDEX, 
which contains over 250,000 entries, including every important event and personage, and also laws, 
constitutions, religions, customs, architecture, and many thousand other subjects. 
The Historians’ History is as useful as the dictionary and as interesting as The Three Musketeers. 
PLEASE MAKE USE OF THE FOLLOWING FORM IN APPLYING FOR A SPECIMEN VOLUME. 


The 25 volumes in revolving bookcase, 


No. 


1904 


The @utlook, 995 Fourth Abve., Pew Vork 
At sight send to Address) 


A Specimen Volume of The Historians’ History ofthe World 
without cost to me. 1 promise to return it to you at your 
expense, within seven days after receipt, whether I decide 
to subscribe or not. Reader 1. 


She OUTLOOK 


225 Fourth Avenue, New York 


Occupation________—>-——_§_- Signature——_________________ 
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@ur Dollar @ 


when they reach you, send them back at our expense and we will return the $1.00. 
them, send us $1.00 every month for five months. 


The Original Stortes of 


SHherlock Holmes 
by 


QA. Conan Dople 


These world-famous sto- 
riesare protected by copy- 
right, and can be had 
ONLY in this edition, 
authorized by the author. 
Each story is about Sher- 
lock Holmes. Thebooks 
are not made up of frag- 
ments gathered from ma- 
terial written before the 
author copyrighted his 
real stories in America. 
The set consists of three 
fine volumes, splendidly 
bound in permanent 
cloth, with full-page 
illustrations, gilt tops, 
uncut edges, etc. We 
send thethreevolumes on 
receipt of ONE DOL- 
LAR and small monthly 
payments thereafter. 


Contents 


VOL. I 


Introduction 

MacArthur. 
The Sign of the Four. 
A Study in Scarlet. 


VOL. II 


A Scandal in Bohemia. 

A Case of Identity. 

The Red-Headed League. 

The Five Orange Pips. 

The Boscombe Valley 
Mystery. 

The Man with the Twisted 
Lip. 

The Adventure of the Blue 
Carbuncle. 

The Adventure of the 
Speckled Band. 

The Adventure of the 
Engineer's Thumb. 

The Adventure of the 
Noble Bachelor. 

The Adventure of the 
Beryl Coronet. 

The Adventure of the 
Copper Beeches. 


VOL. III 
Silver Blaze. 
The Stock-Broker’s Clerk. 
The Musgrave Ritual. 
The Crooked Man. 
The Greek Interpreter. 
The Yellow Face. 
The ‘* Gloria Scott.”’ 
The Reigate Puzzle. 
The Resident Patient. 
The Naval Treaty. 
The Final Problem. 


by James 


We will send you the entire set of three volumes, all charges 


repaid, on receipt of $1.00. 
prep P $ 


If you do not like the books 


If you do like 


On receipt of your request for these books we will 


enter you at once as a subscriber for one year, without additional cost to you, for either HARPER’S 


MAGAZINE or HARPER’S WEEKLY. In writing, state which periodical you want. 


Harper & Brothers, franklin Square, New Bork City 


Address 
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NEW AUTUMN FICTION 


The Ladder of Swords 


By GILBERT PARKER, author of ««THE RIGHT OF WAY,”’ etc. 


i ly wholly different vein from the author's last novel, ‘‘ The Right of Way,’’ comes this exquisite romance, 
delightful in conception, swift and compelling in interest, and written in the finished style of this great 
novelist. The story recounts the love of two Huguenot refugees and their fugitive life on the Island of Jersey in 
the British Channel. Later the scene changes to England, where exciting intrigue and startling situations in the 
palace of Queen Elizabeth result in repeated dangers for the faithful lovers, but they finally escape the hazardous 
favor of the great queen and are united. The scenes on the Island of Jersey are of idyllic freshness and beauty, 
and in the Seigneur of Rozel, the lord of the island, the author has produced a character of delightful humor and 
braggadocio, It is a thoroughly rounded, satisfying story, written with brilliancy and charm of style. 

Illustrated by the Kinneys, Post 8vo, cloth, $1.50. 


eye 
Vergilius 
A Tale of the Coming of Christ 
By IRVING BACHELLER, author of ««EBEN HOLDEN,” ete. 


FTER two-years’ work along new lines, Irving Bacheller has produced in ‘‘ Vergilius’’ a story of new 
atmosphere and unusual power. The scenes are those of ancient Rome in the days of Augustus Cesar, 
and of Palestine under the dark rule of Herod on the eve of the Nativity. The hero and heroine are Roman 
lovers of patrician birth, and their love stands out in sharp contrast to the effeminacy, luxury, and license of the 
Roman life about them. The story is one of tender affection and strong situations, and the final scene is a 
crowning touch of rare beauty Post 8vo, cloth, $7.35. 


The Georgians 
By WILL N. HARBEN, author of *‘ABNER DANIEL,”’ ete. 


HE scene of Mr. Harben’s new novel is that of ‘* Abner Daniel,’’ and Abner is the chief character. The 
story deals with the troubles of two lovers. The girl’s father disapproves of her infatuation and endeavors 

to separate the lovers, but Abner, with generous impulse, ingeniously brings them together. Abner, with his 
shrewd humor, pervades the whole story, which is the best picture of Georgian country life Mr. Harben has 
painted. Post 8vo, cloth, $7.50. 


The Lady of Loyalty House 


By JUSTIN HUNTLY McCARTHY 
Author of «IF IT WERE KING,” «THE PROUD PRINCE.’’ 


DELIGHTFUL romance of the days of the great Civil War in England. An attempt on the part of a 
small body of Parliamentary volunteers to capture Harly Hall ends by leaving the Puritan leader a prisoner 

in Lady Harly’s hands. From this point the story becomes a tale of love that proves greater than the claims of 
warring factions. The book will find a welcome among all lovers of romance. Post 8vo, cloth, $1.50. 


Nostromo 
By JOSEPH CONRAD 


A NOVEL of present-day adventure in a South American republic. The story is one of revolution and 

exciting intrigue, and throughout the author’s marvellous powers of description are shown. The odd con- 
trast is set forth of medieval revolutionary conditions side by side with gigantic commercial enterprises undertaken 
by foreign capital. ; Post 8vo, cloth, $7.50. 
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Shakespeare 


TRE LAsT CAANCE 


HE arrangement made with the Macmillans, by which REVIEW OF 

REVIEWS subscribers can obtain the Eversley Shakespeare Library 
(including Mr. MABIE’s Biography of Shakespeare, SEYMOUR EATON’S 
Connoisseur’s Collection of Rare Shakespeare Prints, and a Two Years’ Sub- 
scription to the REVIEW OF REVIEWS), is drawing to a close. The price will 
be increased on January Ist next. * 
This arrangement gives our subscribers for $1 a month for 15 months what 


Ik 

ites 
Va 
Crs XD 


the publishers hold at $31.50. 


Do you not want to take up this opportunity before the 
price of the Shakespeare Library is raised, on January Jst 
next ? 

Even if you decide not to buy this collection of Shakespeare, Shakespeare 
literature, and Shakespeare art, is not the chance so exceptional that you will 
use it for a friend’s benefit? In a month or two you will be wondering what to 
get for a beautiful, useful, and tasteful Christmas present. This Shakespeare 
collection can be divided into several such presents, if necessary. 


Dr. LYMAN ABBOTT finds the size convenient : 


‘“‘ The sise of the volume is convenient both for carriage in the pocket and for 
reading ; the Introductions seem to be especially valuable for the general reader ; 


and Mr, Mabie, in his interpretation of the life of Shakespeare, asin all his 

criticism, by his fine sympathy gets, as tt were, within the poel, and himself sees, 

and enables his readers to see, life and its problems with the poet's own eyes.” 
LYMAN ABBOTT. 


The Shakespeare Library 


The Eversley Shakespeare, in 10 volumes, is the latest product of the best 
Shakespearean scholarship. The editor is Prof. C. H. HERFORD, Professor of 
English at the University of Wales. The text is founded on the Cambridge 
text. There is an excellent glossary running at the foot of the pages. The type 
page is excellently proportioned, and the type very clear and readable. The 
binding is a rich, dark-red Interlaken cloth. The books are published by the 
famous house of Macmillan. To the ten volumes of Shakespeare are 
added, in uniform type, size, and binding, Mr. HAMILTON WRIGHT 
Master's Biography. of “Shakespeare, Poet, Dramatist, and Man,” 
(The publishers’ price for the eleven volumes is $16.50.) 


0 g 


THE REVIEW OF 
15 AsTOR PLACE, 
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Brief Opportunity 


The Connoisseur’s Collection 


R. SEYMOUR EATON, Librarian of the Booklovers’ Library, has col- 
lected and published this beautiful portfolio of Shakespeare Prints 
from many sources and countries,—1 50 different prints reproduced beauti- 


fully on tint blocks. (His price for the portfolio was $10.) 


Ex-President CLEVELAND values the Set for his private library : 

“The books are in such form and altogether so satistactory that I regard them as an 
addition to my library trom which I expect to derive the greatest satisfaction, Accom- 
panying the volumes, and separately bound, are a number of engravings relative tothe 


work, which, in my opinion, add very much to thetr value.” 


GROVER CLEVELAND. 


The Review of Reviews 


Under Dr. ALBERT SHAW'’S editorship, the REVIEW OF REVIEWS has come 
to occupy a position with the intelligent American public never before attained 
by a magazine. Hundreds of readers, from Presidents and ex-Presidents to busy 
housewives on Kansas wheat farms, have written their enthusiastic appreciation 
of the REVIEW OF REVIEWS as a means of keeping up with the times and get- 
ting the best of important current thought, progress, and literature with the 


MARK TWAIN'S opinion of the Eversley Shakespeare : 

“Certainly in disseminating this compact and admirable Eversley Shakespeare, 
the Review of Reviews Company ts doing the bublic a high service, and [ wish 
to offer my share of the thanks due. Lam of che unlearned, and to me the Notes 
and Introduction are invaluable ; they translate Shakespeare to me and bring 
him within the limits of my understanding. Most people have limits similar to 
mine, and need these generous helps; here they have their opportunity to supply 


their lack.” S. L. CLEMENS. 


OUR OFFER IN BRIEF 


All of these,—the Shakespeare set, the sumptuous Portfolio of Prints, the 
Magazine (regular price, $31.50),—will be sent to you on receipt of $1. They 
can be returned in 5 days at our expense if you do not want them. If you do, 
send $1 a month for only 15 months, which pays for all. 


But this must be done promptly, as the price will be ratsed on Fanuary ist. REVIEW OF 
ee = 3 VIEWS 
An Edition de Luxe, in half leather, can be had by making $2 a month Say 
payments. 13 Astor Place 


New York 


Send me the Evers- 
ley Shakespeare Set, 

with Portfolio of Prints, 
which you are offering 

with a Two Years’ Subserip- 
tion for the Kevirw oF Ke- 

VIEWS. Inclosed find $1.00, If 
they are satisfactory, I will pay 
$1.00 a month until | have paid 
$15.00; If not, I will return them in 
good condition, 


You have.before you the last of a great opportunity; you take no 


risks, and the payments are only $1 per month. Address 


REVIEWS Co. 
New YORK JAZ. ssi sssiesintsvanntlacionts 
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‘The Humor of Business 


“«He had figured out bis 
system by logarithms.”? 


°¢ AFTER you have found ninety-nine sound rea- 
sons for hiring a man, it’s all right to let his relation- 
ship to you be the hundredth. It'll be the only bad 


reason in the bunch.” 


OLD GORGON GRAHAM 


By Grorcr Horace Lorimer, contains more letters from the self-made merchant to bis son—the 
latter being now a manager instead of a clerk. The most amusing book of the year, Nine editions 
in different countries before publication ; first American printing, 50,000 copies; 16 illustrations, $7.50 


COUNTRY LIFE sig | DOVBLEDAY PAGE ® CO I % THE WORLDS 
“INAMERICA- | ~-153-135 0137 EIGTHST-NEW YORK - ]} - WORK - 


In CorresronDING wits ApverTIsERs, PLEasE MENTION “THE ReapeR MaGazing” 


THE READER MAGAZINE ADVERTISEMENTS 


The most 
charming set of 
books I have in 
my library. 
Rev. E. A. 
Bazett-Jones. 


The finest 

set of books I 
have yet seen on 
Nature Study. 
Clyde F. 


Karschner. 


The NATURE LIBRARY 


Now that you are getting rested 
from your vacation, you may 
wonder what it did to benefit you. 
But, if you had a set of these de- 
lightfully entertaining books, you 
could have a refreshing vacation at 
anytime, quitefreefrom 
weariness, regrets,orthe 
pangs of unexpected ex- 
nse,and filled withthe 
ind of enjoyment that 
satisfies and compen- 
sates one. There are ten 


Investigate for yourself 


~~ s 


fascinating volumes; andif youare 
a loverof nature in any form—bird 
life,animallife,forestlife,waterlife, 
field life, or insect, flower or fungus 
—you will find full gratification 
in these books to which Mr. JoHN 
: Burrovuaus has written 
an introduction. The 
treatment is as accurate 
as if intended forthe use 
of scientists and yet .as 
clearandsimpleasagen- 
eral reader could wish. 


Send for a free booklet 
that tells the whole story 


“As necessary as the dic- 


“onintaresting.” 
int a 


WE SHOULD LIKE TO SEND YOU 


Without charge, an elaborate descriptive booklet containing sample color-plates, black and white 


half-tones, specimen text- 
terms, etc. To avoid p 


es, etc., with full particulars of the various styles of binding, prices, - 
ible loss in the mails, please write, very plainly, your name, spelled out: 


Your mail address 
with street and number. 


And your 
City and Stat 


Then tear off the lower portion of this page and forward to us, upon receipt of which 
we will send you (postage fully prepaid by us) the handsome booklet Ghecribed Labove. 


COVNTRY LIFE 


DOVBLEDAY PAGE & CO THE WORLDS 
“IN AMERICA: [ 135-137-EAST (6! ST - NEW YORK * WORK - 
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With the Issue for October, 1904 


The Craftsman 


Will enter upon ¢4e Fourth Year of 7ts existence 


ITH this Anniversary number, a new form will be 
given to the Magazine, characterized by great excel- 
lence of mechanical process and of artistic execution. 


; The list of subjects treated by the Magazine will 
be much extended, in order to meet the demands of a wide 
reading public; while the principles fixed in the initial issue of 
October, 1901, will be strictly maintained. THe CRAFTsMAN will 
continue to advocate plain living and high thinking; the “integral 
education” involving the simultaneous training of the brain and 
hand; civic improvement and the new movement in municipal 
art; simplicity in domestic architecture and decoration. 


A special feature of the new magazine will consist of a series 
of sketches—critical rather than biographical—of certain men of 
our own times who have typified, or now represent all that is 
implied in the title of the “simple life.” This series will begin 
with a tribute to the late Rt. Reverend Frederick D. Hunting- 
ton, Bishop of Central New York, and will be continued in the 
November number by original notes upon Charles Wagner, the 
powerful Protestant Pastor of Paris. 


The Craftsman 


Twenty-five cents a copy. Three dollars a year 
Obtainable at all Newsdealers and Booksellers, and from 


Gustav Stickley—The Craftsman—Syracuse, New York 
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We All Quote 
Shakespeare 


Net te Knew Shakespeare is to confess oneself unlettered 


HAKESPEARE is the cornerstone of the 
English language. Whether we know it or not, 
sometime during the day, we all quote Shakespeare. If 
you do not enjoy veading Shakespeare, it is probably 
because you have an edition that is defective in notes, or 
glossaries, or other helps which are so necessary to a perfect understanding of the 


The New International Edition 


is the latest and best Shakespeare. It is based on three centuries of searching 
criticism. All recognized authorities are represented in the notes and explanatory 
matter, among them being Dyce, Coleridge, Dowden, Johnson, Malone, White and 
Hudson. It has been edited and produced with a view of making Shakespeare 
pleasant and entertaining. Every difficult passage or obsolete word is explained. 


No Other Edition Contains 


Tepical Index: By means of which the reader can Arguments giving a full story of each pla: 
find any desired passage in the plays and poems. esting, readable prose. = Pe ie 
Critical Comments explaining the plays and charac- Study Methods, consisting of stud ti 
ters, selected from fhe writings of eminent Shakes- suggestions,—the idea heli to furnis by eonitiets 
perian scholars. college course of Shakesperian study. 
Glossaries following each Play, 80 that you do not Life of Shakespeare by Dr. Israel Gol- 
have to turn to aseparate volume to find the meaning | lancz, with critical easays by Bagehot, 
of every obscure word. Stephen and other distinguished 
Two Sets of Notes: Explanatory notes for the gen- Sha) ‘eaperian scholars and 
eral reader and critical notes for the student or scholar. | ¢Titics. 


Description: Complete in thirteen handsome volumes—size 7% x 5% inches—con- 
taining 7,000 pages; attractively bound in cloth and half-leather, 400 illustra- 
tone. “reproductions of quaint wood-cuts of Shakespeare's time, and beautiful 
color plates; wide margins for notes on all pages. 


Special Club Offer 


Through our Shakespeare Club, you can se- 
No mone? Ww cure this splendid edition now at half the 


alls ca eens ioe ie 


Required regular price. Mail the coupon to-day, ; - Soclety 

and we will send you a complete set for five days’ examina- ¥ d 

tion. If you do not like the books, send them back at our = @ / New 

expense. If you do like them, send us $1 or $2 per Yak 

month until paid for. The Club price for the cloth * 1 
lease sen 


binding is $20, and for the half-leather $24. If pur- 
chased through an agent or dealer the prices would 
be $36 and $44. ; 


FRE Prompt auhscribers will receive free of charge 

a collection of sixteen beautiful pictures, 
each 11x15 inches, ready for framing, represeuting scenes 
from great books. This collection sells for $8.00 at book 
stores. With each set we also supply the topical index and 
plan of study described above, which cannot be purchased 
separate from the set for less than $6.00. 


The University Society, * Kew vou 
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BUSINESS IS BUSINESS 


CANDOR—THE ISSUES OF THE CAMPAIGN—CAUTION 


By Arthur I. Street 


OW that all the presidential candi- 
N dates have been in the field some 
time—four of them lined against 
a so-called imperialism, one with at least 
the imputation of being directly support- 
ed by the interests which his platform 
opposes, a fifth standing alone in defense 
of an administration singularly candid 
and forceful—the American people are 
again face to face with a political contest 
which, though it recently seemed likely 
to be listless and without zest, promises 
to become only less strenuous and sensa- 
tional than that of 1896. 

Where, a few months ago, the man who 
had the courage to evoke the law against 
the allied forces of successful industry 
represented in the Northern Securities 
Company and to compel arbitration in 
the Anthracite Coal Strike, seemed to be 
the only possible figure for public admira- 
tion and honor, to-day, those whom this 
man challenged have found an apostle to 
oppose him, have gathered under their 
control the machinery of a national po- 
litical party, and are leading a movement 
which has commanded instant and amaz- 
ingly far-reaching support. 

Eight years ago Bryan chose to de- 
nominate the contest ‘“‘The First Battle.” 
He was committed against concentration 
of wealth and its purported train of con- 
sequences. The silver cause which he so 


passionately upheld was based upon the 
contention that the gold standard was the 
dishonest weapon whereby the Vested In- 
terests concealed nefarious purposes and 
converted political independence into fi- 
nancial servitude. The anti-trust prop- 
aganda which he voiced with no less emo- 
tion and determination was an attack up- 
on the institution which seemed the prison 
of individual opportunities, the enemy of 
the business success of those not fortunate 
enough to be allied with the capitalists. 
Now, much of that which was against 
Bryan is against Roosevelt. Those who 
were most concerned in the maintenance 
of the gold standard seem to have been 
the first to rejoice at the post-nomination 
telegram of. Parker. Those who were 
alarmed by the vigor and manifest popu- 
larity of the Bryan outcry against trusts 
are those who are most disturbed by the 
prosecutions of the anti-trust laws which 
Roosevelt has had the conscience to en- 
force. Those who sat in complacent sat- 
isfaction that the popular passion for new 
life and new territory could not be over- 
come by the anti-imperialistic fulmina- 
tions of the minority party in 1900, and 
who held up the right hand of McKinley 
because he had the “statesmanship” to 
grasp the Philippines and to declare the 
American attitude in China, are become 
linked with those who cite the recognition 
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of the Panama republic as an evidence 
that Roosevelt is unsafe. 

If there was an anti-radicalism lined 
against the Democrats in 1896 and 1900, 
there is at least something akin to it lined 
against Roosevelt in 1904. If Bryan was 
leading the “first battle” against Vested 
Interests, Roosevelt is standing as a pub- 
lic safeguard against too great encroach- 
ments of those same interests in directions 
which they claim as privileged. It may 
be the “second battle,” with the popular 
adulation and hero-quest changed to a 
new leader. 

Will the result be the same as it was in 
1896? Will the popular passion, the 
protest, the demand for restraint, be de- 
feated? Or will the fact that Mr. Roose- 
velt is within the party which hitherto 
has been the party of the Vested Inter- 
ests and is, beyond question, its absolute 
and dominant master, achieve the result 
that could not be had without this shield 
and prestige? 

It is not to be presumed that a public 
feeling which came so near electing a rad- 
ically-minded president that the conserv- 
ative forces of the country, as represented 
in the Republican party, put in a hurry 
call, a few days before the election, for 
five million dollars to avert a threatened 
landslide of voters, was a mere emotion of 
the moment—a sentiment, a protest flash- 
ing in the pan, lit by the magnetism of 
some one great speaker. The tremen- 
dous crowds that rallied to Bryan, the ex- 
traordinary demonstrations of enthusiasm 
that his speeches evoked, the unprece- 
dented space given to his doings by the 
press, which is usually too skilled and 
shrewd in its judgment of hoaxes and 
sensations to give them disproportionate 
attention for so long a period as Bryan 
occupied the front pages of the principal 
journals of Amcrica, were not phenomena 
to be underrated or forgotten. Great and 
popular causes do not wane completely 
within the brief period of eight years, 
however badly they may be reversed, un- 


BUSINESS IS BUSINESS 


less the elements which give rise to them 
have altered in the meanwhile. Either 
those who achieve victory over them 
amend their ways, or those who are made 
conquest of yield in a sullen, reluctant 
and insincere submission which, sooner or 
later, breaks into new action and finds new 
and intensified powers. 

Mr. Roosevelt’s presidency, of course, 
was an accident. It was born of spite, 
but matured in the grim depths of trag- 
edy. That three years of its duration have 
so altered the political currents of a na- 
tion as to have driven to the opposite 
party the very factors who put Mr. 
Roosevelt’s own party into power and to 
have drawn to Mr. Roosevelt’s party 
those which so nearly put the opposite 
party into supremacy, argues profound 
and extraordinary association of political 
administration with social conditions and 
civic intentions and aspirations. The 
foreshadowing may be that of electoral 
defeat or it may only illustrate the prob- 
able truth that reforms, however ardently 
desired, are more frequently worked from 
within than from without. 

Ten years ago, in the comparatively 
minor post of Civil Service Commissioner, 
Mr. Roosevelt was fighting for the prin- 
ciple of equal right for equal merit, and 
making himself conspicuous by the en- 
forcement of a law which was more pop- 
ular with the masses than with those who 
had the making and unmaking of polit- 
ical destinies such as his. It was the same 
principle that Mr. Bryan uttered in so 
many happy epigrams in the silver cam- 
paign and the same line of action whose 
proposal by Bryan during that campaign 
aroused such unlimited enthusiasm. A 
year later, Mr. Roosevelt suddenly ac- 
quired a striking national reputation by 
administering the affairs of the New 
York police department with the same 
sort of conscientious enforcement of stat- 
utes, the same defiance of “rings,” cor- 
ruption, “pull,” and other kindred evils 
of municipal government that Mr. Bryan 
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promised for his administration of the na- 
tion, for his control of the trusts, and for 
his care of the country’s economics. 

When, three years ago, Mr. Roosevelt 
became president and at once made it 
clear to persons of influence, to the com- 
mon citizen, to the politician, that his 
methods were to be as open in the White 
House as they had been in the Mulberry 
Street Station, that favors and privileges 
that could not be discussed above a whis- 
per were not to be discussed at all, that 
those who could not accord with a law 
that inconvenienced them must accept the 
inconvenience or change the law, the ef- 
fect of his attitude was almost electrical. 
The public responded with an approval 
as spontaneous, as outspoken, and as zeal- 
ous as that with which Bryan had been 
grected in his memorable tour upon the 
stump. 

But the enthusiasm was also broader 
and of more immediate import than that 
which went to Bryan. Instead of be- 
ing obliged to vent itself in pre-election 
demonstrations, the fact that Mr. Roose- 
velt was already in office and acting with- 
in the office as the voters wished that a 
president might do converted the enthusi- 
asm into a remarkable practical form,such 
as has had no parallel in other periods 
of the American history, and, perhaps, 
none in the history of other countries. 
Following the president’s example, and 
undoubtedly stimulated by his courage 
and resourcefulness, the entire country 
was swept, within three months after his 
accession, by a most astonishing reaction 
against star chamber procccdings of all 
sorts, even against business bargains 
made upon other principles than those 
that would withstand publicity, against 
municipal or state or federal administra- 
tion that would not bear the test of the 
same moral obligations as are put upon 
the honor of an individual. 

The record for the first six months of 

‘the Roosevelt administration shows cor- 
poration suits innumerable based upon 
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the uprising of the minority stockholder, 
the arraignment of corrupt officials in 
hundreds of places, such large and sig- 
nificant facts as the exposure of the 
bribery scandals in Minneapolis and St. 
Louis, to be followed later by those of 
Grand Rapids, Pittsburg, Philadelphia, 
Detroit, Milwaukee, Omaha, and other 
cities, and finally by the Postal Scandals. 
Mr. Roosevelt was sworn into office in 
September; by December such was the al- 
teration of public sentiment that the 
United States Steel Corporation, to pre- 
serve its integrity and to prove that the 
extreme syndication which it represented 
was not a mere device for the deccit of 
investors and the profit of a limited num- 
ber of promoters, was compelled to issue 
to the press a complete statement of its 
financial affairs such as no corporation 
had hitherto published. Other corpora- 
tions which could not or would not do the 
same thing fell under the ban even of the 
Wall Street speculators themselves. 
President Roosevelt introduced into 
American life the principle of Absolute 
Candor. Candor carried with it the de- 
mand for truth, for honest dealing. The 
corollaries of these were the courage of 
the minority to require at Icast a complete 
exhibit of their interests and privileges, 
the reassertion of the principle of equal 
right for equal merit, the pervasion of 
the country with the feeling that at last 
access was to be had to the source of the 
ills which equivocation and the doubtful 
ethics of politics and of “business is busi- 
ness” had so long successfully covered. 
With the strong standards prevalent in 
the office of the nation’s Chief Executive, 
with the knowledge afloat that, at least 
in the highest council chambers of the 
country, operations of whatsoever sort, 
whether corporate, administrative, or in- 
dividual, could no longer find standing 
if cloaked and mystified in hidden in- 
tention, the influence filtered down and 
spread throughout the United States. It 
became more popular for a man to emu- 
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late the President than to mold himself 
after the manner of those who gained 
success by methods less honorable but 
hitherto justified. The buying of legis- 
lation encountered increasing opposition. 
Men like Mr. Folk, of Missouri, obtained 
popular recognition with comparative 
promptness. Vested Interests, who had 
dominated by the force of the great ex- 
tent of their affairs, found themselves 
confronted by new requirements. When 
the Supreme Court declared the traffic 
pools illegal, they resorted to a new form 
of syndication, the merger, but that in- 
stitution was no sooner framed than it was 
attacked with vigorous and determined 
hostility by the governors of three or four 
states. The so-called “beef trust” no 
sooner made advances in the price of their 
wares in accordance with what they de- 
clared to be the market conditions than a 
resonant outcry arose in all sections of 
the country, prosecutions were instituted 
in the federal courts, and the entire fabric 
of the trust was endangered. The Presi- 
dent himself, observing what seemed to 
the financiers little concern for the critical 
nature of the organization by which syn- 
dicates and financial markets are sus- 
tained, assailed the legality of the North- 
ern Sccuritics merger without notice and 
precipitated a “professional” panic in in- 
vestment circles. Presently when the An- 
thracite Coal Strike arose, and the corpo- 
rate interests maintained that they were 
contending against an irritant, dangerous 
and uncontrollable proletariat of laborers, 
the President’s demand for arbitration 
was found to be supported by a most 
wide-spread, conercte and decisive public 
opinion. 

To speak in gambling terms, a show- 
ing of hands was called. The game was 
almost shifted from the close fist to “‘stud- 
horse,” as the poker game is called in the 
mining regions when all the cards except 
one are face-up on the table. To the 
mind of the men whose success had been 
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builded upon other methods, the change 
was, or threatened to assume the impor- 
tance of, a revolution—peaccful, unher- 
alded, unagitated at the polls as the 
Bryan revolution had been, but none the 
less real, none the less effective, none the 
less grave to the interests involved. 
Rightly or wrongly so far as the past 
was concerned, the business of the time 
had not been erected by such processes. 
To bring it face to face with them was to 
jeopardize its entire organization—an 
eventuality not lightly to be regarded by 
the general public any more than by the 
managers of the industries, themselves. 
Whether they be iniquitous, or merely 
inevitable, the trusts, the syndications, the 
railroad combinations, the bank consoli- 
dations and their kindred are undoubtedly 
the natural and unavoidable outgrowths 
of a rapidly expanding nation and of 
conditions requiring heroic measures for 
their adequate control. Those who direct 
these institutions are themselves almost 
as much the creatures as they are the cre- 
ators of them. Thercfore anything in 
political life which tends to disturb the 
machinery, affects, at least in the minds 
of these directors, the full range of hu- 
man welfare. Men ascend to power in 
business, as they do in politics, by virtue 
of a certain fitness. If, in the course of 
time, that fitness advances them to such 
positions as now are held by presidents 
and executive officers of great interstate 
corporations, and puts them where the af- 
fairs of legislatures are as important to 
them as the affairs of the wheat ficlds or 
the steel mills, the argument is that they 
are ipso facto of corresponding impor- 
tance in the body politic. If they control 
extensive rosters of laborers, it is because 
they have shown that they know how to 
utilize that labor for its own advantage 
as well as for theirs. To take the power 
away from them, to shake in the least the 
delicate structure by which so many la- 
borers are successfully taken care of, is, 
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to their mind, to threaten the overthrow 
of social well being. 

It was President Roosevelt’s misfortune 
—or fortune—through the quickness of 
his actions and through the equal quick- 
ness with which his conduct was emulated 
throughout the country, to cause the 
financial leaders to feel that he was bring- 
ing about exactly these unwelcome and 
precarious conditions. Whether he in- 
tended it so or not—and few allege that 
he did—he caused the Vested Interests to 
become as nervous over him and his poli- 
cies as they had been nervous in appre- 
hension over Bryan. If they stood out in 
active conflict against Bryan, if they 
gave of their wealth liberally and without 
stint to prevent Bryan’s election, they 
must have equally effective resort to some 
method to prevent the further pervasion 
of the dangers of Rooseveltism. 

Before the late Senator Hanna’s death, 
there is no doubt that the Vested Interests 
sought their release through Hanna’s 
nomination for the presidency in lieu of 
Roosevelt, provided that result could be 
achieved. Failing in this—and no one 
seriously disputes the following fact— 
they planned, were such a thing to be- 
come possible, to place at the head of the 
Democratic ticket some one behind whom 
they could place their resources and upon 
whose policies if elected president they 
could rely without fear of the risks of 
impetuosity. To this end they “tried 
out” Judge Alton B. Parker, of New 
York. What the commitment may have 
been between the original promoter of 
Mr. Parker, the financiers opposed to 
Roosevelt, and Mr. Parker himsclf, is a 
matter which will undoubtedly be suffi- 
ciently ventilated during the campaign. 
But with a rapidity amazing only to 
those who had not scrutinized the early 
facts of the case, Mr. Parker’s nomina- 
tion has been followed by a marshaling 
under the Democratic banner of hundreds 
of influential men who in 1896 and 1900 
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regarded association with that party as 
they would look upon contact with the 
plague, and a complete reshifting of po- 
litical affiliations and political alignments 
seems to have begun throughout the 
country. A solidarity is manifest among 
the Vested Interests, a solidarity which 
declares that Business can not afford to 
face the jars and disturbances caused by 
a Chief Executive who proceeds without 
first consulting the directors of that Busi- 
ness, a solidarity which calls for a su- 
preme governmental official who may be 
considered “‘sane and safe.” The solidar- 
ity is with the Democratic party. It has 
withdrawn from the Republican party, 
with whom it stood in 1896 and 1900. 
The extent of the change, the power of 
the shift of support will be disclosed at 
the November polls. Evidences of the 
present day are contradictory. Men in 
equally high places with those who have 
gone over to Parker from Roosevelt an- 
nounce that they do not think that the 
making of common cause with a party 
whose record has been distasteful to them, 
even abhorrent, can result for the good 
of anybody. But, at the same time, the 
Republicans, who in the last two cam- 
paigns secured funds ‘“‘as easy as finding 
them,” have had difficulty in obtaining 
sufficient this year even for the modest 
purposes which Chairman Cortelyou an- 
nounces. The Roosevelt campaign, ap- 
parently, is to be left to subsist, very 
much as the Bryan campaign had to do, 
upon the support of popular feeling, up- 
on the vague and intangible resource cf 
enthusiasm. There is to be back of Mr. 
Roosevelt the present state of the public 
mind. If his administration and his influ- 
ence have been potent enough, the election 
will be his. If he has not yet weancd his 
constituents far enough away from the 
pap that campaign funds can feed out, or 
from submission to the inviolability of 
business privilege, or from conviction of 
the fact that business is in danger of be- 
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ing disturbed in ways that are themselves 
dangerous, the election will be against 
him. 

The Candor which President Roosevelt 
has introduccd is something new, not only 
in American, but also in world politics. 
It has had comparatively little while in 
which to thrive and to grow strong 
enough to endure independently and of 
its own impetus. Mr. Hay gave it some 
voice prior to Mr. Roosevelt’s accession 
when he first declared the American atti- 
tude in China. It has always had some 
place in American dealings with foreign 
naticns, but it did not become a real at- 
tribute of the nation, a characteristic of 
the United States in all their affairs at 
home and abroad until Mr. Roosevelt 
went into office. Consistently with his en- 
tire attitude in domestic matters, wherein 
he at no time withheld himself or his pur- 
poses from publication, Roosevelt manip- 
ulated his first great international qucs- 
tion with clear and firm adherence to a 
policy of publicity. The question was the 
endeavor of Germany, France, England 
and Italy to collect their debts from Ven- 
ezucla. Delicate as the whole situation 
was at times, the Washington administra- 
tion never hesitated to disclose practically 
all negotiations to the press as fast as they 
arose. Approaches made to the United 
States under the supposed cover of diplo- 
matic secrecy were retailed promptly and 
passed forth to public judgment. The 
equivocation, the delays, the uncertainties 
that hedged in the negotiations with 
Spain in regard to Cuba were foregone in 
every way. 

Whether relishing the treatment or 
not, the European countries took up with 
the same method, were, indeed, forced to 
it in self-defense, Emperor William lead- 
ing the way. And when President Roose- 
velt, in manner charactcristic of his offi- 
cial career, insisted that, there being a 
Hague Tribunal for the adjustment of 
international disputes, the Hague Tribu- 
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nal should be used, the parties to the dis- 
pute had virtually no recourse but to ac- 
cept the President’s attitude. 
Simultaneously with the Venezuelan 
controversy, the vexed and hitherto al- 
most inextricable puzzle of the Balkans 
was before the foreign offices in Europe. 
Insinuations and recriminations as to the 
supposedly ulterior purposes of the vari- 
ous nations concerned passed back and 
forth with the customary facility of Con- 
tinental gossip, until the press was re- 
sorted to and cach nation began to defend 
its motives and to deny the implications 
of other intentions than those which were 
apparent upon the surface. Gradually 
the cross purposes wore out, the attrition 
of publicity simplified the hitherto most 
impossible phases of the dispute, and in 
the end a joint international action was 
effected which has since been sufficient to 
rid the world for one season, at least, of 
the Macedonian massacres and horrors. 
Mr. Roosevelt’s example may have had 
but little conscious influence in this mat- 
ter, but the parallel of methods involved, 
and the fact that this was almost, if not 
quite, the first free use of Publicity in the 
diplomacies of Europe, entitle the Ameri- 
can president to the credit by inference. 
When, in the same season in which the 
Austro-Russian agreement with reference 
to the Balkans was effected, Russia ex- 
pelled the correspondent of the London 
Times because of his exposures of the 
Kishineff massacre, publicity became an 
active factor even in the staid empire of 
the Czar. Persistently following up the 
Kishineff matter, the London Times dis- 
closed one after another of the interests 
and doings of Russia which otherwise 
might have been withheld in deference to 
considerations of diplomacy, and_ulti- 
mately made so successful and consistent 
a showing that Japan was emboldened 
into the steps which afterward led to the 
war that is now in progress. It was the 
exposures of Russian inconsistency and 
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untruthfulness by the correspondents of 
the Times that brought the question of 
the Manchurian evacuation to a crisis. It 
was the obvious advantage given to Rus- 
sia’s enemies by these exposures that com- 
pelled even the secretive officials of the 
Russian court to resort to the press, to 
invent false statements bearing the out- 
ward impress of candor, in order to com- 
bat the prestige of the cause waged by 
Japan and to shorten the handicap which 
that brilliant little nation manifested 
when once the war was inaugurated. 

Finally—and this is the phase of the 
entire evolution of Candor and Publicity 
which is both the most dramatic and the 
most conclusive—when the war between 
Russia and Japan had started, the con- 
sequences of the policy which the world 
was copying from Mr. Roosevelt came 
back to the Roosevelt administration. In 
the crisis of the first days of battle, when 
false steps might have created a gencral 
world conflagration, American leadership, 
American simplicity of purpose, Ameri- 
can candor were compelled to step into 
the breach and issue the proposal which 
took Europe so much by surprise, viz., the 
delimitation of the field of war. As the 
Hague Tribunal existed for the purpose 
of arbitration, and as Mr. Roosevelt in- 
sisted that it be made use of, so an agree- 
ment existed among the nations that the 
territorial integrity of China be recog- 
nized, and the Roosevelt administration 
insisted that the agreement be respected 
in an event which so seriously endangered 
that integrity as would the Russo-Japa- 
nese war. 

Thus, with or without the intention of 
so doing, the Roosevelt government has 
carried the United States into a forward 
position among world powers, has in- 
volved the country in_ responsibilities 
which can hardly be shaken from it at 
any time in the future, has imposed upon 
the public of America the necessity of 
broadening its political concepts to an in- 
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ternational magnitude. If other peoples 
are to be dealt with in the spirit and with 
the skill that has marked the internal de- 
velopment of the United States, the ideals 
and standards of the American people 
must be lifted to proportionate height. 
Policies, hitherto provincial, even though 
practical, must, possibly, undergo vital 
alteration. The scheme of government 
and of economics must be readjusted to 
conform to an enlarged sphere of activity. 

Here again, as in the field of domestic 
politics, the principle of Candor and its 
attendant attributes come back upon the 
head of their chief sponsor. Altered eco- 
nomics mean the introduction of an ex- 
panded exchange—something which Pres- 
ident McKinley foresaw even prior to the 
swift movement of events that have be- 
fallen under his successor. And in ex- 
panded exchange lics another danger to 
the machinery of business. For, it means 
tariff reform—reduction of imposts on 
certain goods, for instance, in which the 
American supremacy is so indisputable 
that the output of Pennsylvania can sell 
cheaper in London or in Toronto than it 
docs in Philadelphia. It means the dis- 
turbance and unsettling of commercial af- 
fairs which occurred during the Cleveland 
administration. It means that the most 
sensitive of all phases of American busi- 
ness—regardless of whether that  sensi- 
tivencss be assumed or involuntary—must 
be at the mercy of a man so little subject 
to commercial control as Mr. Roosevelt 
might be presumed to be. 

It would be supposed that those who 
are apprehensive of Mr. Roosevelt in this 
still further regard could scarcely find a 
promising medium of opposition in the 
Democratic party. For that party has 
been, itself, more committed to tariff re- 
form than the most extreme interpreta- 
tion of the Republican platform could 
possibly make out for the party of the 
Administration. Yet the tariff reforms 
of Cleveland, backed as they were by an 
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apparently overwhelming popular senti- 
ment, were thwarted. Tariff reform, in 
fact, like any other change in public habit 
and usage, is a matter of the equation be- 
tween the personality of a leader and the 
state of public opinion. In the Roosevelt 
case the equation balances. Not only is 
Mr. Roosevelt of the stuff that initiates 
movements but he also seems to have the 
power to prepare the populace for his 
purposes. The combination is not safe. 
But can the combination be broken? 
There is where lies, still further, the issue 
of 1904. Mr. Roosevelt has taught the 
people of America the value of his meth- 
ods. He has started a reconstruction of 
the political and business system. He has 
shown that the same principles, when ap- 
plied in the world of foreign affairs, not 
only are effective, but conduct the nation 
to a signal and imposing leadership. He 
has brought the nation into measurement 
with other nations. The American fiscal 
policy is sect against the retaliatory policy 
of Mr. Chamberlain, against the aristo- 
cratic exclusiveness of Austria, against 
the agrarian prejudices of Germany— 
features of international relationship 
which once could be disregarded, but 
which, now that the United States is an 
intimate participant in the councils of 
Europe and Asia, can not be so quickly 
or indifferently dismissed. The American 
diplomat is in a close and cordial relation- 
ship with the heads of foreign govern- 
ments, and he can not stultify himself by 
the defense of practices which do not bear 
the test of international judgment and 
publicity. The young men, growing to 
maturity and to civic life in America, 
must qualify themselves for careers po- 
tentially as large, stressful and influential 
as those of the diplomatic corps. If they 
are to be at the head of syndicates and 
trusts, the syndicates and trusts them- 
selves are apt to be of world-wide range, 
as witness the International Mercantile 
Marine Company, the Standard Oil, the 
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life insurance companies which do enough 
business abroad to have buildings of their 
own in principal foreign cities. Educa- 
tion must be proportionately more virile 
and more expansive in its scope. 

Which principle will best stand the 
test—that of Mr. Roosevelt’s candor and 
aggressive enforcement of law, or the con- 
servative, cautious and _ business-guided 
systems of those who are opposed to him? 

Some of the answer to this question 
does not necd to wait for the election in 
November. It is found in palpable drift 
of the times. For more than a year, Mr. 
Bryan, shifting his ground of contention 
from free silver and imperialism, has been 
strongly and ably insisting upon a return 
of the country to “ideals.” Secretary 
Root, upon his resignation from the War 
Department, threw forward the pursuit 
of principle as superior to the pursuit of 
expediency. Sermons throughout the 
United States have for two years been 
working toward the inculcation of higher 
motives in political practice. And now, 
as the election approaches and the thou- 
sands of young men and women are grad- 
uated from the colleges to take up the 
municipal and state occupations and the 
business vocations which may fit them, 
the dominant note of baccalaureate ad- 
dresses is the cry for less adherence to 
material prosperity, less labor for a suc 
cess that is not associated with enjoy- 
ments of the intelligent mind. Even in 
the drama, the public seems to have come 
to a halt at the door of entertainments 
which are merely whimsical and transi- 
tory. The absorbing powcr of business 
is, perhaps, running itself out. Another 
goal than mere thrift, another obligation 
than competition with those who are 
thrifty, seems to be sought. Commercial 
success is perhaps ceasing to be the all- 
containing standard of the average 
American’s existence. He is climbing 
toward the planes of art and personal 
advancement and intensive improvement 
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that mark the Old World. Those who 


have become millionaires among the 
States have themselves turned from lo- 
comotives and oil and stocks to the 
acquirement and equipment of palaces 
and galleries of art. The Commercial In- 
vasion of Europe has been followed by 
the Bringing Home of the Trophies— 
and the trophies are not engines and steel 
rails and barrel staves. Society, spelled 
with the big S, is struggling for a taste 
of some entertainment that will not turn 
brown in the morning after. Many rich 
men are giving themselves to works of be- 
nevolence, and spending almost as many 
hours with the directors of their charities 
as they do with the directors of their 
banks and industrial companies. Indeed, 
the whole of America scems to be trying 
to resolve its huge wealth, its unlimited 
lines of effort and work, into something 
stable, something which, like the British 
estates, will continue its own force and 
liberate its owners from the fierce strain 
and destructive absorption that up to this 
time have been both the glory and the 
bane of the country. 

To this extent the business idca is not 
the dominant one. To this extent the 
public have veered away from the old 
moorings. Some of the veering gets its 
impulse from Rooseveltism; much of it 
does not; much of it, indeed, was in pro- 
cess long before Roosevelt left the Civil 
Service Commissionership. The question 
is as to the goal to which it shall lead 
and as to which of the veerings is the 
wholesomer and the more fit for the elec- 
toral suffrage. If Commercialism is al- 
lowed to remain in the ascendancy, will 
those who typify modern success continue 
their cultivation of ease and art and lei- 
sure along rational lines? Or will the 
very excess of their wealth lead them to 
excess in these spheres also? If the cap- 
tains of industry retain their power un- 
disturbed, will they distribute the fruits 
of their management equitably? Will 
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they follow the wisdom of Carnegie’s later 
years, of Rothschild’s gift to the poor 
workingmen of Paris, of Mayor Jones’ 
abiding by the Golden Rule? Will they, 
like the better class of the barons of Feu- 
dalism, justly and kindly, for their own 
good and for the good of those under 
them, administer the lives and affairs of 
those who draw wages from them? Or 
will they, more like the titular princes of 
the post-feudal days, fall into the ex- 
travagances and licentiousness of the 
courts of the Georges and the Louis, the 
elegance and pampered idleness of the 
merchant times of Venice? Will there 
be more Lehrs to crawl upon hands and 
knees to fetch canes, doglike, for recently 
married society couples, or more Ogden 
Armours to seek to negotiate packing- 
house strikes? 

Already America has gone a mad pace 
in sports, in gambling, in spectacular the- 
atricals, in the rich fulsomeness of house 
and castle building, and has checked it- 
self only in gambling and in the nausea 
that arises automatically from a surfeit 
of tinsel and legs in tights and trunks. 
Those who are not prosperous have, with- 
in the range of their respective abilities, 
imitated those who are. The poor man 
has sought the same idle and flippant 
playhouse that has been sought by those 
whose wealth and unlimited opportunities 
have developed in them too much ennui to 
look seriously upon anything. The mid- 
dle man has “blown” his savings in Turf 
and other Investment Companies and get- 
rich-quick concerns, instead of in stocks 
and bonds. And only the Rooseveltian 
administration which has put a halt upon 
the Investment companics has interposed 
to prevent multiplied calamities. Medi- 
ocrity always imitates success; and the 
traps laid for the betrayal of the imi- 
tators are as innumerable as the real op- 
portunities for imitation are rare. Suc- 
cess never percolates downward, because 
it is essentially selfish; moral example 
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does, because it is by nature the very op- 
posite. Commercialism stands for success. 
Does it stand for anything else? Has it 
yet attained the plane of morality? Has 
it graduated into that firmness and sta- 
bility where, ensured of its endurance, it 
pauses to frame principles and erect ide- 
als? On the other hand, does Rooseveltism 
stand for anything less than an upsetting 
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of all that commercialism has done, a sub- 
version of all that has gone to make pos- 
sible such enjoyment, such prosperity, 
such outlook for art and ideals as now 
exists? Can candor, in all its accessories 
and consequences, be accepted as a gov- 
ernmental factor? Or, can it, on the 


other hand, be dispensed with? The cam- 
paign of 1904 and its results may tell. 


ENLARGEMENT 
By Helen A, Saxon 


Ps eet ps us unaware the solemn night 

Had hung its shadowy veils while still we sought 
Each other by the common ways of thought. 

I felt thy orbit nearing, and a light 

Streamed suddenly across my inner sight 
Effulgent, incommunicable, fraught 
With some constraining radiance that caught 

My quickened spirit to its utmost height. 


And lo, I saw as with the eyes of two 

In that swift moment when thy soul touched mine; 
The walls of being widened, and I grew 

Aware of life, ineffable, divine. 
Since when I go more softly through my days, 
Enlarged and comforted in many ways. 


THE GIRL AND THE JULEP 


HOW THEIR JOINT ATTRACTIONS PROVED TOO MUCH FOR 
JOHN EDDRING, CLAIM AGENT 


By Emerson Hough 


ing the great plantation lay as 
though half-asleep, dozing and blink- 
ing at the advancing day. The planta- 
tion house, known in all the country side 
as the Big House, rested calm and self- 
confident in the middle of a wide sweep 
of cleared lands, surrounded immediately 
by dark evergreens and the occasional 
primeval oaks spared in the original fell- 
ing of the forest. Wide and rambling 
galleries of one height or another crawled 
partially about the expanses of the build- 
ing, and again paused, as though weary 
of the attempt to circumvent it. The 
strong white pillars, rising from the 
ground floor straight to the third story, 
shone white and stately, after the old 
Southern fashion, that Grecian style, 
simplified and made suitable to provincial 
purses by those Adams brothers of old 
England who first sect the fashion in early 
American architecture. White- coated, 
with wide, cool, green blinds, with ample 
and wide-doored halls, and deep, low win- 
dows, the Big House, here in the heart of 
the warm southland, was above all things 
suited to its environment. It was all so 
safe and sure that there was no need for 
anxicty. Life here was as it had been for 
generations, even for the generation fol- 
lowing the upheaval of the Civil War. 
But if this were a kingdom apart and 
self-sufficient, what meant this thing 
which crossed the head of the plantation 
—this double line, tenacious and continu- 
ous, which shone upon the one hand dark, 
and upon the other, where the sun 
touched it, a cold gray in color? What 
meant this squat little building at the 
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side of these rails which reached on out 
straight as the flight of a bird across the 
clearing and vanished keenly in the forest 
wall? This was the road of the iron rails. 
It clung close to the ground, at times al- 
most sinking into the embankment now 
grown scarcely discernible among the 
concealing grass and weeds, although the 
track itself had been built but recently. 
This railroad sought to efface itself, even 
as the land sought to aid in its effacement, 
as though neither believed that this was 
lawful spot for it. One might say it 
made a blot upon this picture of the morn- 
ing. 

Perhaps it seemed thus to the tall 
young girl who now stood upon its long 
gallery, her tangle of high-rolled, red- 
brown hair held back by the hand which 
half-shaded her eyes as she looked out dis- 
contentedly over the familiar scene. Miss 
Lady—for thus she was christened by the 
Big House servants; and she bore well the 
title—frowned now as she tapped a little 
foot upon the gallery floor. Perhaps it 
was not so much what she saw as what she 
did not see that made Miss Lady discon- 
tented, for this white rim of the forest 
bounded the world for her; yet after all, 
youth and the morning do not conspire 
with discontent. A moment more, light, 
fleet of foot, Miss Lady fied down the gal- 
lery steps, through the gate and out along 
the garden walk. Beyond the yard fence 
she was greeted riotously by a score of 
dogs and puppies, long since her friends 
and devoted admirers; as, indeed, were all 
dwellers, dumb or human, thcreabout. 

Had Miss Lady, or any observer, 
looked from the gallery off to the south- 
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ward and down the railway track, there 
might thus have been discovered two fig- 
ures just emerging from the rim of the 
forest something like a mile away; and 
these might have been seen growing slowly 
more distinct, as they plodded up the rail- 
way track toward the Big House. Pres- 
ently they might have been discovered to 
be a man and a woman; the former tall, 
thin, dark and stooped; his companion, 
tall as himself, quite as thin, and almost 
as bent. The garb of the man was nonde- 
script, neutral, loose; his hat dark and 
flapping. The woman wore a shapeless 
calico gown, and on her head was a long, 
telescopic sunbonnet of faded pink, from 
which she must perforce peer forward, 
looking neither to the right nor to the left. 

The travelers, indeed, needed not to 
look to the right or the left, for the path 
of the iron rails led them directly on. 
They did not step to the gallery, did 
not knock at the door, or, indeed, give 
any evidences of thcir intentions, but 
seated themselves deliberately upon a pile 
of boards that lay near in the broad ex- 
panse of the front yard. Here they re- 
mained, silent and at rest, fitting well 
enough into the sleepy scene. No one 
in the house noticed them for a time, 
and they, tired by the walk, seemed will- 
ing to rest under the shade of the ever- 
greens before making known their errand. 
They sat speechless and content for sev- 
eral moments, until finally a mulatto 
house-servant, passing from one building 
to another, cast a look in their direction, 
and paused uncertainly in curiosity. The 
man on the board-pile saw her. 

“Here, Jinny! Jinny!” he called, just 
loud enough to be heard, and not turning 
toward her more than half-way. “Come 
here.” 

“Yessah,” said the girl, and slowly ap- 
proached. 

“Get us a little melk, Jinny,” said the 
speaker. “We’re plumb out o’ melk down 
home.” 

“Yossah,” said Jinny, and disappeared 
leisurely, to be gone perhaps half an hour. 
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There remained little sign of life on 
the board-pile, the bonnet tube pointing 
fixedly toward the railway station, the 
man now and then slowly shifting one 
leg across the other, but staring out at 
nothing, his lower lip drooping laxly. 
When the servant finally brought back 
the milk-pail and placed it beside him, he 
gave no word of thanks. To all appear- 
ances, he was willing to wait here indefi- 
nitely, forgetful of the pail of milk, to- 
ward which the sun was creeping omi- 
nously close. The way back home seemed 
long and weary at that moment. His lip 
drooped still more laxly, as he sat looking 
out vagucly. 

Not so calm seemed his consort, she of 
the sunbonnet. Restored to some extent 
by her tarrying in the shade, she began 
to shift and hitch about uneasily upon 
the board-pile. At length she leaned a bit 
to one side, reached into a pocket and tak- 
ing out a snuff-stick and a parcel of its 
attendant compound, began to take a 
“dip” of snuff, after the habit of certain 
of the population of that region. This 
done, she turned with a swift jerk of the 
head, bringing to bear the tube of her 
bonnet in full force upon her lord and 
master. 

“Jim Bowles,” she said, “this here is a 
shame! Hit’s a plumb shame!” 

There was no answer, save an uneasy 
hitch on the part of the person so ad- 
dressed. He seemed to feel the focus of 
the sunbonnet boring into his system. 
The voice in the bonnet went on, shot 
straight toward him, so that he might not 
escape. 

“It’s a plumb shame,” said Mrs. Bowles 
again. 

“TI know it, I know it,” said her hus- 
band at length, uncasily. “But, now, Sar’ 
Ann, how kin I help it? The cow’s daid 
and I kain’t help it, and that’s all about it. 
My God, woman!”—this with sudden en- 
ergy,—“do you think I kin bring a cow to 
life that’s been killed by the old railroad 
kyahs? I ain’t no ’vangelist. It ain’t my 
fault old Muley got killed.” 
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“Ain’t yore fault !” 

“No, it ain’t my fault. Whut am I 
going to do? I kaint get no otheh cow 
right now, and I done tol’ you so. You 
reckon cows grows on bushes?” 

“Grows on bushes!” 

“Yes, or that they comes for nuthin’ ?” 

“Comes for nuthin’ !” 

“Yes, Sar’ Ann, that’s whut I said. I 
tell you, it ain’t so fur to come, ain’t so 
fur up here, if you take it casy; only 
three mile. And Cunnel Blount ’ll give 
us melk as long as we want. I reckon he 
would give us a cow, too, if I ast him. 
I s’pose I could pay him out o’ the next 
crop, if they wasn’t so many things that 
has to be paid out’n the crop. It’s too 
blame bad ’bout Muley.” He scratched 
his head thoughtfully. 

“Yes,” responded his spouse, “Muley 
was a heap better cow then you’ll ever git 
agin. Why, she gave two quo’ts o’ melk 
the very mornin’ she was done killed, two 
quo’ts. I reckon we didn’t have to walk 
no three mile that mornin’, did we? And 
she that kin’ and gentle like—oh, we ain’t 
goin’ to git no new cow like Muley, no 
time right soon, I want to tell you that, 
Jim Bowles.” 

“Well, well, I know all that,” said her 
husband, conciliatingly, a trifle easier now 
that the sunbonnet was for the moment 
turned aside. ‘‘That’s all true, mighty 
true. But what kin you do?” 

“Do? Why, do somethin’! Somebody 
sho’ ought to suffer for this here. This 
new-fangled railroad a-comin’ through 
here, a-killing things an’ a-killing folks! 
Why, Bud Sowers said just the other week 
he heard of three darkies gittin’ killed in 
one bunch down to Allenville. They 
standin’ on the track, jes’ talkin’ and 
visitin’ like. Didn’t notice nuthin’. Didn’t 
notice the train a-comin’. ‘Biff? says 
Bud; an’ thah was them darkies.” 

“Yes,” said Mr.. Bowles, “‘that’s the 
way it was with Muley. She just walk 
up out’n the cane, and stan’ thah in the 
sun on ther track, to sort o’ look aroun’ 
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whah she could see free for a little ways. 
Then, ’long comes the railroad train, an’ 
biff! Thah’s Muley!” 

“Plumb daid.” 

“Plumb daid.” 

“And she a good cow fer us fer fo’teen 
yeahs. It don’t look exactly right, now, 
does it? It sho’ don’t.” 

“It’s a outrage, that’s whut it is,” said 
Sar’ Ann Bowles. 

“Well, we got the railroad,” said her 
husband, tentatively. 

“Yes, we got the railroad,” said Sar’ 
Ann Bowles, savagely, ‘‘and what yearth- 
ly good is hit? Who wants any railroad? 
Why, all the way here this mornin’, I 
was skeered every foot of the way, 
afearin’ that there ingine was goin’ to 
come along an’ kill us both!” 

“Sho! Sar’ Ann,” said her husband, 
with superiority. “It ain’t time for the 
train yit—leastwise I don’t think it is.” 
He looked about uneasily. 

“That’s all right, Jim Bowles. One 
of them ingines might come ’long most 
any time. It might creep up behine you, 
then, biff! Thah’s Jim Bowles! Whut 
use is the railroad, I’d like to know? I 
wouldn’t be caught a climbin’ in one o° 
them thar kyars, not for big money. 
Supposin’ it run off the track?” 

“Oh, well, now,” said her husband, 
“maybe it don’t, always.” 

“But supposin’ it did?” The front of 
the telescope turned toward him suddenly, 
and so burning was the focus this time 
that Mr. Bowles shifted his seat, and took 
refuge upon another board at the other 
end of the board-pile, out of range. 

“‘Whut made you vote for this yere 
railroad?” said Sarah Ann, following him 
mercilessly with the bonnet tube. ‘We 
didn’t want no railroad. We never did 
have one, and we never ought to a-had 
one. You listen to me; that railroad is 
goin’ to ruin this country. Th’ ain’t a 
woman in these yeah bottoms but would 
be skeered to have a baby grow up in her 
house. Supposin’ you got a baby; nice 
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little baby, never did harm no one. You 
a-cookin’ or somethin’—out to the smoke- 
house, like enough; baby alone for about 
two minutes. Baby crawls out on to the 
railroad track. Along comes the ingine, 
an’ biff! Thah’s baby!” Mrs. Bowles 
shed tears at this picture which she had 
conjured up, and even her less imagina- 
tive consort became visibly affected, so 
that for a moment he half-straightened 
up. 
“Well, I dunno,” said he, vaguely, and 
sighed softly; all of which irritated Mrs. 
Bowles to such an extent that she flounced 
suddenly around to get a better gaze up- 
on her master. In this movement, her 
foot struck the pail of milk which had 
been sitting near, and overturned it. 

“Jinny,” she called out, “you, Jinny 

“Yassam,” replied Jinny, from some 
place on the gallery. 

“Come here,” said Mrs. Bowles. “Git 
me another pail o’ melk. I done spilled 
this one.” 

‘““Yassam,” replied Jinny, and present- 
ly returned with the refilled vessel. 

“Well, anyway,” said Jim Bowles at 
length, rising and standing with hands in 
pockets, inside the edge of the shade line 
of the evergreens, “I heard that there was 
a man came down through yere a few 
days ago. He was sort of taking count 
of the critters that done got killed by the 
railroad kyahs.” 

“That so?” said Sarah Ann, somewhat 
mollified. 

“T reckon so,” said Jim Bowles. “I 
lowed I’d ast Cunnel Blount here at the 
Big House, about that some time. O° 
course it don’t bring Muley back, but 
then— 

“No, hit don’t,” said Sarah Ann, re- 
suming her original position. “And our 
little Sim, he just loved that Muley cow, 
little Sim, he did. Say, Jim Bowles, do 
you heah me!”—this with a sudden flirt 
of the sunbonnet in an agony of actual 
fear. ‘Why, Jim Bowles, do you know 
that our little Sim might be a playin’, 
out thah in front of ouah house, on to 
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that railroad track, at this very minute? 
*Spose, *sposen—’long comes that there 
railroad train? Say, man, whut you 
standin’ there in that there shade fer? 
We got to go! We got to git home! 
Come right along this minute, er we may 
be too late.” 

And so, smitten by this sudden thought, 
they gathered themselves together as best 
they might and started toward the rail- 
road for their return. Even as they did 
so there appeared upon the northern ho- 
rizon a wreath of smoke rising above the 
forest. There was the far-off sound of a 
whistle, deadened by the heavy interven- 
ing vegetation ; presently there puffed in- 
to view one of the railroad trains, still 
new upon this region. Iconoclastic, mod- 
ern, strenuous, it wabbled unevenly over 
the new-laid rails up to the station house, 
where it paused for a few moments ere it 
resumed its wheezing way to the south- 
ward. The two visitors at the Big House 
gazed at it open-mouthed for a time, until 
all at once her former thought crossed 
the woman’s mind. She turned upon her 
husband. 

“Thar hit goes! Thar hit goes!” she 
cried. “Right on straight to our house! 
Hit kaint miss hit! And little Sim, he’s 
sure to be playin’ out thah on the track. 
Oh, he’s daid right this minute, he shore- 
ly is!” 

Her speech exercised a certain force 
upon Jim Bowles. He stepped on the 
faster, tripped upon a clod and stum- 
bled, spilling half the milk from the pail. 

“Thah, now,” said he. “Thah hit goes 
agin. Done spilled the melk. Well, hit’s 
too far back to the house now fer mo’. 
But, now, mabbe Sim wasn’t playin’ on 
the track.” 

“Mabbe he wasn’t!” said Sarah Ann 
scornfully. ‘Why, o’ course he was.” 

“Well, if he was,” said Jim Bowles, 
philosophically, “why, Sar’ Ann, from 
whut I done notice about this here rail- 
road train, why—it’s too late now.” 

He might perhaps have pursued this 
logical line of thought further, had not 
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there occurred an incident which brought 
the conversation to a close. Looking up, 
the two saw approaching them across the 
lawn, evidently coming from the little 
railway station, and doubtless descended 
from this very train, the alert, quick-step- 
ping figure of a man evidently a stranger 
to the place. Jim and Sarah Ann Bowles 
stepped to one side as he approached and 
lifted his hat with a pleasant smile. 

“Good morning,” said the stranger. 
“It’s a fine day, isn’t it? Can you tell me 
whether or not Colonel Blount is at home 
this morning?” 

“Well, suh,” said Jim Bowles, rubbing 
his chin thoughtfully, “his is, an’ he 
ain’t. He’s home, o’ course; that is, he 
hain’t gone away no whah, to co’te er 
nothin’. But then ag’in he’s out huntin’, 
gone after b’ah. I reckon he’s likely tc be 
in ’most any day now.” 

“ °Most any day?” 

“Yessah. You better go on up to the 
house.” 

“Thank you,” said the stranger. “I 
am very much obliged to you, indeed. I 
believe P’ll wait here for just a little while. 
Good morning, sir. Good morning, mad- 
am.” 

He turned and walked slowly up the 
path toward the house, as the others pur- 
sued their way to the railroad track, down 
which they presently were plodding on 
their homeward journey. There was at 
least a little milk left in the pail when 
finally they reached their small log cabin, 
with its yard full of pigs and chickens. 
Eagerly they scanned the sides of the rail- 
way embankment as they drew near, look- 
ing for signs of what they feared to see. 
One need not describe the fierce joy with 
which Sarah Ann Bowles fell upon little 
Sim, who was presently discovered, safe 
and dirty, knocking about on the kitchen 
floor in abundant company of puppies, 
cats and chickens. . 

“T knowed he would be killed,” said 
Sarah Ann. 

“But he hain’t,” said her husband, tri- 
umphantly. And for one time in their 
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married life there seemed to be no possible 
way in which she might contradict him, 
which fact for her constituted a situation 
somewhat difficult. 

“Well, it hain’t yore fault ef he 
hain’t,” said she at length. 

The new-comer at the Big House was a 
well-looking figure enough as he advanced 
up the path toward the white-pillared gal- 
leries. In height just above middle stat- 
ure, and of rather spare habit of body, 
alert, compact and vigorous, he carried 
himself with a self-respect redeemed from 
aggressiveness by an open candor of face 
and the pleasant forthright gaze of a 
kindly blue-gray eye. In spite of a cer- 
tain gravity of mien, his eyes seemed wont 
to smile upon occasions, as witnessed di- 
vers little wrinkles at the corners. A hur- 
ried observer might have guessed his age 
within ten years, but might have been 
wrong upon either side, and might have 
had an equal difficulty in classifying his 
residence or occupation. It was evident 
that he was not ill at ease in this environ- 
ment; for as he met coming around the 
corner an old colored man, who, with a 
rag in one hand and a bottle in the other, 
seemed intent upon some errand at the 
dog kennel beyond, he paused not in que- 
ry or salutation, but tossed his umbrella 
to the servant and at the same time hand- 
ed him his traveling-bag. ‘Take care of 
these, Bill,’ said he. 

Bill, for that was indeed his name, 
placed the bag and umbrella upon the gal- 
lery floor, and with the air of owning the 
place himself, invited the visitor to enter. 

“The Cunnel’s not to home, suh,” said 
Bill. ‘But you better come in and sed- 
down. [ll go call the folks.” 

‘Never mind,” said the visitor. “TI 
reckon T’ll just walk around a little out- 
side. I hear Colonel Blount is off on a 
bear hunt.” 

“Yassah,” said Bill. “An’ when he 
goes he mostly gets b’ah. I’m right 
*spondent dis time, though, "deed I is, 
suh.” 

“What’s the matter?” 
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“Why, you see, suh,” replied Bill, lean- 
ing comfortably back against a gallery 
post. ‘It’s dis-a-way. I’m just gwine out 
to fix up Old Hec’s foot. He’s ouah best- 
est b’ah dog, but he got so blame big- 
goty, las’ time he was out, stuck his foot 
right intoe a ba’h’s mouth. Now, Hec’s 
lef? home, an’ me lef’? home to ’ten’ to 
Hec. How kin Cunnel Blount git any 
b’ah widout me an’ Hec along? T’se right 
’spondent, dat’s whut I is.” 

“Well, now, that’s too bad,” said the 
stranger, with a smile. 

“Too bad? I reckon it sho’ is. Fer, 
if Cunnel Blount don’t get no b’ah—look 
out den, J kin tell you.” 

“Gets his dander up, eh?” 

“Dandah—dandah! You know him? 
Th’ ain’t no better boss, but ef he goes 
out huntin’ b’ah and don’t get no b’ah— 
why, den dey ain’t no reason gwine do 
foh him. 

“Now, when you see Cunnel Blount 
come home, he’ll come up along dat lane, 
him an’ the dogs, an’ dem no ’count nig- 
gers he done took ’long with him; an’ 
when he gits up to whah de lane crosses 
de railroad track, ef he come’ ridin’ *long 
easy like, now an’ den tootin’ his hawn 
to sort o’ Ict us know he’s a-comin’—ef 
he do dat-a-way, dat’s all right,—dat’s 
all right.” Here the garrulous old serv- 
ant shook his head. “But ef he don’t— 
well den—” 

“That’s bad, if he doesn’t, eh?” 

“Yessah. Ef he don’ come a-blowin’ 
an’ ef he do come a-singin’, den look out! 
I allus did notice dat ef Cunnel Blount 
*gins to sing ’ligious hymns, somethin’s 
wrong, and somethin’ gwine ter drap. He 
hain’t right easy ter git ’long wif when 
he’s a-singin’. But if you'll ’scuse me, 
suh, I got ter take care o’ Hec. Jest 
make yourself to home, suh,—anyways 
you like.” ; 

The visitor contented himself with wan- 
dering about the yard, until at length he 
seated himself on the board-pile beneath 
the evergreen trees, and so sank into an 
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idle reverie, his chin in his hand, and his 
eyes staring out across the wide field. He 
sat thus for some time, and the sun was 
beginning to encroach upon his refuge, 
when suddenly he was aroused by the 
faint and far-off sound of a hunting-horn. 
That the listener distinguished it at such 
a distance might have argued that he him- 
self had known hound and saddle in his 
day; yct he readily caught the note of 
the short hunting-horn universally used 
by the Southern hunters, and recognized 
the assembly call for the hunting-pack. 
As it came near, all the dogs in the kennel 
yards heard it and raged to escape from 
their confinement. Old Bill came hob- 
bling around the corner. Steps were 
heard on the gallery. The visitor’s face 
showed a slight uneasiness as he caught 
a glance of a certain spot now suddenly 
made alive by the flutter of a soft gown 
and the flash of a bunch of scarlet rib- 
bons. Thither he gazed as directly as he 
might under these circumstances, but the 
girl was gone before he had opportunity 
even to rise and remove his hat. 

“That’s her. That’s Miss Lady,” said 
Bill to his new friend, in a low voice. 
“Han’somest gal in the hull Delta. 
They’ll all be right glad ter see the Cun- 
nel back. He’s got a b’ah shore, fer he’s 
comin’ a-blowin’.”” 

Bill’s joy was not long-lived, for even 
as the little cavalcade came in view, a tall 
figure on a chestnut hunting horse riding 
well in advance, certain colored stragglers 
coming behind, and the party-colored 
pack trotting or limping along on all 
sides, the music of the summoning horn 
suddenly ceased. Looking neither to the 
right nor to the left, the leader of the 
hunt rode on up the lane, sitting loose 
and careless in the saddle, his right hand 
steadying a short rifle across the saddle 
front. He rode thus until presently those 
at the Big House heard, softly rising on 
the morning air, the chant of an old 
church hymn: “On Jordan’s strand [ll 
take my stand, An-n-n—” 
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“Oh, Lawd,” exclaimed Bill. ‘Dat’s 
his very wustest chune!”—saying which 
he dodged around the corner of the 
house. 

Turning in from the lane at the yard 
gate, Colonel Calvin Blount and his re- 
tinue rode close up to the side door of the 
plantation house; but even here the mas- 
ter vouchsafed no salutation to those who 
awaited his coming. He was a tall man, 
broad-shouldered, lean and muscular; yet 
so far from being thin and dark, he was 
spare rather from physical exercise than 
through gaunt habit of body; his com- 
plexion was ruddy and sun-colored, and 
the long mustache hanging across his 
jaws showed a deep mahogany-red. West- 
ern ranchman one might have called him, 
rather than Southern planter. Scotch- 
Irish, generations back, perhaps, yet 
Southern always, and by birthright 
American, he might have been a war-lord 
of another land and day. No feudal 
baron ever dismounted with more assured- 
ness at his own hall, to toss careless rein 
to a retainer. He stood now, tall and 
straight, a trifle rough-looking in his 
careless planter’s dress, but every inch 
the master. A slight frown puckered up 
his forehead, giving to his face an added 
hint of sternness. 

Colonel Blount busied himself with di- 
rections as to the horses and dogs. The 
latter came straggling along in groups 
or pairs or singly, some of them hobbling 
on three legs, many showing bitter 
wounds. The chase of the great bear had 
proved stern pastime for them. Of half 
a hundred hounds which had started, not 
two-thirds were back again, and many of 
these would be unfit for days for the re- 
sumption of their savage trade. None the 
less, as the master sounded again, loud 
and clear, the call for the assembly, all 
the dogs about the place, young and old, 
homekeepers and warriors, came pouring 
in with heads uplifted, each pealing out 
his sweet and mournful music. Blount 
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spoke to dozens of them, calling each by 
its proper name. 

In the confusion of the disbandment of 
the hunt, the master of the Big House had 
as yet hardly had time to look about 
him, but now, as the conclave scattered, 
he found himself alone, and turning dis-. 
covered the occupant of the board-pile, 
who arose and advanced, offering his 
hand. 

“This is Colonel Blount, I presume,” 
said he. 

“Yes, sir, that’s my name. I beg your 
pardon, I’m sure, but I didn’t know you 
were there. Come right on into the house 
and sit down, sir. Now, your name 
was—?”? 

‘“‘Eddring,” said the new-comer. “John 
Eddring. I am just down on the morn- 
ing’s train from the city.” 

“I’m right glad to see you, Mr. Edd- 
ring,” said Colonel Blount, extending his 
hand. The two, without plan, wandered 
over toward the shade of the evergreen, 
and presently seated themselves at the 
board-pile. 

“Well, Colonel Blount,” said the visitor. 
“I reckon you must have had a good 
hunt.” 

“Yes, sir, there ain’t a ba’h in the Delta 
can get away from those dogs. We run 
this fellow straight on end for ten miles; 
put him across the river twice, and all 
around the Black Bayou, but the dogs 
kept him hot all the time, I’m telling you, 
for more than five miles through the cane 
beyond the bayou.” 

“Who got the shot, Colonel?” asked 
Eddring—a question apparently most un- 
welcome. 

“Well, I ought to have had it,” said 
Blount, with a frown of displeasure. “The 
fact is, I did take a flying chance from 
horseback, when the ba’h ran by in the 
cane half a mile back of where they killed 
him. Somehow I must have missed. But 
man! you ought to have heard that pack 
for two hours through the woods. It cer- 
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tainly would have raised your hair 
straight up. You ever hunt ba’h, sir?” . 

“A little, once in a while, when I have 
had the time. You see, a railroad man 
can’t always choose.” 

“Railroad man?” said Colonel Blount. 
A sudden gloom fell upon his ruddy face. 
“Railroad man, eh? Well, I wish you 
was something else. Now, I helped get 
that railroad through this country—if it 
hadn’t been for me, they never could have 
laid a mile of track through here. But 
now, do you know what they done did to 
me the other day, with their damned old 
railroad?” 

“No, sir, I haven’t heard.” 

“Well, Ill tell you—Bill! Oh, Bill! 
Go into the house and get me some ice; 
and go pick some mint and bring it here 
to this gentleman and me— Say, do you 
know what that railroad did? Why, it 
just killed the best filly on my plantation, 
my best running stock, too. Now, I was 
the man to help get that railroad through 
the Delta, and I—” 

“Well, now Colonel Blount,” said the 
other, “the road isn’t a bad sort of thing 
for you all down here, after all. It re- 
lieves you of the river market, and it 
gives you a double chance to get out your 
cotton. You don’t have to haul your cot- 
ton twelve miles back to the boat any 
more. Here is your station right at your 
door, and you can load on the cars any 
day you want to.” 

“Oh, that’s all right, that’s all right. 
But how about this killing of my stock?” 

“Well, that’s so,”’ said the other, facing 
the point and ruminatingly biting a splin- 
ter between his teeth. ‘It does look as if 
we had killed about everything loose in 
the whole Delta during the last month or 
so.” 

“Are you on this railroad?” asked 
Blount suddenly. 

“T reckon I’ll have to admit that I am,” 
said the other, smiling. 

“Passenger agent, or something of that 
sort, I reckon? Well, let me tell you, you 
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change your road. Say, there was a man 
down below here last week settling up 
claims—Bill! Ah-h, Bill! Where’ve you 
gone?” 

“Yes,” said Eddring, “‘it certainly did 
seem that when we built this road every 
cow and every nigger, not to mention a 
lot of white folks, made a bee-line straight 
for our right of way. Why, sir, it was 
a solid line of cows and niggers from 
Memphis to New Orleans. How could you 
blame an engineer if he run into some- 
thing once in a while? He couldn’t help 
it.” 

“Yes. Now, do you know what this 
claim-settler, or this claim agent man did? 
Why, he paid a man down below here two 
stations—what do you think he paid him 
for as fine a heifer as ever eat cane? Why, 
fifteen dollars !”” 

“Fifteen dollars!” 

“Yes, fifteen dollars.” 

“That looks like a heap of money for a 
heifer, doesn’t it, Colonel Blount?” 

“A heap of money? Why, no. Heap 
of money? Why, what do you mean?” 

“Heifers didn’t bring that before the 
road came through. Why, you would 
have had to drive that heifer twenty-five 
miles before you could get a market, and 
then she wouldn’t have brought over 
twelve dollars. Now, fifteen dollars, 
seems to me, is about right.” 

“Well, let the heifer go. But there was 
a cow killed three miles below here the 
other day. Neighbors of mine. I reckon 
that claim agent wouldn’t want to allow 
any more than fifteen dollars for Jim 
Bowles’ cow, neither.” 

“Maybe not.” 

“Well, never mind about the cow, 
either; but look here. A nigger lost his 
wife down there, killed by these steam 
kyars—looks like the niggers get fasci- 
nated by them kyars. But here’s Bill 
coming at last. Now, Mr. Eddring, we'll 
just make a little julep. Tell me, how 
do you make a julep, sir?” 

Eddring hitched a little nearer on the 
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board-pile. “Well, Colonel Blount,” said 
he, “in our family we used to have an old 
silver mug—sort of plain mug, you know, 
few flowers around the edge of it—been 
in the family for years. Now, you take 
a mug like that and let it lie in the ice 
box all the time, and when you take it 
out, it’s sort of got a white frost all over 
it. Now, my old daddy, he would take 
this mug and put some fine ice into it,— 
not too fine. Then he’d take a little cut 
loaf sugar, in another glass, and he’d 
mash it up in a little water—not too much 
water—then he’d pour that in over the ice. 
Then he would pour in some good corn 
whisky, till all the interstices of that ice 
were filled plumb up; then he’d put some 
mint—” 

“Didn’t smash the mint? Say, he 
didn’t smash the mint, did he?” said 
Colonel Blount, eagerly, hitching over 
toward the speaker. 

“Smash it? I should say not, sir! 
Sometimes, at certain seasons of the mint, 
he might just sort of take a twist at the 
leaf, to sort of release a little of the flavor, 
you know. You don’t want to be rough 
with mint. Just twist it gently between 
the thumb and finger. Then you set it 
in nicely around the edge of the glass. 
Sometimes just a little powder of fine 
sugar around on top of the mint leaves, 
and then a straw—” 

“Sir,” said Colonel Blount, gravely ris- 
ing and taking off his hat, “you are wel- 
come to my home!” 

Eddring, with equal courtesy, arose and 
removed his own hat. 

“For my part,” resumed Blount, judi- 
cially, “I rather lean to a piece of cut 
glass, for the green and the crystal look 
mighty fine together. I don’t always 
make them with any sugar on top of the 
mint. But, you know, just a circle of 
mint—not crushed—not crushed, mind 
you—just a green ring of fragrance, so 
that you can bury your nose in it and 
forget your troubles. Sir, allow me once 
more to shake your hand. I think I know 
a gentleman when I see one.” 


499 


“A gentleman,” said the other, smiling 
slightly. ‘Well, don’t shake hands with 
me yet, sir. I don’t know. You see I’m 
a railroad man, and I’m here on business.” 

“Damn it, sir, if it was only your de- 
scription of a julep, if it was only your 
mention of that old family silver mug, de- 
voted to that sacred purpose, sir—that 
would be your certificate of character here. 
Forget your business. Come down here 
and live with me. We'll go huntin’ ba’h 
together. Why, man, I’m mighty glad 
to make your acquaintance.” 

“But wait,” said Eddring, “there may 
be two ways of looking at this.” 

“Well, there’s only one way of looking 
at a julep,” said Blount, “and that’s down 
a straw. Now, I’ll show you how we make 
them down here in the Sunflower country. 

“But, as I was a-sayin’ ’—and here 
Blount set down the glasses midway in 
his compounding, and went on with his in- 
terrupted proposition ‘now here was 
that nigger that lost his wife. Of course 
he had a whole flock of children. Now, 
what do you think that claim agent said 
he would pay that nigger for his wife?” 

“Well, I—” 

“Well, but what do you reckon?” 

“Why, I reckon about fifteen dollars.” 

“That’s it, that’s it? said Blount, slap- 
ping his hand upon the board until the 
glasses jingled. “That’s just what he 
did offer; fifteen dollars! Not a cent 
more.” 

“Well, now, Colonel Blount,” said Edd- 
ring, “you know there’s a heap of mighty 
trifling niggers loose in this part of the 
world. You see, that fellow would marry 
again in a little while, and he might get 
a heap better woman next time. There’s 
a lot of swapping wives among the nig- 
gers at best. Now, here’s a man lost his 
wife decent and respectable, and there’s 
nothing on earth a nigger likes better 
than a good funeral, even if it has to be 
his own wife. Now, how many nigger 
funerals are there that cost fifteen dollars? 
Pll bet you if that nigger had it to do 
over again he’d a heap rather be rid of 
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her and have the fifteen dollars. Look at 
it! Fine funeral for one wife and some- 
thing left over to get a bonnet for his new 
wife. Ill bet there isn’t a nigger on your 
place that wouldn’t jump at a chance like 
that.” 

Colonel Blount scratched his head. 
“You understand niggers all right, Dll 
admit,” said he. “But, now, supposin’ it 
had been a white man?” 

“Well, supposing it was?” 

‘We don’t need to suppose. There was 
the same thing happened to a white fam- 


ily. Wife got killed—left three chil- 
dren.” 

“Qh, you mean that accident down at 
Shelby?” 


“Yes, Mrs. Something-or-other, she 
was. Well, sir, damn me, if that infernal 
claim agent didn’t have the face to offer 
fifteen dollars for her, too.” 

“Looks almost like he played a fifteen- 
dollar limit all the time, doesn’t it?” said 
the visitor. 

“It certainly does. It ain’t right.” 

“Well, now, I heard about that woman. 
She was a tall, thin creature, with no liver 
left at all, and her chills came three times 
a week. She wouldn’t work; she was red- 
headed and had only one straight eye; 
and as for a tongue—well, I only hope, 
Colonel Blount, that you and I will never 
have a chance to meet anything like that. 
Of course, I know she was killed. Her 
husband just hated her before she died, 
but blame me, just as soon as she was 
dead, he loved her more than if she was his 
sweetheart all over again. Now, that’s 
how it goes. Say, I want to tell you, 
Colonel Blount, this road is plumb benefi- 
cent, if only for the fact that it develops 
human affection the way it does. Fifteen 
dollars! Why, I tell you, sir, fifteen dol- 
lars was more than enough for that wom- 
an.” He turned indignantly on the board- 
pile. 

“T reckon,” said Colonel Blount, “‘that 
you would say that about my neighbor 
Jim Bowles’ cow?” 

“Certainly. I know about that cow, 
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too. She was twenty years old and on 
her last legs. Road kills her, and all at 
once she becomes a dream of heifer love- 
liness. J know.” 

“I reckon,” said Colonel Blount, still 
more grimly; “I reckon if that damned 
claim agent was to come here, he would 
just about say that fifteen dollars was 
enough for my filly.” 

“T shouldn’t wonder. Now, look here, 
Colonel Blount. You see, I’m a railroad 
man, and I’m able to see the other side of 
these things.” 

“Oh, well, all right,” said Blount, “but 
that don’t bring my filly back. You can’t 
get Himyah blood every day in the week. 
That filly would have seen Churchill 
Downs in her day, if she had lived.” 

“Yes; and if she had, you would have 
had to back her, wouldn’t you? You 
would have trained that filly and paid a 
couple of hundred for it. You would have 
fitted her at the track and paid several 
hundred more. You would have bet a 
couple of thousand, anyway, as a matter 
of principle, and, like enough, you’d have 
lost it. Now, if this road paid you fifteen 
dollars for that filly and saved you twen- 
ty-five hundred or three thousand into the 
bargain, how ought you to feel about it? 
Are you twenty-five hundred behind or 
fifteen ahead?” 

Colonel Calvin Blount had now fever- 
ishly finished his julep, and as the other 
stopped, he placed his glass beside him 
on the board-pile and swung a long leg 
across so that he sat directly facing his 
enigmatical guest. The latter, in the en- 
thusiasm of his argument, swung into a 
similar position, and so they sat, both 
hammering on the board between them. 

“Well, I would like to see that damned 
claim agent offer me fifteen dollars for 
that filly,” said Blount. “I might take 
fifty, for the sake of the road; but fif- 
teen—” 

“Well, what would you do?” 

“Well, by God, sir, if I saw that claim 
agent—” 


“Well, by God, sir, I’m that claim 
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agent; and I do offer you fifteen dollars 
for that filly, right now!” 

“What! You—” - 

“Yes, me!’ 

“Fifteen dollars!” 

“Yes, sir, fifteen dollars.” 

Colonel Blount burst into a sudden 
song—‘On Jordan’s strand I’ll take my 
stand!” he began. 

“It’s all she’s worth,” interrupted the 
claim agent. 

Blount fairly gasped. ‘Do you mean 
to tell me,”’ said he, in forced calm, “that 
you are this claim agent?” 

“I have told you. That’s the way I 
make my living. That’s my duty.” 

“Your duty to give me fifteen dollars 
for a Himyah filly?” 

“I said fifteen.” 

“And I said fifty.” 

“You don’t get it.” 

“I don’t, eh? Say, my friend”— 
Blount pushed the glasses away, his 
choler rising at the temerity of this, the 
only man who in many a year had dared 
to confront him. “You look here. Write 
me a check for fifty; an’ write it now.” 
With a sudden whip of his hand he 
reached behind him. Like a flash he 
pulled a long revolver from its holster. 
Eddring gazed into the round aperture 
of the muzzle and certain surrounding 
apertures of the cylinder. “Write me a 
check,” said Blount, slowly, “and write 
it for fifty. I may tear it up when I get 
it—I don’t care fifty cents for it—but 
you write it!” 

The eyes of the two met, and which 
were the braver man it had been hard to 
tell. Neither flinched. Eddring returned 
a gaze as direct as that which he received. 
The florid face back of the barrel held a 
gleam of half-admiration at witnessing his 
deliberation. The claim agent’s eye did 
not falter. 

“You said fifty dollars, Colonel 
Blount,” said he, just a suggestion of a 
smile at the corner of his mouth. ‘Don’t 


you think there has been a slight misun- 
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derstanding between us two? If you are 
so blamed particular and really want a 
check for fifty, why, here it is.” He 
busied himself a moment, and passed over 
a strip of paper. Even as he did so, the 
ire of Colonel Blount cooled as suddenly 
as it had gained warmth. A sudden con- 
trition sat on his face, and he crowded the 
paper into his pocket with an air half 
shamed-faced. 

“Sir—Mr. Eddring—” he began, fal- 
teringly. 

“Well, what do you want? You’ve got 
your check, and you’ve got the railroad. 
We’ve paid our little debt to you.” 

“Sir,” said Blount. “My friend— 
why, sir, here is your julep.” 

“To hell with your julep, sir.” 

- “My friend,” said Blount, flushing. 
“You serve me right. I am forgetting 
my duties as a gentleman. I asked you 
into my house.” 

“T’ll see you damned first,” said Ed- 
dring, hotly. 

“Right!” cried Blount, exultingly. 
“You’re right. You are one of the fight- 
ing Eddrings, sure as you’re born. Why, 
sir, come on in. You wouldn’t punish the 
son of your uncle’s friend, your own dad- 
dy’s friend, would you? Why, man, I 
know your folks—” 

But the ire of Eddring was now 
aroused. A certain smoldering fire, long 
with difficulty suppressed, began to flame 
in spite of him. 

“‘Bring.me out a plate,” said he, bit- 
terly, ‘“‘and let me eat on the gallery. As 
you say, I am only a claim agent. Good 
God, man!” And then of a sudden his 
wrath arose still higher. His own hand 
made a swift motion. “Give me back 
that check,” he said, and his extended 
hand presented a weapon held steady as 
though supported by the limb of a tree. 
“You didn’t give me a fair show.” 

“Well, by the eternal,” half-whispered 
Colonel Calvin Blount to himself. ‘Ain’t 
he a fightin’ chicken?” 

“Give it to me,” demanded Eddring; 
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and the other, astounded, humbled, 
reached into his pocket and produced the 
paper. 

“TI will give it to you, boy,” said he, so- 
berly, ‘‘and twenty like it, if you'll forget 
all this and come into my house.” 

“T will not, sir,” said Eddring. ‘This 
was business, and you made it personal.” 

“Oh, business !”? said Blount. 

“Sir,” said John Eddring, “the world 
never understands when a fellow has to 
choose between being a business man and 
a gentleman. I can’t afford to be a gen- 
tleman—” 

“And you are so much one, my son,” 
said Calvin Blount, grimly, “that you 
won’t do anything but what you know is 
right. My friend, I won’t ask you in 
again, not any more, right now. But 
when you can, come again, sir, some day. 
When you come right easy and pleasant, 
my son, why, you know I want you.” 

John Eddring’s hard-set jaw relaxed, 
trembled, and he dared not commit him- 
self to speech. With a straight look into 
Colonel Blount’s eyes, he half turned 
away, and passed on down the path, 
Blount looking after him more than half- 
yearningly. 

So intent, indeed, was the latter in his 
gaze upon the receding figure that he did 
not hear the swift rush of light feet on 
the gallery, nor turn until Miss Lady 
stood before him. The girl swept him a 
deep curtsey, spreading out the skirt of 
her biscuit-colored gown in mocking def- 
erence of posture. 

“Please, Mr. Colonel,” said she, “since 
he can’t hear the dinner-bell, would he be 
good enough to tell whether or not he will 
come in and eat? Everything is growing 
cold; and I made the biscuits.” 

Calvin Blount put out his hand, and a 
softer shade came upon his face. ‘Oh, it 
is you, Miss Lady, is it?” said he. ‘Yes, 
I’m back home again. And you made the 
biscuits, ch?” 

“I called to you several times,” said 
Miss Lady. ‘Who is that gentleman you 
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are staring at? Why doesn’t he come in 
and eat with us?” 

Colonel Blount turned slowly as Miss 
Lady tugged at his arm. ‘Who is he?” 
he replied, half-musingly. ‘Who is he? 
You tell me. He refused to eat in Calvin 
Blount’s house; that’s why he didn’t come 
in, Miss Lady. He says he’s the cow cor- 
oner on the railroad; but I want to tell 
you, he’s the finest fellow and the nearest 
to a gentleman that ever struck this coun- 
try. That’s what he is. I’m mighty 
troubled over his going away. 

“Why, he didn’t drink his julep!”” said 
Miss Lady, severely. 

‘‘No,” said Blount, miserably. 

“And he hasn’t any other place to eat,” 
said Miss Lady, argumentatively. 

“No.”? 

And he—he hasn’t been introduced to 
me,” said Miss Lady, conclusively. 

“No.” 

“Colonel Cal, call him!” said Miss 
Lady, decisively. 

Her words roused the old planter. 

“You—I say, Eddring; you, there! 
Come on back here! Forgot something!” 

In spite of himself—or was it in union 
with himself?—John Eddring turned 
back, and at last stood hat in hand near 
to the others. A smile softened the stern 
features of Colonel Blount as he pointed, 
half-quizzically to the untasted julep on 
the board-pile. 

“Besides, Mr. Eddring,” said he; ‘‘be- 
sides, you have not yet heard that this 
young lady of ours, Miss Lady, here, 
helped make the dinner this evenin’. Now, 
sir, I ask, will you come?” 

The same odd tremble caught the claim 
agent’s lip, and he frowned to pull him- 
self out of his own weakness before he 
made reply. Miss Lady, tall, well-round- 
ed, dark-cyed, her ruff of red-brown hair 
thrown back, stood looking at him, her 
hand clasped upon Blount’s arm. 

Eddring bowed deeply. ‘Sir,’ he 
said, “it wasn’t fair of you; but I yield 
to your superior weapons!’ 
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WITHOUT PREJUDICE 


By Israel Zangwill 


THE RED HAND OF PLEHVE 


CAN recall few political assassina- 

tions which have been received with 

such strange satisfaction as Mon- 
sieur de Plehve’s. The greatest organs 
of Europe regard his fate as the natural 
ending of the man who sits on the safety 
valve. Certainly it was a dramatic end- 
ing for the man who owed his rise to his 
efficient investigation of the assassination 
of Alexander II. The Directorate of 
State Police is, however, a poor training 
ground for the ruler of a people, and 
Plehve never shook off the detective bu- 
reau and the atmosphere of treasons and 
stratagems. The Dictator of Russian 
policy was still the Director of Russian 
Police. And the aim of his policy—or of 
his police—was to unify Russia by forci- 
bly Russianizing every heterogeneous ele- 
ment. The bomb which shattered the 
unity of his own organism was the logical 
reply. 

It was the ruler of all the Russias 
whom that bomb really destroyed, despite 
recent allegations that the Czar not only 
reigns but rules. Even in Russia heredi- 
tary autocracy acts as surely as heredi- 
tary monarchy in more constitutional 
countries. There is always a man who 
forges his way to the front—or rather to 
the back—and pumps the power into the 
state machinery. In Kipling’s latest 
words : 


‘*Thrones, Powers, Dominions block the view 
With episodes and underlings” 


In the last analysis there was no differ- 
ence, save in the milieu of their action, 
between the unpopular Monsieur de 
Plehve and the popular Mr, Chamber- 
lain. Plehve was the Czar’s Chamberlain 


in more senses than one. All great states- 
men of the blood and iron school are built 
on the same lines, and it is unnecessary, 
with continental critics, to regard Plehve 
as the German philosopher in action, the 
ruthless demonstrator of his own syllo- 
gisms in terms of flesh and blood. A 
Teutonic strain is credited to him to add 
plausibility to this view, for your pure 
Slav is reputed more emotional and less 
rigid. 

Even Plehve’s mustache is envisaged, 
as containing the clue to his psychology. 
“It would have sufficed to analyze the 
mustache of this ultra-Russian German 
to penetrate the secret of his ultra-human 
system.” For this mustache, it appears, 
was Nietzschean at the root to end in the 
twirl of the sub-officer of German gen- 
darmerie. The same writer—in the usu- 
ally sane organ, L’Européen—finds in his 
great eyelids, swollen with sullen ferocity, 
the glassy eyes of a viper, the head of a 
giant-cat and gray hair bristling— 
“doubtless with horror at having such a 
head for nourishing ground.” Yet this 
head is described as “too round, too 
beautiful” to afford the criminal stig- 
mata, so dear to Nordau and Lombroso, 
who will be in despair to discover none of 
the external marks of crime. This Irish 
method of argumentation would turn 
every stern statesman into a criminal, and 
in truth there is only between the two 
types the difference that exists between a 
general and a murderer. And I seem to 
remember terrible practical logicians in 
Russian history who had no Teutonic 
taint. We have still M. Pobiedonostseff, 
the Procurator of the Holy Synod, whose 
logic, both in thought and action, is as 
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remorseless as a thumbscrew. This old 
gentleman has written books full of high 
Hegelian philosophy and deep religious 
feeling, and fervent aspirations for a 
Holy Russia, and if you were not aware 
of the writer’s infamous official record in 
persecuting Jews, Armenians, and Old 
Believers impartially, you would imagine 
yourself reading another Tolstoi. Po- 
biedonostseff is Torquemada _reincar- 
nated. And Plehve was the lay Torque- 
mada, the secular pendent to his co- 
persecutor, and who shall say that to his 
own mind he was not similarly admirable, 
similarly patriotic, similarly devoted to 
his highest conception of duty? Unfor- 
tunately, the same thing is true of his 
dynamiter. These two conceptions of 
duty clashed and in the collision two quite 
possibly faithful souls have shattered for 
ever the powers of good and evil. 

That Plehve was not as black as he was 
painted is a proposition which appeals to 
me not only on @ priori grounds, but be- 
cause I had the opportunity of getting 
an impression of him through the eyes 
of more than one of my friends. His 
attitude towards the Zionist movement, 
for example, was by no means that of a 
monster. He desired to repress it in 
Russia, indeed, as he desired to repress 
all movements involving public meetings 
and non-Slavic aspirations. But if Zion- 
ism purposed to be a movement in the 
literal sense of the word—a movement of 
the Jews toward Palestine—then as this 
would subserve his policy of unification 
and elimination of non-Russian elements, 
he was perfectly ready to tolerate, nay 
even to promote Zionism. What he set 
his face against was a mere talkee-talkee 
agitation. This was really a valuable 
spur to Russian Zionists, peculiarly liable 
to swamp themselves in streams of elo- 
quence and emotion. And he did more 
than permit Zionist meetings, he actually 
sent a note to the Porte intimating that 
Russia would view favorably the throw- 
ing open of Palestine to the Jews. And 


PREJUDICE 


yet it was for parleying with Plehve so 
soon after Kishineff that the late Dr. 
Herzl found himself bitterly denounced 
by an ultra-rabid Russian section. “He 
has grasped the red hand of Plehve,” 
cried a Russian girl to me at the last 
Basle Congress. She was a Jewess of the 
Louise Michel type, and she had been in 
a political prison, so one could forgive 
her for not being able to take politics 
philosophically. Undoubtedly the Rus- 
sian Jewess believed that Plehve had been 
the direct instigator of the Kishineff 
massacre, and yet Plehve said to one of 
my friends: ‘I know Jewish mothers 
frighten their babies by telling them that 
Plehve is coming. Can not they learn to 
take a more reasonable view of me?” 
There is something in that saying beyond 
the utterance of a mere monster. And 
he professed, too, to have learnt from 
Dr. Herzl’s visit, from the dignified bear- 
ing of the uncrowned King of the Jews, 
a. deeper regard for that unhappy people. 
“Till Dr. Herzl came, I did not know 
that there were Jews who did not crawl.” 
There was lying on his desk a list of the 
killed in a recent naval action off a Rus- 
sian fort. My friend pointed to the 
names of Jewish dead. 

“And what is there remarkable in 
that?” said Plehve. “I find it quite nat- 
ural that Jews should die there for their 
country with the others.” 

“Quite natural that they should die 
there,” retorted my friend. “But is it 
so natural they can’t live there?” For 
the port was outside the territory in which 
the Jews lie cramped. The remark 
appeared to make a profound impression 
upon Plchve and soon after he announced 
an enlargement of the Pale. Doubtless 
something may be set down to Sancho 
Panza considerations, for Plehve was a 
practical man, with an eye on Jewish 
loans, but I find it difficult to believe his 
every breath was hypocrisy and dissimu- 
lation even though it were proved that he 
let loose the fiends of Kishineff under the 


ISRAEL ZANGWILL 


delusion that this was the way to stamp 
out the revolutionary element in Young 
Israel. That element can only be elimi- 
nated by diverting it towards Zionism, as 
Dr. Herz] pointed out long ago in a mem- 
orandum to the Czar. So long as the 
free spirits of the Pale are crushed under 
the double disabilities of the Russian and 
the Jew, they will react with double ex- 
plosive force against the impact of the 
oppressor, and it is only in Zionism that 
a vent-hole can be found for their effer- 
vescent energies. Plehve was learning 
the lesson that the Jew must either be 
emancipated or morally assisted to better 
conditions, and if fate had given him time 
to complete his liberal education, who 
knows but that he might have gone on to 
apply what he had learned in the Pale to 
Russia at large. 


THE SENSE OF WHIM 


N the first volume of Herbert Spen- 

cer’s colossal Autobiography there oc- 
curs a characteristic passage in connec- 
tion with Professor Tyndall and the fal- 
lacy of supposing that science and poe- 
try are in antagonism. “It is said of 
Keats that on one occasion after din- 
ner, he proposed some such sentiment as 
‘Confusion to Newton.’ I say, some such 
sentiment, because he was not likely to 
wish confusion to a deceased man.” The 
curious ponderosity displayed in this last 
remark accounts for a good deal in these 
two sincere but stodgy volumes. The 
point of Keats being that Newton had 
destroyed the wonder of the rainbow by 
showing it was merely the refraction of 
light through rain-drops, he would cer- 
tainly choose Newton as the person to 
whom to drink confusion. But to take 
Keats as in deadly earnest or to imagine 
that the deceased condition of Newton 
was any impediment to the airy toast is 
to miss one of the finest flavors of life, 
to lack the sense of whim. Herbert Spen- 
cer justly points out that the inability of 
a man of science to take the poetic view, 
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or of a poet to take the scientific view, 
simply shows his mental limitation, and 
that a Goethe could take both views. Her- 
bert Spencer’s inability to take the whim- 
sical view equally demonstrates a mental 
limitation of his own. This is the more 
disappointing inasmuch as he exhibits 
here and there a gleam of humorous ap- 
prehension. He was amused that a hero- 
worshiping Frenchman should be star- 
tled to find him playing fifty up in the 
billiard-room, or that Mr. Carnegie 
should be taken aback to hear him tell a 
waiter he had ordered Cheshire cheese 
and not Cheddar, or that the pretty and 
enthusiastic young heiress whom his 
match-making friends designed for him 
should be chilled off because his conversa- 
tion was not equal to his writing. The 
great philosopher had sufficient humor to 
save him from megalomania. Once he 
even achieves a pun, when he tells us how 
his invention of a  smoke-consuming 
chimney ended in smoke. He appreciates, 
too, Huxley’s witty saying that Spen- 
cer’s idea of a tragedy was ‘“‘a deduction 
killed by a fact.” But when it came to 
Mr. Mozley referring to the Synthetic 
Philosophy as “that imposing system 
which occupies several yards of shelf in 
most public libraries” its author severely 
exposed the reverend gentleman’s inaccu- 
racy. “The least number connoted by 
the word ‘several’ is three, and at the time 
Mr. Mozley wrote, the volumes I had 
published occupied twenty-one inches, or 
less than a fifth.” The volumes in ques- 
tion might have been more valuable if 
Spencer had been more alive to the occa- 
sional whimsicality of the universe he 
pretended to explain and to the freakish- 
ness of the human spirit. In both a mar- 
gin must be left for drollery and irre- 
sponsibility. The concatenation of causes 
and effects in nature is not always as sol- 
emn as a sermon; there is often a certain 
sportiveness and impishness. 


“The best-laid schemes o’ mice an’ men 
Gang aft a-gley’ 
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This was an observation of which Her- 
bert Spencer was not incapable, but in his 
hands it would have come out somewhat 
like this: ‘‘As with the inferior rodents 
so with the highest vertebrates the best 
organized procession of causes will fre- 
quently be diverted to undesirable effects, 
due to the interference of unpredictable 
factors.” His philosophic eye was inca- 
pable of the loving twinkle with which 
Burns beheld the fact of the pettiness of 
the human destiny. And yet the mind’s 
power of rising to a satiric over-vision of 
the facts calls as much for philosophic 
explanation as the facts themselves. It 
seems to testify to a source of original 
energy within, and had Spencer been 
blessed with more wit and fantasy, 
he might have been saved from his at- 
tempt to explain all the psychological 
categorics as imprints from the external 
world. Fantasy, like art, is the mind’s 
playfulness in a world by whose grim 
forces it refuses to be o’ermastered. 
“Why, Uncle Matthew, oh why will 
not you be always wholly serious?” 
Mr. Max Beerbohm makes the future 
Mrs. Humphry Ward ask of Matthew 
Arnold in the days when she wore her 
hair in a girlish plait. And the carica- 
turist touches the spot. A streak of fan- 
tasy would have been the saving of that 
earnest and ambitious work-woman. Her 
Uncle Matthew complained of a much 
greater writer that 


“Wordsworth’s eyes avert their ken 
From half of human fate” 


In that half the realm of whim was 
certainly included, though probably Mat- 
thew Arnold was thinking of more serious 
omissions from the book of life. Words- 
worth, like Dante and Milton, belongs to 
the high priests of literature, but the 
greatest of priests is an unsatisfactory 
substitute for a man. Shakespeare could 
rise to the terrors and mysteries as sol- 
emnly as any of your pontifical poets, yet 
he could stoop to the antics of Malvolio 
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and Pistol and the pun is almost a failing 
with him. Philosophy, we may be sure, 
did not always rule the roast at the Mer- 
maid, nor were Shakespeare’s friends op- 
pressed by that awful sense of oracular 
greatness that hung over George Eliot’s 
drawing-room on Sunday afternoons. 
“Let us be serious, here comes a fool,” 
said a wise man in a company of sages 
at play, and indeed there can be no truer 
mark of a fool than his misappreciation 
of foolery. A vein of freakishness will 
often be found in the truly greatest, and 
is an index of spiritual elasticity. Car- 
lyle’s and Ruskin’s denunciations were 
touched with the conscious fantasy of ex- 
aggeration. A humorist should only be 
judged by a jury of his peers. Spencer’s 
judgment of these contemporary proph- 
ets is almost comic in its gravity. They 
are put into a logic-machine and come out 
mangled wrecks. It is undeniable that 
Carlyle and Ruskin did not consider sci- 
entific exactitude in thcir fulminations, 
but the justification of exaggeration is 
that it sometimes brings out the meaning 
more vividly, as crabbed writing is eluci- 
dated under the magnifying glass. To 
speak of Spencer’s philosophical system 
as occupying several yards in every pub- 
lic library is not only to convey a sharper 
idea to the hearer, but even to render 
more truly the observer’s own impression. 
For the eye certainly can not perceive at 
a flash that there are twenty-one inches 
of thought while it és conscious of an in- 
ordinate voluminousness. The ancient 
astronomers who called the constellations 
by the names of herocs, animals and nat- 
ural objects were obviously lacking in ac- 
curacy, yet they added to the popular 
perception and retention of the forms. 
The touch of half-playful imagination 
impressed the configuration on the mem- 
ory. Reversing Emerson’s advice to 
“hitch your wagon to a star,” they 
hitched their stars to Wains and Ploughs. 

Emerson’s advice itself is touched with 
fantastic exaggeration. Carlyle spoke of 
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men as the more impersonal sage of Con- 
cord spoke of things. Spencer’s accusa- 
tion that Carlyle regarded only his own 
ideas and had little care for proportion 
comes curiously from a man who artifi- 
cially stuffed up his cars when the con- 
versation was not taking the turn he cared 
for, and whose memory could retain 
only those facts which would fit into his 
system. Making allowances for Carlyle’s 
humor, there is a great deal of profound 
balanced thinking in Carlyle. Making al- 
lowances for Spencer’s lack of humor, 
there is a great deal of profound balanced 
thinking in Spencer. The judicious 
reader will extract nourishment from 
either. But the humorist will always be 
found nearer the total truth of things. 

This is the more worth bearing in mind 
inasmuch as there is a tendency in litera- 
ture as in life to respect only the pompous 
personages. Charles Lamb, for example, 
is loved, but he is not credited with the 
dignity of serious philosophic thinking. 
And yet I know few profounder things in 
the English language than his essay on 
“The Sanity of True Genius.” His criti- 
cisms of the Elizabethans, too, reveal a 
critic of the first order. The Elian whim- 
sicality was the mere exuberance of in- 
tellectual energy. 

There is a king in English history of 
whom we are told that after the drown- 
ing of his son “he never smiled again.” 
But history does not record that his rule 
became the wiser thereby. The most sac- 
erdotal person in London—the person 
who never smiles, graver even than our 
greatest thinkers—is the toastmaster at 
the dinner of a city company. Yet which 
of us would desire to have the soul of a 
toastmaster ? 


THE BELGIAN BACON 


AURICE Maeterlinck has long 
ceased to be the Belgian Shake- 
speare of Mr. Octave Mirbeau’s inven- 
tion: he is becoming rather a Belgian 
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Bacon. Volume after volume of pro- 
found essays comes from his pen, and if 
they lack the pithiness and the Sancho 
Panza sagacity of the Elizabethan, they 
envisage the universe in as scientific a 
spirit as the author of the Novum Or- 
ganum could have desired. Macterlinck, 
to so many a mystic, is the most mod- 
ern of writers, far more so than Kipling 
whose modernity consists only in the 
use of the latest stage properties. In- 
deed so modern is Maeterlinck that he is 
several centuries ahead of the world, and 
speaks naively of what “our generation” 
feels or believes, as if the bulk of civil- 
ized humanity had undergone the same 
mental changes as himself. But if he is 
apt to mistake his own Ego for the Zeit- 
geist, there is no writer who surrenders 
his Ego more humbly to the external 
phenomenon, none who registers more 
honestly and fearlessly the internal im- 
pression. His whole work is a quest for 
the holy grail, a search for the unknown 
God. He sees nothing save subspecie 
aeter nitatis, and whether he is writing 
about the bee or the chrysanthemum, the 
drama or the duel, the art of Michael 
Angclo or the fateful spin of the ball at 
Monte Carlo, his subject is always caught 
up into the infinities and the eternities. 

If there were theonomical colleges as 
there are theological, I would have him 
appointed Professor of Theonomy. For 
the theological colleges, being bound be- 
forehand to sectarian and mutually con- 
flicting views, lack that free surrender to 
objectivity, that joyous interchange of 
discoveries, which are the essence of sci- 
entific research. 

In his new book—Le Double Jardin— 
this large theonomic handling is applied 
even to the “Death of a Little Dog,” and 
the result is a little masterpiece, by one 
of the greatest living masters of French. 
By his imaginative projection of himself 
into the soul of a dog, Maeterlinck has 
added to his lyre the missing string of 
humor. It throws an unexpected light 
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upon the origin of humor to find this deli- 
cate flower growing up under one’s eyes, 
and springing up visibly through sheer 
force of sympathy and tenderness. And 
not only does life seen through the eyes 
of a dog—or rather, smelt through his 
nostrils—take on the highest humor, the 
loving humor of a Charles Lamb, canine 
life also exhibits itself in its highest 
truth. The dog is sleeping in a patch of 
sunshine, “the copper kettles are playing 
at scattering specks of sunshine on the 
smooth white walls. The motherly stove 
sings gently, rocking three saucepans 
that dance with beatitude, and through 
the little hole which lights its interior, 
keeps sticking out a tongue of flame to 
tease the poor dog who dares not ap- 
proach it.” To adjust himself to a com- 
plex world is a task relatively as heavy 
for caninity as for humanity. “As a re- 
sult of difficult and delicate observations 
the dog understands that it beseems not 
to obey the call of strangers, to be polite 
but indifferent toward caressing outsiders 
. . . to ignore silently the pastry- 
cook’s cakes which strut insolently within 
reach of the tongue.” And when the 
tramp appears at the garden-gate, it is 
the hereditary friend of the cave-man 
that flies out in an atavistic fury, and is 
only driven back by the cook whose pro- 
tective broom confuses the loyal quad- 
ruped with the conviction that the end of 
the world has come, that laws are no more, 


and that the human species has lost the’ 


notion of the just and the unjust. All 
this mass of sub-human habits and almost 
human affection, courage and joy of life 
lies dismally under a large elder-bush in 
a corner of the garden. 

But it is in the treatment of the dog as 
inhabiting a common segment of two 
worlds that Macterlinck’s originality is 
most manifest. Alone of the lower crea- 
tion the dog yearns up toward man, 
stretches across the gulf, has made a sen- 
sible approach to a world in which he was 
not born, has even altered his shape in 
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Protean ways to be of service to his god. 
How were it if man were called to serve 
a creature as relatively divine? It is odd 
that Bacon in his essay on Atheism has 
something of the same thought. “Take 
an example of a dog, and mark what 
generosity and courage he will put on 
when he finds himself maintained by a 
man, who to him is instead of God or 
“melior natura,” which courage is mani- 
festly such as that creature, without that 
confidence of a better nature than his own, 
could never attain.” It is even odder that 
Bacon anticipates the final message de- 
livered by our Belgian philosopher from 
under “The Olive-Boughs,” the preg- 
nant essay which closes a marrowy book. 
For Maeterlinck has emerged from his 
moods of “The Hothouse,” and teaches 
the bracing truth that in the balance be- 
tween optimism and pessimism, man can 
throw the weight of his soul, his will, his 
courage, upon the side of the angels. 
Similarly in the problem of whether 
spirit or matter underlies the universe, 
although this problem is largely verbal, 
since we are playing with uncomprehend- 
ed words, it pays better, in the highest 
sense, to view the cosmos under the spir- 
itual concept than under the material. 
What is this but a broader version of 
Bacon’s dictum that atheism “depriveth 
human nature of the means to exalt itself 
above human frailty !” ; 
Perhaps the most interesting thing 
about our modern prophet is that he is 
not sure of his message: he is yet await- 
ing the revelation which seems to be . 
trembling in the air, the lines of fire which 
will light up the set piece, only odd frag- 
ments of which are as yet decipherable, 
and he imagines that Posterity will look 
with envy upon our era of fruitful tra- 
vail, much as we look back upon the peri- 
od of Pericles. It is an exhilarating 
thought. But for my part I can not 
help the suspicion that Maeterlinck in his 
leap toward optimism has leaped too far, 
—corruptio pessimi optima—and illudes 
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himself with the proverbial zeal of the 
convert, just as his reaction from the 
Catholicism of his youth has apparently 
destroyed his appreciation of what forms 
of faith have meant to mankind. It is 
not true, as he would have us believe, that 
earlier generations did great deeds and 
built up great civilizations on a smaller 
basis of hope and courage than is now 
at our disposal. Man’s achievements 
have hitherto reposed upon confidence 
in his environment, and—as Bacon sug- 
gests—upon a dog-like relation to a 
trusted deity. Cicero ascribed the tri- 
umphs of Rome to religious devotion 
no less precisely than the Hebrew 
prophets ascribed to it the triumphs 
of Judea. The universe of Maeter- 
linck still holds too many dark and dan- 
gerous elements to fortify us as stoutly 
as that old assurance: ‘Though He 
slay me, yet will I trust in Him.” Like 
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poor Winwood Reade in his “Martyrdom 
of Man,” Maeterlinck looks forward to 
our total conquest of the planet, and even 
of the stellar system. Gravity may yet 
be baffled, and we may steer our earth 
among the stars, avoiding collisions that 
impend, or temperatures that threaten. 
This is optimism run riot, this is the mo- 
tor-car Maeterlinck. For if his descrip- 


’ tion, “En Automobile,” is one of the most 


poetical passages in a book that holds far 
more poetry than his early poems, it re- 
mains true that even a Maeterlinck can 
not drive a motor-car without a megalo- 
mania. We see this megalomania in all 
the furred Uebermenschen who sweep 
past our plodding pedestrianism, but we 
scarcely expected it to be translated so 
quickly into philosophy, that the writer 
of “The Treasure of the Humble” should 
end his latest work as the equal of the 
gods, 


TO A BABY 
By S. E. Kiser 


Te world to you is still a place 
Unknown and vast; 

You have no longing to efface 
Sins of the past; 

For you the joy Her lips shall give 
Is still to be: 

You have your boyhood yet to live— 
Ah me—ah me! 


The way before you may be steep; 
Your feet may bleed 

From cruel, aching wounds and deep, 
But you shall read 

Love’s first glad message in Her eyes, 
And yonder—see! 

Your boyhood still before you lies, 
Ah me—ah me! 


AN INCIDENTAL TRAGEDY 


By Elliott Flower 


AVE Murray stretched his legs 
D comfortably under the table, 
blew rings of smoke toward the 
ceiling, and waited for Stanley Went- 
worth to speak. Of course, Dave had been 
christened David, but the last syllable of 
the name had not been able to stand the 
wear and tear of a strenuous life, in ad- 
dition to which Murray was not the kind 
of a man to invite formality: he was just 
“Dave” to every one who got past the 
“Mr. Murray” stage, and it never took 
long to do that. In brief, he was “a good 
fellow,” which did not in the least prevent 
him from being a good business man also. 
Having his full share of worldly wis- 
dom, Murray knew that there was a rea- 
son for Wentworth’s most urgent invita- 
tion to lunch with him at his club. While 
they had been friends for years and had 
lunched together on many previous oc- 
casions, there was a formality about this 
invitation that presaged something of im- 
portance. So, when they reached the 
cigars, Murray smoked and waited. 
“You win, Dave,’ Wentworth an- 
nounced at last. 
“I knew I would—when you married,” 
returned Murray. “It was only a ques- 
tion of time then.” 


“Especially after you got the ear of 
my wife,” said Wentworth. “You worked 
that very nicely, Dave. Do you remem- 
ber the story you told her about the man 
who couldn’t give any time to life insur- 
ance during the busy season and who was 
on his deathbed when the date he had set 
for his examination arrived?” 

“It was true, too,” asserted Murray. 
“The man was a good risk when I went 
after him, and there would have been 
$10,000 for his wife if he hadn’t pro- 
crastinated. 'There’s no money in the 
policy that a man was just going to take 
out, Stanley.” 

“Well, you win, anyway,” said Went- 
worth. “We’ve been jollying each other 
on this insurance business for six or eight 
years, and I’ve stood you off pretty well, 
but I can’t stand against the little woman 
at home. I was lost, Dave, the day I took 
you up to the house and introduced you 
to her.” 

“IT guess I played the cards pretty 
well,” laughed Murray. “I told you at 
the beginning that I was going to insure 
you before I got through, and a good in- 
surance man doesn’t let a little matter like 
the personal inclinations of his subject 
interfere with his plans. Why, I’ve been 
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known to put a man in a trance, have him 
examined, and abstract the first premium 
from his pocket before he waked up. But 
you were the hardest proposition I ever 
tackled. You ought to have taken out a 
policy ten years ago.” 

“I couldn’t see any reason for it,” ex- 
plained Wentworth. “I thought I was a 
confirmed bachelor: had no family and 
never expected to have one. That was at 
twenty-five, and at thirty I considered the 
matter absolutely settled, but at thirty- 
five the little woman just quietly reached 
out and took me into camp—and I’m 
glad of it. Never knew what real life 
was before. Still, I hate like thunder to 
surrender to you after our long, harmoni- 
ous and entertaining fight, Dave; I 
wouldn’t do it if you hadn’t taken ad- 
vantage of my hospitality to load my 
wife up with insurance ghost stories. If 
you want to be fair, you’ll pay her half 
the commission.” 

“T’ll do it!” exclaimed Murray; “not 
in cash, of course, but I’ll make her a 
present that will cover it—something nice 
for the house. You won’t be jealous, will 
you?” 

“Jealous! returned Wentworth, with 
a hearty laugh. “Well, I guess not! 
Why, I’ll help out by making the policy 
worth while: I’ll take out one for $25,000. 
I tell you, Dave, I’m not going to run 
any risk of leaving the little woman un- 
provided for, and I lost $4,000 in the last 
month.” 

The conversation had been jocular, 
with an undercurrent of seriousness in it, 
but Wentworth became really serious 
with the last remark. Murray saw that 
this loss had had more to do with the de- 
cision than any arguments that had been 
advanced, and he, too, dropped his ban- 
tering tone. 

“T never could see,” Wentworth went 
on, “why insurance was any better than 
an investment in good stock—” 

“A little more certain,” suggested 
Murray, “so far as your wife is con- 
cerned. No stock is safe while a man lives 
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and continues in business. It is too con- 
venient as collateral and can be reached 
too easily in the case of failure. You will 
take risks with stock that you will not 
take with insurance, even when you can; 
you will sell stock to get ready cash for 
a business venture that may prove dis- 
astrous, but it’s like robbing your own 
widow to touch life insurance money. No 
man ever raised money on his policy with- 
out feeling meaner than a yellow dog, for 
he is gambling with the future of the one 
he loves, or at least should love. He has 
taken money that he promised her; money 
that she will sadly need in case of his un- 
expected death. That she consented to it 
does not ease his conscience, if he is any 
sort of a man, for no woman ever freely 
consents to jeopardizing any part of her 
husband’s life insurance moncy ; she is led 
to do it, against her better judgment, by 
love and faith, and he knows that he has 
demanded of her what may prove to be 
a great sacrifice. That is why insurance 
is a better investment than stocks for the 
purpose you have in mind, Stanley: what- 
ever your business needs, you never can 
ask your wife to join you in hypothecat- 
ing the policy without feeling like a 
mean, heartless sneak.” 

“I never looked at it in just that way,” 
returned Wentworth thoughtfully, “but 
you’re right, Dave. The policy will have 
a sacredness that no stock can possess. 
To touch it, to risk any part of it in busi- 
ness, would seem like taking money out of 
the baby’s bank. Still,” he added whim- 
sically, “a game in which you have to die 
to win never did appeal to me very 
strongly.” 

“A game in which you are sure to win 
when you die is better than a game in 
which you are likely to lose twice,” re- 
torted Murray, “or one in which you have 
to live to win, so long as life is something 
over which you have no jurisdiction. 
With insurance you win when you lose, 
but with stocks you may lose both ways 
and leave nothing but a reputation for 
selfish improvidence. Of course, I am 
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looking at it from the family, rather than 
the personal point of view.” 

“Surely,” acquiesced Wentworth. “I 
am thinking of the little woman and the 
baby.” He settled back in his chair and 
smoked dreamily for a few moments, his 
thoughts evidently wandering to the home 
that had given him so much of happiness 
during the last eighteen months. And 
Murray was silent, too. The affair was 
as much one of friendship as of business 
with him. It had been largely a joke 
when he had first declared that he would 
write a policy on Wentworth’s life, al- 
though he believed implicitly that every 
man should have insurance and should get 
it when he is young enough to secure a 
favorable rate. At that time Wentworth 
had no one dependent upon him, but Mur- 
ray had kept at him in a bantering way, 
telling him that he would surely have 
need of insurance later and that he had 
better prepare for it while the opportun- 
ity offered. Then, when celibacy seemed 
to have become a permanent condition 
with him, he had married, and thereafter, 
while still treating the subject lightly and 
humorously, Murray had conducted a 
campaign that was really founded on 
friendship. No one knows better than a 
man who has been long in the insurance 
business of the tragedies resulting from 
procrastination and neglect; no one can 
better appreciate how great a risk of such 
a tragedy a friend may be running. So 
Murray, jolly but insinuating, was actu- 
ated by something more than purely busi- 
ness interest when he made whimsical ref- 
erences to his long campaign in the pres- 
ence of Mrs. Wentworth and incidentally, 
apparently only to tease her husband, de- 
scribed some of the sad little dramas of 
life that had come to his notice. And he 
had won at last. 

“Get the application ready,” said 
Wentworth, suddenly rousing himself, 
“and let me know when your doctor wants 
to see me.” 

That evening Wentworth told his wife 
that he had arranged to take out a $25,- 


AN INCIDENTAL TRAGEDY 


000 policy, and she put her arms around 
his neck and looked up at him in an anx- 
ious, troubled way. 

“You don’t think I’m mercenary, do 
you, Stanley?” she asked. 

“Indeed, I don’t, little woman,” he re- 
plied, as he kissed her; “I think you are 
only wise.” : 

“It seems so sort of heartless,” she 
went on, “but you know I’m planning 
only for the baby. There is something 
sure about life insurance, and everything 
else is so uncertain. Some of the stories 
that Mr. Murray told were very sad.” 

“Oh, Murray was after business,” he 
said, with a laugh. “He told me long ago 
that he intended to insure me, and it’s 
been a sort of a friendly duel with us ever 
since. But he has convinced me that he 
is right in holding that every married 
man should carry life insurance, and, 
aside from that, I would cheerfully pay 
double premiums to relieve you of any 
cause for worry. The insurance company 
is going to get the best of me, though: 
T’ll live long enough to pay in more than 
it will have to pay out.” 

“Of course you will! she exclaimed 
confidently. ‘“You’re so big and strong 
it seems foolish—except for the baby. 
That’s why we mustn’t take any chances.” 

So cheerful and confident was Went- 
worth that he failed to notice the solem- 
nity of the physician who examined him 
the next day. The doctor began with a 
joke, but he ended with a perplexed 
scowl. ‘ 

“You certainly look as strong as a 
horse,” he said. “But you’re not,’ he 
added under his breath. 

Then he made his report to Murray. 

“Heart trouble,” he explained. ‘The 
man may live twenty or thirty years or 
he may die to-morrow. My _ personal 
opinion is that he will die within two 
years.” 

Murray was startled and distressed. 
Wentworth was his close personal friend, 
and to refuse his application after he had 
striven so hard to get it seemed heartless 
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and cruel, especially as the refusal would 
have to be accompanied by an explana- 
tion that would be much like a death- 
warrant. Of course, he was in no way 
responsible for the conditions that exist- 
ed, but it would seem as if he were put- 
ting a limit on his friend’s life. 

“Are you sure?” he asked. 

“Positive,” replied the physician. “It 
is an impossible risk.” 

“Did you tell him?” 

“No.” 

“And I am to dine with him and his 
wife to-night,” said Murray. “They will 
be sure to ask about the policy.” 

Murray was tempted to send word that 
he could not come, but it was rather late 
for that. Besides, the information would 
have to be given some time, so what ad- 
vantage could there be in procrastinat- 
ing? But it came to him as a shock. The 
news of actual death would hardly have 
affected him more seriously, for it seemed 
like a calamity with which he was per- 
sonally identified and for which he was 
largely responsible. He knew that he was 
not, but he could not banish the disquiet- 
ing feeling that he was. He closed his 
desk and walked slowly and thoughtfully 
to Wentworth’s house. It was a long 
walk; he could easily have put in an- 
other half-hour at the office had he chosen 
to take the elevated; but he was in no 
humor for business and he preferred to 
walk. It gave him additional time for 
thought. He must decide when and how 
he would tell Wentworth, and it is no easy 
task to tell a friend that his hold upon 
life is too slight to make him a possible 
insurance risk. He would not do it to- 
night. It would be nothing short of 
brutal to so spoil a pleasant evening. 
Wentworth would have the knowledge 
soon enough, even with this respite, and 
he was entitled to as much of joyousness 
and pleasure as could be given him. But 
Murray was noticeably dispirited. He 
tried to be as jovial as usual, but he found 
himself looking at his friend much as he 
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would have looked at a condemned man. 
There was sympathy and pity in his face. 
He wondered when the hour of fate would 
arrive. Might it not be that very even- 
ing? A moment of temporary excitement 
might be fatal; anything in the nature of 
a shock might mean the end. Indeed, the 
very information that he had to give 
might be the one thing needed to snap 
the cord of life. If so, he would feel that 
he had really killed his friend, and yet 
he had no choice in the matter: he must 
refuse and he must explain why he re- 
fused. If it had been his own personal 
risk, he would have taken it cheerfully, 
but even had he so desired, he could not 
take it for the company in the face of the 
doctor’s report. 

“What makes you so solemn?” asked 
Mrs. Wentworth. “You look as if you 
had lost your best friend.” 

“I feel as if I had,” Murray replied 
thoughtlessly, and then he hastened to ex- 
plain that some business affairs disturbed 
and worried him. 

“But your victory over Stanley ought 
to make you cheerful,” she insisted. 
“Think of finally winning after so long 
a fight!” 

“When will I get the policy?” asked 
Wentworth. 

“Policies are written at the 
office,” answered Murray evasively. 

“But the insurance becomes effective 
when the application is accepted and the 
first premium paid, doesn’t it?” asked 
Wentworth. 

“Yes,” answered Murray. 

“Well, now that I am at last converted 
to insurance I am an enthusiast,” laughed 
Wentworth. “We won’t waste any time 
at all. Get out your little checkbook, 
Helen, and give Murray a check for the 
first premium. I’ll make it good to you 
to-morrow.” 

“TI don’t believe I could accept it now,” 
said Murray hesitatingly. ‘There are 
certain forms, you know—” 


“Oh, well, I’ll send you a check the 


home 
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first thing in the morning,” interrupted 
Wentworth. “Perhaps it isn’t just the 
thing to turn a little family dinner into 
a business conference.” 

“Better wait till you hear from me,” 
advised Murray, and his face showed his 
distress. He wished to avoid anything 
unpleasant at this time, but he was being 
driven into a corner. 

“Is—is anything wrong?” asked Mrs. 
Wentworth anxiously. 

“There is an extraordinary amount of 
red tape to the insurance business,” ex- 
plained Murray, and the fact that he was 
very ill at ease did not escape the notice 
of Wentworth. The latter said nothing, 
but he lost his jovial air and he watched 
Murray as closely as Murray had previ- 
ously watched him. It did not take him 
long to discover that Murray was ab- 
stracted and uncomfortable; that he was 
a prey to painful thoughts and kept 
track of the conversation only by a strong 
effort of will. Mrs. Wentworth, too, dis- 
covered that something was wrong, and 
when the men retired to the library to 
smoke she went to her own room in a very 
unhappy frame of mind. She was sure 
that Murray had some bad news for her 
husband, but it did not occur to her that 
it concerned the insurance policy; it 
probably related to some business ven- 
ture, she thought, for she knew that her 
husband had recently lost money and had 
still more invested in a speculative enter- 
prise. Well, he would get the news from 
Murray, and she would get it from him. 

Murray did not remain long, and he 
went out very quietly. Usually the two 
men laughed and joked at parting, but 
there was something subdued about them 
this time. As they paused for a moment 
at the door, she heard her husband say, 
“That’s all right, old man; it isn’t your 
fault.” Then, instead of coming to her, 
he put on his hat and left the house al- 
most immediately after Murray had gone. 

It was late when he came back, but she 
was waiting for him, and his face fright- 
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ened her. He seemed to have aged twenty 
years in a few hours; he was haggard and 
pale and there was something of fear in 
his eyes. 

““What’s the matter?” she asked. “You 
look sick.” 

“A little tired,” he answered, with an 
attempt at carelessness. “TI’ll be all right 
to-morrow.” 

“Mr. Murray was troubled, too,” she 
persisted. ‘“What’s it all about?” 

“Oh, Murray has been unfortunate in 
a little business affair,” he explained. 

“And you’re concerned in it, too,” she 
said. 

“Yes,” he admitted. “But it’s all right, 
so don’t worry.” 

More he refused to say, but later in the 
night, waking suddenly, she heard him 
in the library, and, stealing downstairs, 
found him pacing the floor in his dress- 
ing-gown and slippers. He meekly went 
back to bed when she gently chided him, 
but he was restless and slept little. 

The next morning he held her in his 
arms several minutes before leaving for 
the office, and he knelt for some time be- 
side the baby’s crib. It was such a leave- 
taking as might have been expected if he 
were going on a long journey. And she 
knew that he was withholding something 
from her. 

At the office he shut himself up for 
nearly the whole morning. ; 

“It must be a mistake,” he kept mut- 
tering. “That doctor is a fool. I'll try 
another company.” 

In the afternoon he put in an applica- 
tion and suggested that, as a matter of 
business convenience, he would like to be 
examined at once. Two days later he was 
politely informed that the company, on 
the advice of its physician, felt con- 
strained to decline the risk. But the man 
who is condemned to death docs not give 
up hope: he appeals to a higher court, 
holding to the last that an error of law 
or of fact will be discovered. Wentworth 
appealed his case, but the verdict of the 
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specialist he consulted was the same: he 
might live many years, but he might die 
at any moment. 

“I would advise you,” said the physi- 
cian, “to give up active business and to 
get your financial affairs in the best pos- 
sible shape. If you are to live, you must 
take unusual precautions to avoid excite- 
ment and worry.” 

Avoid worry! What a mockery, when 
he was deprived of the opportunities to 
make proper provision for the little 
woman and the baby! He was well-to-do, 
but only so long as he continued to live 
and make money. Some investments he 
had, but they were neither numerous nor 
large, and not of a character that would 
be considered absolutely safe. He had in- 
vested to make money rather than to save 
it in most instances, so the amount that 
he had in really first-class securities was 
comparatively trifling. 

“If I continue in business, how long 
can I expect to live, Doctor?” he asked. 

“It is problematical,” was the reply. 
“Frankly, I don’t think I would give you 
more than two or three years of active 
business life, with the possibility of death 
at any moment during that time. Still, 
if you are careful, you ought to last two 
years.” 

Wentworth shuddered. He had told 
the physician to speak frankly, but it 
was horrible to have the limit of life set 
in this way. 

“Retire from business,” the doctor 
added, “go to some quiet place, and you 
may live as long as any other.” 

“But I can’t!” cried Wentworth. “I 
haven’t the money, and I must provide 
for the little woman and the baby. My 
God! how helpless they would be without 
me!” 

Wentworth went from the doctor’s 
office to the safe deposit vaults where he 
kept his securities. He was a desperate 
man now—a man who had deliberately 
decided to sacrifice his life for those he 
loved. He would continue in business an- 
other year—two years, if necessary and 
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the Lord permitted—and he would bend 
every energy to making provision for his 
little family. It might—nay, probably 
would—kill him, but what matter? To 
buy life at the expense of their future 
would be supremely selfish. And he might 
succeed before the fatal summons came: 
he might get his affairs in such shape in 
a year that he could retire with almost as 
good a chance of life as he had now—if 
he could stand the strain that long. But 
in his heart he felt that he was pronounc- 
ing his own doom. He might put the 
optimistic view of the situation in words, 
but he did not believe the words. A great 
fear—a fear that was almost a certainty 
—gripped at his heart. 

“Hic jacet!” he said to himself, as he 
went over the securitics and estimated the 
amount of available cash that he could 
command. He had speculated before and 
had been reasonably successful in most 
instances; he must speculate again, for 
in no other way could he bring his re- 
sources up to the point desired within the 
time limitations. The moment he reached 
this point he would put everything in 
stocks or bonds that would be absolutely 
safe. Indeed, he would do this as fast as 
he got a little ahead of the game. 

Wentworth had speculated previously 
only with money that he could afford to 
lose; he was speculating now with his 
entire surplus. It had been a divertise- 
ment before; it was a business now. He 
had to win—and he lost. No one could 
be more careful than he, but his judg- 
ment was wrong. When he had given the 
markets no particular attention he had 
taken an occasional “flier”? with success; 
when he made a study of conditions and 
discussed the situation with friendly au- 
thorities he found himself almost invari- 
ably in error. 

There was something pathetic and dis- 
quieting in the affection and considera- 
tion that he displayed for his wife and 
child during this time. He endeavored to 
conceal his own distress, but morning 
after morning his wife clung to him and 
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looked anxiously into his face. He spoke 
cheeringly, but he grew daily more hag- 
gard, and she knew that he was conceal- 
ing something. Once she asked about the 
life insurance policy. 

“Oh, that’s all settled,” he replied, but 
he did not tell her how it was settled. 

Finally she went to see Murray. He 
had brought the news that had made this 
great change in her husband, and he 
could tell her what was worrying him. 
Murray had not called since that even- 
ing. While in no sense responsible for it, 

he had been so closely identified with this 
blow that had fallen on his friend that he 
felt his presence, for a time at least, would 
be only an unpleasant reminder. 

“I must know this secret,” she told 
Murray. “It is killing Stanley. He is 
worried and anxious, and he is working 
himself to death in an effort to straighten 
out some complication.” 

“He mustn’t do that!” exclaimed Mur- 
ray quickly. “Work and worry are the 
two things for him to avoid.” 

“Why?” demanded Mrs. Wentworth. 

Murray hesitated. He knew why 
Wentworth had kept this from his wife, 
but was it wise? The man was deliberate- 
ly walking to his grave. Ought not his 
wife be informed in order that she might 
take the necessary steps to save him? It 
would be a breach of confidence, but did 
not the circumstances justify it? Went- 
worth was his friend, and he had a sin- 
cere regard for Mrs. Wentworth. Surely 
he ought not to stand idly by and witness 
a tragedy that he might prevent. 

“Mrs. Wentworth,” he said at last, 
“the thing that is worrying Stanley is the 
fact that we had to decline him as a risk.” 

“You—you didn’t insure him?” she 
said inquiringly, as if she did not quite 
comprehend. 

“No.” 

“He let me think you had.” 

“Because he did not wish to distress 
you, and I assure you, Mrs. Wentworth, 
I would not tell you this myself, were it 
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not for the fact that Stanley is doing 
the most unwise thing possible.” 

“I am very glad you did tell me,” she 
said quietly. She was not an emotional 
woman, but the pallor of her face and 
something of anxious fright in her eyes 
told how deeply she felt. “What must I 
do?” 

“Get him out of business and away 
from excitement,” replied Murray. “In 
a quiet place, if he takes care of himself, 
he may live as long as any of us.” 

When Wentworth reached home that 
evening, the little woman, always affec- 
tionate, greeted him with unusual tender- 
ness. She said nothing of her visit to 
Murray, but later she brought up the 
subject of moving to the country. 

“I’m dreadfully worried about you, 
Stanley,” she said. “You must take a va- 
cation.” 

“I can’t,” he replied. 

“But you must,” she insisted. “You've 
been working too hard lately.” 

“Next year,” he said, “I hope to get 
out of this city turmoil and take you 
away to some quiet place, where we can 
live for each other and the baby.” 

She went over and knelt beside him, as 
he leaned wearily back in his big arm- 
chair. 

“Why not now?” she pleaded. 

“My God! I can’t Helen!” he cried. 
“I want to, but I can’t! If you only 
knew—” 

“TI only know that you will break down, 
if you don’t take a rest,” she interrupted 
hastily. It would only add to his distress 
to learn that she knew his secret. “Don’t 
you suppose I can see how you are over- 
taxing your strength? We must go away 
for a time, anyway.” 

“Little woman,” he said, putting an 
arm round her, “it’s a question of finance, 
and you never could understand that very 
well. When I get things in shape we will 
go, but not yet. I have some investments 
to watch, and,” wearily, “things have 
gone rather against me lately. There are 
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lots of things to be done before I can take 
any extended vacation, and it is even a 
more serious matter to retire permanent- 
ly. My earning capacity is about all we 
have to live on now.” 

“I thought you had money invested,” 
she remarked. 

“I had,” he replied, “but it was not 
enough, and in trying to make it enough 
I made some wrong guesses on the mar- 
ket.” 

“Never mind,” she said _ cheerily. 
‘We'll make the best of what’s left. We 
won’t need much if we get away from this 
fearful life. It isn’t money that the baby 
and I want; it’s you, and we don’t want 
you to die for us but to live for us.” 

Wentworth gave his wife a quick 
glance, for this was hitting very close to 
his secret ; but he saw in her only the very 
natural anxiety of a loving wife who knew 
that her husband was overtaxing his 
strength. 

“You mean well,” he said, “but you 
don’t know.” 

Mrs. Wentworth was not a business 
woman, and she knew little of her hus- 
band’s affairs, but she had a feeling that 
this question of life insurance was all that 
stood in the way of the precautions that 
he ought to take. He could get something 
for his interest in the business, if he re- 


tired, but not enough to make proper | 


provision for her. He could take up some 
quiet pursuit and continue to make a little 
money as long as he lived, but he could 
leave only the most trifling income. And, 
in his efforts to improve matters, he had 
only made them worse. She understood 
that much. 

There was an undercurrent of sadness, 
but still something beautiful, in the life 
that followed this conversation. All the 
little sympathetic attentions that love can 
suggest each gave to the other, while 
each worried in secret, seeking only to 
make life a little easier and more cheer- 
ful for the other. But Mrs. Wentworth 
was becoming as desperate as her hus- 
band, and even more unreasoning. Was 
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not her husband’s life worth all the money 
of all the insurance companies? And 
were they not condemning him to death 
by their action? It was more than a risk 
that depended upon life; it was a life that 
depended upon the risk. In a little time 
she convinced herself that the insurance 
companies could save him and would not, 
failing utterly to appreciate the fact that, 
even with the greatest precautions, the 
chances were against him; that there was 
only a possibility that he might live 
longer than a few years, the probability 
being quite the reverse. ~ 

Murray was shocked when she called to 
see him again. The change in her hus- 
band was no greater than the change in 
her. Was not the man she loved commit- 
ting suicide before her eyes? And was he 
not doing this for love of her and the 
baby? Would not such a condition of af- 
fairs make any woman desperate and un- 
reasoning? 

“Mr. Murray,” she said, “if you are 
as good a friend to my husband as he 
has always been to you, you will save his 
life.” 

“I will do anything in my power, 
Mrs. Wentworth,” replied Murray. | 
“Nothing in life ever has so distressed 
me as this.” 

“Then give him the policy he wants.” 

“Impossible! Why, the doctor—” 

“You can fix it with the doctor; you 
know you can! Or you can get another 
doctor to pass him! Oh, Mr. Murray! 
I am not asking for money; I am asking 
for life—for his life! It’s suicide—mur- 
der! I want to get him away! I must 
get him away! But I can’t while he 
fears for our future—the baby’s and 
mine! He must provide for us, and he’s 
losing the little he had! He can’t stand 
it a month longer! Give him the policy, 
Mr. Murray, and I’ll swear to you never 
to present it for payment! It’s only for 
him that I ask it! You can give him 
life—give your friend life! Won’t you 
do it?” 

The tears were running down the lit- 
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tle woman’s cheeks, and Murray could 
not trust himself to speak for a moment. 

“Mrs. Wentworth,” he said at last, 
“every cent I have is at your husband’s 
disposal, if he needs it, but what you ask 
is utterly impossible. The risk would be 
refused at the home office, even if I 
passed it, for the fact that he has been 
refused by two other companies would be 
reported there.” 

In the case of another, Murray would 
have said more, but he knew that Mrs. 
Wentworth was quite beside herself and 
did not really appreciate that she was 
asking him to be dishonest with the com- 
pany that employed him. 

“He wouldn’t touch a cent of the 
money of such a friend!” she exclaimed 
with sudden anger. ‘‘He’s not a beggar, 
and neither am I! All I seek for him is 
the tranquillity that means life; all I 
ask is the removal of the anxicty that 
means death. And this little you will not 
do for a friend!” 

It was bitter, it was harsh, it was un- 
justifiable, but Murray had forgiven her 
before she had ceased speaking. The 
depth of her feeling and the excitement 
under which she was laboring were sufli- 
cient to excuse her. But he felt as if he 
really were condemning his friend to 
death. Yet what could he do? He would 
cheerfully give a thousand dollars out of 
his own pockct to make things easier for 
the two suffering oncs, but it was not a 
matter of ready cash. Wentworth had 
enough of that. 

In the deepest distress Murray was 
pacing back and forth when the door 
opened and Wentworth himsclf stag- 
gered in. Murray was at his side in a 
moment and guided him to a chair. 

“What’s the matter, old man?” 

“Lost everything,” Wentworth gasped. 
“Tried to protect—margined to limit— 
all gone!” 

“But your interest in the business?” 

“Sold it—to protect deal.” He 
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seemed almost at the point of collapse, 
but he rallied for a moment. “Insur- 
ance!”? he cried. “I must have it! Damn 
the company! You must put it through 


for me! You hear, Murray!” The man 


was almost crazy, and he spoke fiercely. 
“You’ve got to do it—for humanity’s 
sake! Can’t leave them penniless!” 

“We'll talk about it to-morrow,” said 
Murray soothingly. 

“You lic, Murray!’ the excited man 
cried. ‘You won’t do it at all; you'll see 
them starve first, you—you dog! I'll kill 
you, if you don’t—” 

Wentworth had risen in frenzied fury, 
as he pictured the future of his loved 
ones; he swayed for an instant, and Mur- 
ray caught him as he fell. He was dead 
before Murray could get him back into 
the chair. 

* * * * * 

Murray did all that any one could do 
for the bercaved woman and more than 
any one else would have done, for the 
next day he sent her this letter: 


Dear Mrs. Wentworth: After a con- 
ference with our physician we decided 
that a small risk on Mr. Wentworth 
would be justified, and the matter was 
closed up yesterday afternoon just pre- 
vious to his death. As a result of my 
close personal relations with him, I know 
that he left his affairs in rather a com- 
plicated condition, so, as it will take a 
little time to file the necessary proofs and 
get the moncy from the company, I am 
taking the liberty of sending you my 
personal check for the amount of the 
policy, $1,000, and I hope that you will 
not hesitate to call on me for any service 
that it is in my power to render. With 
the deepest sympathy, I am, 

Very sincerely yours, 
Davip Murray. 


“A lic,” he muttered, referring to the 
insurance item; ‘fa cold, deliberate lie, 
but I feel better for telling it.” 


The second of Mr. Flower’s insurance stories, “dn Incidental Comedy? will appear in the November issue, 
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VI 


THE OUNCE OF PREVENTION 


The Last of a Series of Articles on the Loss of Life by Railway Accidents in America 


ence between a republican form of 

government and a despotism is that 
under one the people may buy in the open 
market what they are willing to pay for, 
while under the other the market is closed 
to them. 

Letting the epigrammatic distinction 
stand for what it is worth, we of America 
have learned this: that if any considcra- 
ble majority of us agree touching the 
necessity for change, the thing to be 
changed will either transform itself under 
the pressure of public opinion, or it will 
bend and break and give place to a sub- 
stitute more nearly conforming to the 
public demand. 

Taking this high ground, it becomes 
apparent that the first requisite in a cam- 
paign against the life-taking and life- 
marring railroad disaster is an aroused 
public interest which shall refuse to regard 
the 8,000-odd annual killings and the 
64,000 woundings merely as a lamentable 
matter of course. Until this quickening 
of the public pulse shall be felt, there is 
little hope for reform. However high the 
moral standard of the individual railway 
manager may be, there is always the brute 
inertia of commercialism and moncy-get- 
ting to overcome; and this yields only to 
pressure from without. 

There are many ways in which this 
pressure may be brought to bear. Let it 
be understood by the law-makers of state 
and nation that their constituencies ex- 
pect more and better legislation in the 
life-pr otecting field, and the necessary le- 


|’: has been said that the chief differ- 


gal restraints will speedily evolve them- 
selves, Let it be known by the manage- 
ment of any given railway line that a dis- 
aster chargeable to any of the preventable 
causes will divert its traffic to other and 
safer lincs, and that management will turn 
itself inside out in the effort to shine as a 
star of the first magnitude in the safety 
heavens. 

Let it be felt by the negligent railway 
employé that his fault will not be con- 
doned by misplaced public sympathy; 
that his crime will make him a criminal, 
meriting the public opprobrium resting 
upon other criminals; that proved guilt 
on his part will as surely send him to the 
penitentiary as if he had contributed to 
the killing or maiming of his fellow citi- 
zens in some other way; and he will think 
twice before he takes the thousand-and- 
one chances, which, under present condi- 
tions, he takes in every year of his worka- 
day life. Let it be known to coroner’s ju- 
ries, to grand juries, to prosecuting and 
executive officers of the law that an 
aroused and healthy public sentiment de- 
mands exact justice in the case of the er- 
rant carrier servant, be he yard roust- 
about or general manager, and the wave 
of reform will rise to a still higher tide- 
mark. 

Lacking this pressure from without, lit- 
tle can be expected in the way of bet- 
terment; of a reduction of the ghastly 
totals. No sane railway management 
courts disaster. To say nothing of the 
immorality of killing and wounding peo- 
ple in a railroad wreck, it is far too costly 
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to be considered as anything more than a 
remote possibility. But so long as public 
sentiment is on the side of the money- 
changers, the nine parts of expenditure 
will always outweigh the one part of haz- 
ard in the computation of the executive 
or operating officer. 

Assuming that public interest in the 
subject of public safety has been quick- 
ened to the point of demanding the abso- 
lute minimizing of life-taking accidents, 
let us glance briefly at some of the safety 
steps which might be taken by a progres- 
sive railway management. 

The first step would be a thorough and 
drastic purging of that part of the ser- 
vice whose units have to do with the han- 
dling of trains; a weeding out of the in- 
competents, and the establishing of an 
employment system which should go deep 
enough into the qualifications of the ap- 
plicant to determine whether or not he 
could be fashioned into a fit man. 

Next in order would come a systematic 
training of the apprentice, looking for- 
ward to the time when the responsibility 
for the safety of life and property would 
rest upon his shoulders. Technical train- 
ing of a certain sort he gets at present, 
to be sure; but in the service of our pro- 
gressive company this training would be 
educational, not only on the hand- and 
head-skilled side, but also in the field of 
moral responsibility. 

Having such a force of competent men, 
post-graduates and preparatory, the pro- 
gressive company would not stick at the 
expense necessary to its maintenance and 
retention. Rest intervals would be pro- 
portioned to the strain of the working day 
rather than to its length, and they would 
be as regular as the exigencies of the 
service would permit. Care and sympa- 
thetic supervision of the working force— 
that kind of care given by the coach to 
the crew he is training for a critical race 
—would be the first concern of the chief 
operating officer. Under such supervision, 
which would be paternal in the best sense 
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of the much-abused word, the sick man 
would be promptly relieved and given a 
chance to recover—without going hungry 
in the process. And lastly, the tenure of 
employment on such a line—and_ this 
should be as immutable as the laws of the 
Medes and Persians—would be for “life 


or good behavior.” 


Granting these reforms in the person- 
nel of the rank and file, and in the man- 
ner of its handling, the wreck due to in- 
competence, to overworked employés, to 
criminal negligence and to bad discipline 
would disappear entirely or become so 
rare as to be an anomaly. For, be the la- 
tent cause what it may, the active cause 
of the preventable accident is always the 
lapse of one or more of the human fact- 
ors; and these factors in that part of the 
problem under consideration are the train- 
service employés. 

Next after the redintegration of its 
operating army, our model company 
would see to it that false economy had no 
place in its annual budget; that corporate 
parsimony should add no new names to 
the list of killed and wounded. I am not 
saying that this might not mean a re- 
ceivership in some instances. It doubtless 
would. But if the public safety can be 
conserved only by the reorganization of 
an overcapitalized company, that small 
minority of the public financially con- 
cerned should be required to grin and bear 
it. Yet in many instances greed and not 
the financial necessity is at the bottom of 
the false economy; and in such a strait 
the board of control of our progressive 
company would not hesitate an instant be- 
tween the reduction or the passing of a 
dividend and such a scaling down of the 
pay-rolls as would impair the effectiveness 
of its working force and imperil human 
life. 

In the still broader field this model rail- 
road company would be strictly law-abid- 
ing; or, rather, for the sake of winning 
the approbation—and patronage—of a 
critical public, it would anticipate the re- 
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quirements of the safety laws. Its city 
terminals would be designed and con- 
structed in such fashion as to make the 
street-crossing accident impossible, and it 
would gain thereby in the safe and speedy 
handling of traffic more than it would lose 
by the increased expenditure. It would 
consider the fenced-in yards and right-of- 
way as necessary as they have always 
been considered in England. It would 
place competent flagmen and practicable 
gates at all street crossings where tunnels 
or viaducts were out of the question. It 
would cause all of its trains—not a vary- 
ing proportion of them—to come to a full 
stop at all grade crossings with other rail- 
ways; and it would abolish, so far as 
bridges or subways could be constructed, 
the deadly country-road crossing. 

In the matter of safety appliances it 
would also anticipate, not the mere letter 
of the law, but its spirit. A practicable 
safety car-coupler, and one which barely 
falls within the requirements of the Fed- 
eral law, are two very different things; 
and so are a practicable train-power 
brake which will actually stop a train, and 
one which merely presents to the eye of 
the inspector the legal percentage of 
brake-equipped cars. 

But the model line, which is bidding for 
public favor and patronage under the 
new régime, would keep a step in advance 
of the legal requirements; it might even 
take a leaf out of the Westinghouse Air- 
Brake Company’s book, and make it 
worth while for its draftsmen and shop- 
men to perfect improvements in the mech- 
anism, placing a little premium, perhaps, 
upon the home-grown invention which 
would conduce to the safer handling of 
traffic. 

In the maintenance and improvement of 
its permanent way, this line would make 
every dollar count, not only for to-day, 
but for a succession of to-morrows. The 
curse of American construction is tempo- 
Yrariness, impermanence. As a people we 
are so eager to reap that we plow indiffer- 
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ently and sow wastefully. The life of 
wooden cross-ties embedded in an earthen 
embankment is comparatively short, and 
the yielding of the earth also shortens the 
life of the rail. The lives of both are 
greatly lengthened, and the safety of the 
line substantially increased, by  well- 
drained rock ballasting. Yet, notwith- 
standing the great strides in railway im- 
provement made in the last decade, the 
rock-ballasted road, outside of the East- 
ern and Middle States, is the exception 
rather than the rule. 

The stock objection to rock ballasting 
and to all the more costly permanences is 
the expense. It is urged that these in- 
creased construction outlays would make 
the building of many lines impracticable 
from a financial point of view, and it is 
also asserted that a campaign of improve- 
ment such as is here outlined would bank- 
rupt many of the existing lines. 

Answering the first of these objections, 
it is freely suggested that the present 
average capitalization of over $60,000 a 
mile is amply sufficient to build and equip 
in the most substantial manner under or- 
dinary conditions; would so build and 
equip under an honest expenditure. But 
it is a well-proved charge that few exist- 
ing lines have had the benefit of a dollar- 
for-dollar expenditure in construction and 
equipment. And the public assurance of 
safety had been lessened by just so much 
as the cupidity of successive manipulators 
have been able to sweat out of the differ- 
ence between cost and contribution. 

And as to the assertion that the out- 
lined campaign of improvement would 
spell bankruptcy for some of the compa- 
nies, it is submitted that this is a matter 
in which the general public, looking now 
to its own well-being and safety, is not 
vitally concerned. 

It is admitted on all hands that the 
business of transportation by rail has 
grown to the magnitude of a quasi-public 
function; indeed, in some other countries 


it is discharged by the public itself. But 
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since in America the service is confided to 
private corporations, operated primarily 
for profit to themselves, the public has a 
right to require that this service be per- 
formed with due regard for the safety of 
life and limb—this without reference to, 
or any special regard for, the corpora- 
tion’s profits in particular instances. 

However, we will assume that our model 
company has reconstructed its operating 
force on progressive lines, is anticipating 
as best it may all possible legal require- 
ments in the way of safety appliances, 
has rock ballasted its road, and is con- 
fronting the block-signal question. In its 
case, in no uncertain sense, the necessity 
for this last and most expensive better- 
ment has in a great measure disappeared. 

The time-interval, or non-block method 
of handling trains comes short of safety 
only when the human factor fails; but this 
is also true of the block system in the 
great majority of instances. If train- 
service employés are competent and well 
drilled, fit physically and mentally for 
their duties, the uncertain quality in the 
human factor is to a great extent elimi- 
nated, and the need for mechanical pro- 
tection is less pressing. 

There is a great diversity of opinion 
among those qualified to speak with au- 
thority as to which is the safer, the time- 
interval or the space-interval. Critics of 
the Interstate Commerce school advocate 
the block system unhesitatingly, and some 
railroad managers claim that the way to 
absolute safety in the collision field lies 
in the perfection of some method of purely 
mechanical train handling. On the other 
hand, so sound an authority as Mr. P. H. 
Houlahan, superintendent of the Hanni- 
bal and St. Joseph part of the Burlington 
System, freeing his mind to a reporter of 
the Kansas City Star, says this: 

“You can labor from now till you are a 
hundred years old trying to equip rail- 
roads with every conceivable device to se- 
cure safety, and yet you will have dis- 
asters unless you realize the great funda- 
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mental requirement of judgment—brains. 
No invention, however efficient, will take 
the place of a man with a cool head, who 
can reason rapidly and accurately in times 
when lives are hanging on seconds. Block 
signals may become clogged and fail to 
work, a telegraphic order may have doubt- 
ful meaning, a switch lamp may be turned 
wrong, or a hundred other things may 
happen that would furnish an excuse for 
aman to say: ‘It wasn’t my fault.’ But 
going down to the bottom of railroading, 
you want to impress upon men who have 
to do with the running of trains that their 
judgment is the real reliance; their knowl- 
edge of what to do when the emergency 
arises. You will notice from reading ac- 
counts of railroad wrecks last winter that 
some of them were on lines equipped with 
every known device to prevent just such 
accidents as happened. 

“I am not one of those who believe men 
should be retired from active service when 
they have passed forty or fifty years. It 
requires from thirty-five to forty years to 
ripen some intellects into perfect judg- 
ment. The man of forty generally has 
been tried by fire and he thereafter avoids 
the conflagration. Like the general on 
the battle-field, he knows what’s best to do. 
A younger man might take his chances 
on a sharp curve or over a yard full of 
switches. The veteran will begin to cut 
off steam at the proper moment and re- 
duce his speed, making up time on the 
next fair stretch. 

‘“‘Brains are a matter of development in 
railroading as in everything else. You 
can’t find any mechanical substitute, 
though you line the track from beginning 
to end with automatic devices. Just as 
you come to rely on mechanical contri- 
vances instead of men, just in proportion 
will accidents increase. When I’m riding 
in a slecper I rest easier if I know there’s a 
man of nerve and judgment in the cab 
than I should if the way were sparkling 
with signals. I’m a friend to every pos- 
sible appliance for safety, but I’m a 
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greater believer in a system that relies 
upon human agencies as the chicf safe- 
guard.. The reason? Why, God made 
man, and man made the inventions. The 
Master’s work is the better.” 

As against this opinion of a time-tried 
operating officer of one of the best-man- 
aged companies in the West,—so far as 
the opinion applies to mechanical signal- 
ing devices,—the operating staff of our 
model road would be required to consider 
the fact that one-seventh of the entire 
tuileage of the United States is at pres- 
ent operated under some sort of block sys- 
tem; that a majority of the managers of 
the great systems seem to be convinced of 
its utility, since they are using it on some 
parts of their lines; and that of the most 
notable of the accidents referred to by 
Mr. Houlahan, only one appears to have 
been due to a failure of the signaling 
mechanism. 

In deciding this question for or against, 
the staff of the progressive railway would 
use judgment and common sense. On 
“hot” sections of its track, where the 
space-interval would conduce to the safety 
and security of life and property, it would 
doubtless install the most approved block 
system. On sections where less strenuous 
traffic conditions prevailed, it would prob- 
ably be content to use the time-interval 
method, relying confidently upon the 
trustworthiness of its well-sifted rank and 
file, upon time-card rules double-distilled 
to free them from the final trace of am- 
biguity, and upon the back-stiffening ef- 
fect of good discipline. 

The preventives here suggested are all 
within easy reach, and it rests with the 
American public to determine whether it 
is worth while to insist that the railway 
companies shall set a higher price upon 
human life. It is a law of nature that 
like breeds like; and if indifference and a 
disregard for its own safety on the part 
of the public has engendered apparent 
hard-heartedness in the railway manage- 
ment, it is small wonder. 

And it may be taken on the word of an 
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insider that the hard-heartedness is only 
apparent, if the term be applied to the 
actual operating officer. Aside from the 
business aspect of the accident, its cost 
and consequences to his company in dol- 
lars and cents, and in the diversion of 
traffic which is almost sure to follow, he 
is a man like other men, with as great a 
horror of the killings and woundings, per- 
haps, as the gentlest of the gentle readers 
of this article. In no uncertain sense he 
is powerless to prevent many of the an- 
nual disasters, more especially where the 
preventive measure spells increased ex- 
penditure. And when you begin to bring 
pressure to bear; when you begin to talk 
of heavier stecl and ballasted tracks and 
costly block systems, he will fight like a 
soldier to preserve the earnings of his 
company—being salaried and retained for 
that chief end of commercialism. 

None the less, when the battle is fought 
and won; when an aroused and indignant 
public has made the Board of Control, or 
the Advisory Committee, or whatever 
purse-holder stands at the head of the 
official line, yicld the point of safety; he 
will be the first to welcome the new order 
of things; will be immensely relieved, if 
the truth were known, to feel that his 
recommendations pointing toward life- 
saving betterments dare no longer be ig- 
nored. 

On the side of public effort it would be 
unjust to a hard-working sub-department 
of the General Government, as well as to 
the public sentiment which has created it, 
to close this discussion without a word 
commendatory of the Interstate Com- 
merce Commission, and its praiseworthy 
plowing in the field we have been travers- 
ing. 

Limited at first to the supervision and 
regulation of interstate traffic conditions, 
the scope of the Commission was later ex- 
tended to cover the accident field. Being 
an administrative body, with only extra- 
judicial powers, the Commission can act 
in the disaster department in little more 
than an advisory capacity. Nevertheless, 
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its work in this field has been gratefully 
corrective. 

The compliance, partial or entire, of 
the companies with the requirements of 
the Safety Appliance law has been due in 
no small measure to the energy of the 
commission and to the vigilance of its 
little group of inspectors. And in the de- 
partment of statistics and publicity it has 
been as active and aggressive as an ad- 
ministrative body, with its duties and pre- 
rogative pretty clearly defined by law, 
could well be. 

For each quarter of the year an acci- 
dent bulletin is issued which falls short of 
the object this present writer is trying to 
attain only by reason of its being a pub- 
lic document and so—in the minds of 
many—a thing unreadable by any living 
man. And at the close of each fiscal year 
the Commission publishes an annual re- 
port and a volume of statistics on rail- 
ways, either or both of which would be 
bought and read thoughtfully if they 
were for sale, but which share the dusty 
oblivion of the top shelf in the newspaper 
office and elsewhere because they are given 
away. 

In its advisory capacity the Commis- 
sion has also done good work in sug- 
gesting and urging corrective legislation. 
But its efforts in this direction are to a 
great extent nullified by public apathy. 
When legislators are made to understand 
that their constituencies are no longer in- 
different to conditions which permit the 
killing and wounding of over 73,000 per- 
sons annually, they will find a group of 
competent men in the Interstate office 
ready and willing to tell them how to go 
about the bill-drafting. 

But while we look to coercive measures 
for much of the relicf which is our due, 
the condemnation of the railway manage- 
ment should not be so sweeping as to 
minimize the honest effort of the honest 
management, not only to comply with the 
provisions of the law, but to strike out 
for itself new lines of reform. 
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Such companies there be, and their 
names appear with gratifying infre- 
quency in the disaster lists. One of them, 
the Nashville, Chattanooga & St. Louis 
Railway, whose locomotive whistles flute 
cheerfully at all hours of the day and 
night within ear-reach of this writing- 
table, has an operated mileage of 1,200 
miles, is rising half a century old, and 
can make good the boast that it has never 
killed a passenger in a train wreck in all 
that time. 

Another, whose southern terminal is 
also in sight from my study windows, has 
a main line of over three hundred miles 
which presents greater obstacles to fast 
running than, perhaps, any equal mileage 
in the United States. Yet its actual run- 
ning time is as fast or faster than that of 
any other line south of the Ohio River, 
and its accident death rate is commend- 
ably small. 

Among the greater systems the Van- 
derbilt lines in the East and the Burling- 
ton in the West are praiseworthy ex- 
amples of good practice in modern rail- 
roading; and there are yet other head- 
quarters offices where the man with the 
life-saving device, or the invention de- 
signed to make the service better and 
more effective, has a hearty welcome and 
a ready hearing. 

On the side of reform in this, the vol- 
untary field, the various associations of 
constructive and operating masters have 
done much. “Standardizing” has been 
the watchword of these associations, and 
very considerable strides toward uniform- 
ity in construction and practice have been 
taken. 

By such peaceful means the train 
despatchers have succeeded in establishing 
standard rules for train handling which 
are now in use on over three-fourths of 
the aggregate mileage in the United 
States, and which have greatly lessened 
the risk of the “time-interval”. The Mas- 
ter Car-Builders have fought effectively 
for uniform couplers, a standard height 
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from rail to drawhead, standard brake 
mechanism, and last, but by no means 
least, standard rules governing the han- 
dling of foreign cars. 

One of these rules—one of many good 
ones—provides for a rigid inspection of 
ali such cars upon their arrival at a ter- 
minal, and where it is enforced, the in- 
spector tacks a “defective” card on the 
unsafe car, which is then returned to the 
delivering line for repairs. If the car be 
loaded with time freight, as is often the 
case, its lading is promptly transshipped, 
with a charge against the offending line. 
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All these movements toward internal 
reform are praiseworthy; characteristic, 
we may say, of an age not unjustly called 
progressive. But thus far all that has 
been done, or is doing, suffices only to 
keep the death and injury totals from in- 
creasing by leaps and bounds. That 
these totals are increasing steadily from 
year to year is the most discouraging 
feature of a problem which will be solved 
only when the American public shall be 
made to realize that it is fast approaching 
the magnitude of a national calamity, an- 
nually repeated, 


- “THE SEA IS HIS” 


By Emery Pottle 


WHEN God Almighty calls to me 
Across the deeps that were and are 
And ever more shalt be, 
I know His voice will thunder as the sea 
Beyond the harbor bar. 


How should I know death’s whisper wind 
Through forests, or the sounds of Spring? 
I am not of their kind; 


How should I heed His cry in wheels that grind 
In towns and trafficking? 


No chart, no beacon in the dark 
I crave of Him,—naught save the boom 
Of surf; so would I hark 
Unto His shout from out the secret gloom, 
Alone in night’s wild room. 


Out of the seas I’ve loved so long, 
Out of the storm and wind-lashed foam, 

In mighty waves and strong, 
Sweeping my soul from this small coast I roam, 
O God Almighty, call me home! 


THE CATTLE ON THE HILLS 


By Hector Fuller 


Mr. Fuller’ brilliant achievements in the far East as war correspondent for The Indianapolis 
News have made his name known wherever newspapers are read. “The Cattle on the Hills” 
is the first story he has published since his return to the United States. Later issues of The 
Reader Magazine will contain, exclusively, the detailed account of Mr. Fullers hazardous 
journey into Port Arthur, his experiences while a prisoner there and his thrilling voyage 
back across the Gulf of Pe-chi-li. These articles will be entitled “From Cheefoo to Cheefoo” 


first. You know the Gulf of Pe-chi-li 

was pretty well dotted with floating 
mines about the end of May. The Japs 
said it was the Russians turning ’em 
afloat; the Russian retorted that such an 
impolite trap of warfare could only ema- 
nate from the yellow men. All the neu- 
trals who had shipping in those seas 
kicked as much as they dared; the owners 
wrote letters to the press which descanted 
on the brutality of such carelessness for 
human life, but all the same innocent 
ships, and some not quite so innocent, 
continued, every once in a while, to run 
their forefeet on one of those ugly look- 
ing bumps in the water and—thcre was 
one good ship the less. 

It was because of these stray mines 
knocking about—I saw one, red-topped 
and covered all over with percussion 
spikes like a huge prickly pear, in Lat. 
39:06 N. Long. 122:13 E. and duly re- 
ported it—that all of Butterfield and 
Swire’s boats were ordered not to pro- 
ceed after darkness fell. You know even 
two Chinese keeping watch in the eyes of 
the ship can’t sce mines by moonlight. 
So as we couldn’t make Cheefoo before 
ten o’clock or thereabouts we had to put 
in to Wei-hai-wei. There were three or 
four men-of-war lying about in the har- 
bor and the Times despatch boat, the 
Haimun, had her wireless telegraphy 
mast waving above the town. We were 
going to hike on early in the morning, so 
we anchored with the Yochow at the har- 
bor entrance and I went ashore. 


|: was at Wei-hai-wei I saw them 


I had a pretty good time at the United 
Service Club and a fine highball mixed by 
the jolly chaplain of H. M. S. Temeraire 
and started aboard again about ten 
o’clock. My sampan was waiting, and as 
I stepped in a man rose up out of the 
darkness and said: “Pardon, you going 
off to Yochow?” 

“Yes,” I said, rather curtly, for one 
does not care about being polite to 
beachcombers in North China. 

“I should be obliged if you would put 
me on board.” 

Of course I took him, and when he was 
in the stern-shects he just looked steadily 
at the Yochow, toward which we were 
pulling, and didn’t say a word. I watched 
him up the gangway and over the side 
while I paid the boatman, and when I got 
aboard I forgot him. 

It was the skipper called me up on the 
bridge about half an hour later and said: 
“What do you think of this. This chap 
wants me to deadhead him to Cheefoo. 
Says he’s a refugee from Dalny; lost one 
of his partners overboard on the way. 
Bit suspicious, I think.” 

In the light of the chart-house I took 
closer stock of my man. He looked sim- 
ple enough, but ill-used by wind and 
weather. His face was unshaven and 
dirty; his clothes, of poor material and 
cut, were soiled and wrinkled. 

As I looked at him he said: 

“And I have no money got.” 

He spoke English but lamely, yet he 
could make himself readily understood. 
This is what he told me. 
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“Two years I live Dalny; all time work 
electric light place. Ten, eleven, twelve 
days ago we all hear Japanese only two 
versts from Dalny. Coming down strong. 
My boss, Mr. Edgreen, he say ‘more bet- 
ter we get out.” He send him Chinese 
boy on yatch to go Cheefoo. Give China 
boy his clothes and his money, he say he 
come on junk. Another man in Dalny, 
work for oil company, frien’ of mine; he 
get scared of army coming, so we three 
get big junk; no Chinaman, and we come 
away.” 

“Where’s the others?” I asked. 

“I come to that. My chun, he Billy 
Malone, a very good sailor—Mr. Ed- 
green he good sailor, too. Those two 
steer the junk. I sort of roustabout. 
Also I cook. The second night come ter- 
rible storm, rain, lightning, thunder, 
much wind. I in bow of boat and bye and 
bye Malone he cry out: ‘Man overboard,’ 
just like that: ‘Man overboard.’ It was 
big wave come aboard and wash away 
Mr. Edgreen, who was steering. Then 
Malone he steer. We never see Mr. Ed- 
green again. Wind die down in the 
morning and we come this side Wei-hai- 
wei—and now I want get Cheefoo, see 
maybe Mr. ‘Edgreen’s Chinese boy my 
clothes have got.” 

It was a straight enough yarn, even 
for a dark night at Wei-hai-wei, but 
somehow it didn’t sound straight. The 
skipper wanted to fire the chap ashore, 
but in a way I felt sorry for him, and 
knowing by past experience that the 
drop from first-class cabin to the beach 
is so fatally easy, and so likely to happen 
to any one, I asked the skipper what the 
fare was to Cheefoo and being told seven 


dollars, Mez., was about to pay it. The - 


chap was still thanking me when a smart 
boat pulled alongside and a fellow, about 
four feet high, in a khaki uniform came 
aboard and asked for the skipper. 

While he was away I questioned the 
stranger again; learned that his name 
was Edmund Sissovics—he had to write 
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it for me before I got it down pat—and 
I was getting quite interested in his yarn 
when the steward called me to join the 
skipper’s conference. Then I found out 
that the man in khaki was an English 
policeman. He told us that Sissovic’s 
partner was on shore drunk, and talking. 
That the alarm had gone out about Ed- 
green, who was the richest foreigner in 
Dalny, and it was feared that he had 
been robbed and murdered. 

I put my seven dollars back in my 
pocket and watched Sissovics go ashore 
into the darkness. 

° * ° * ® * 

“Sure, I tell you its good wine. First- 
class vintage, brought out here for the 
Russian trade. It’s dirt cheap, too, only 
me and my partner needs the money.” 

I looked up from the billiard table in 
the Beach Hotel, Cheefoo, to see two pic- 
turesque loafers holding the manager in 
converse. The big man who had spoken 
was the beau ideal adventurer—there was 
romance in the cock of his hat; the dirty 
silk sash about his waist reeked of adven- 
ture. 

One doesn’t notice his neighbors much 
in the East; a man’s business is his own 
as long as he doesn’t blow about it, and 
even Americans get out of that habit 
after a month or two of contact with the 
silent ones. 

But there was something about the 
partner of the man who had spoken that 
looked familiar and I lost my interest in 
the clicking balls trying to identify him. 

“Yes, a bottle we will try,” I heard 
him say, and when the bottle came, regal 
with gilded tinfoil and gaudy lettering— 
it opened with a loud report and fizzed 
like Michigan cider—then I saw that the 
stranger was Sissovics, and I wondered. 

That evening I got him to myself. 

“I am glad to see you because you was 
willing to pay my fare. Yes, that is my 
partner, Billy Malone. Oh, it was no 
trouble at Wei-hai-wei. You think, may- 
be the law does not run out here among 
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these so stunking Chinks! Ach, but they 
have good law got. You see, suppose 
man fall overboard, investigation neces- 
sarily must have, but there it ends, and 
so Billy Malone and myself, courting in- 
vestigation, can only say that Mr. Ed- 
green is no more and the law must pro- 
tect us and let us go. To-day we sell 
some winc—champagne for Russian offi- 
cer—which Mr. Malone send over from 
Dalny, and to-night I much money have 
got. Come and have a drink.” 

So that was the way of it. The death 
of Edgreen was certain, but it was not 
certain how that death happened, and so 
—well, no one had a right to say that 
Malone and Sissovics were murderers. 

I saw a good bit of them about the 
hotel. They blossomed out into new 
clothes; they had the finest rooms in the 
hotel; they ate and drank of the best and 
they lost more money at vingt-et-un at 
the Frenchman’s place than could have 
possibly come out of a few cases of cham- 
pagne. I couldn’t help thinking of the 
“Ebb Tide” and wondering what had 
been in those mysterious bottles. 

One evening at the dinner-table Sis- 
sovics, just drunk enough to be pleasant, 
leaned over my chair and begged that he 
might see me during the evening. 

“It very important is—to you,” he 
said. There was an air of mystery and 
eagerness about him, and I assented to 
the proposition that he and his partner 
should come to my room. 

The hour set was ten o’clock, and 
promptly on time they came in, each one 
grasping a quart bottle of that gaudy 
champagne by the neck. Malone sat on 
the edge of my bed and acted as bar- 
tender. 

“Now look here,” said Malone, “I 
don’t know you very well, but Sissy, here, 
says you're all right, and he wants to let 
you in on our scheme. The more so as we 
got the idea from you.” 

“From me?” I had not talked to Ma- 
lone. 
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“Yes. You’re the duck that went over 
to the Liao-tung peninsula the other 
day, ain’t you? Well, you know what 
you said about Mia-tau island? Well, I 
been thinking. You reported that there’s 
just one Chink family over there, mostly 
naked, you said. You also said that the 
island was just about covered with fine 
cattle. We’ve investigated that and it’s 
all right. There’s just one hundred and 
thirty-seven beef animals, counting cows, 
and a herd of about forty burros. Now, 
you don’t have to come in on this, but if 
you don’t come in you won’t give us 
away, will you?” 

I promised. 

“If you did, you know, some Chink 
might knife you,” added Malone, with a 
grin that I did not like. 

“Well, Sissy, here, and myself have 
got a junk—a good big un. We bought 
it outright from that son of a gun, Ming- 
hai, robber that he is, and we’ve fired the 
crew. In the forehold we’ve got three as 
sweet looking Winchesters, forty-fours, 
as you want to sce, and to-morrow morn- 
ing, early, we hit out for Mia-tau and 
them steers.” 

“Buy ’em?” I asked, casually. 

“Have ’nother drink,” said Sissovics. 

“You see,” went on Malone, drinking 
wine out of the glass from which he had 
just dumped my toothbrushes, “I have 
done more than a bit of trade with the 
Ruskeys, and they’re damn good fellows 
and damn liberal with their money. In 
spite of all the Japs say, Port Arthur 
ain’t properly blockaded, and I know u 
little cove, just to the south’ard of 
Louisa Bay, where we can land that beef. 
It’s only a twenty-mile run, and with a 
fair breeze we can leave Mia-tau at mid- 
night and hit the peninsula at dawn. 
There’s a chance, of course, that the 
Ruskeys will snaffle the cattle before we 
have a chance to sell ’em, but if they do 
I know some officers in Port Arthur who 
won’t stard for the grab; ’specially when 
we fix it to let em in on the deal.” 
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“But what do you want me for?” I 
asked. ‘I have no coin to waste.” 

“Ter hell with the money. We don’t 
want any Chinks in this game at all, and 
I don’t see how any less than three men 
can handle that junk. Even as it is we 
won’t be able to hoist the mainsail with- 
out a watch-tackle. You come and be the 
- third hand, and handle one of them Win- 
chesters. You gave us the tip, uncon- 
sciously of course, but we'll set that off 
against what we’ve paid for the junk and 
so on.” 

In many ways the adventure appealed 
to me. It looked ridiculously easy, but I 
wouldn’t take snap-shot judgment and so 
promised to sleep on it. 

Malone didn’t like my caution, I saw 
that; so I helped him finish the wine and 
saw him to bed, and then I nailed Sisso- 
vics, alone. 

“Now give us the straight of it,” I 
said, “man to man. I’m not squeamish, 
but there are some things you might 
stand for that I couldn’t. I’m either in 
with you, or I’ll leave it alone.” 

“TI do not quite like Malone’s way,” said 
Sissovics, hesitatingly, “Billy is so 
bloody minded. We got little bit money ; 
maybe we could buy them cattle for 
cheap and sell ’em dear in Port Arthur. 
But Billy he don’t like to pay out money. 
He say the Chinamen on Mia-tau no 
good ; naked savages, and he say we hold 
em up and take cattle any how.” 

“That lets me out,” I said. 

“Suppose we buy them cattle, you go 
in?” 

“Sure! Then its only a case of block- 
ade running with a big profit at the end.” 

“Well, I see Billy and try him. Sure, 
we want you. See you in the morning.” 

But he didn’t! Next morning when I 
turned out they were gone, and almost 
hull down to the northwest I saw the 
lateen sail of a Chinese junk and knew 


that the enterprise was on—for good or ill. 
° ° * . 
Port Arthur had not fallen yet in spite 
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of the predictions, and, owing to con- 
sular difficulties, I had shifted down to the 
coast to Shanghai and was hanging out 
at the Astor House. 

Two months had gone since Billy Ma- 
lone and his partner had sailed from Chee- 
foo, and from them I heard no word. 

It was close on to midnight when my 
Chinese boy came up and said: 

“Have got man?” 

“Man? To see me?” 

“Yep. Below-side 
Wantchly see?” 

“First-chop man, belong, boy ?” 

‘Allee same sailor man, belong. Dlink 
some !”? 

Well, a drunken sailor man did not 
sound promising at that hour of the 
night, but I told Foo Low to bring him 
up, and I was not greatly surprised to 
find myself looking into the tired eyes of 
Sissovics. 

“What the devil—” I began. 

“A drink, I would like,” he said weak- 
ly, and dropped into a chair. 

He looked as if he needed a drink. His 
appearance now reminded me forcibly of 
that night in Wei-hai-wei. Once more 
his clothes were ragged and dirty; his 
face unshaven; his eyes bloodshot. Evi- 
dently he had seen things since he had 
left my room that night in Cheefoo. 

He grabbed my bottle of Scotch a tri- 
fle eagerly when I produced it, and while 
I was getting the potash for him he 
poured out and drank half a tumblerful 
—neat. . 

I reserved my patience, also, while I 
ordered two club sandwiches and watched 
him devour them both with wolfish bites. 

He wiped his greasy beard on the cuff 
of his greasy coat; turned toward me and 
said: 

“Ach Gott! dot is good.” 

He didn’t look me in the eye and I was 
wise enough not to question him. 

“Vell?” he said, presently, the note of 
interrogation strong. 

“Well,” I rejoined, “feel better?” 


belong him. 
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“You bet,” was the reply. 

Silence for the space of a minute. 
Then: 

“Billy Malone, my partner, you know, 
he dead.” 

“So,” I said carelessly. 

“Yah. Der Japs get ’m,” said Sisso- 
vies, shaking his head. 

“Help yourself to a drink,” I said. 
So, my friend of the silk sash had got his 

ay. 

“Yah, he’s dead,” said Sissovics, as he 
gulped down the whisky; then, as an 
afterthought: “Me, I got damn narrer 
escape, also. 

“I tell you,” went on Sissovics, “ ’cause 
it was you, you know, what caused me to 
be like this now—what caused poor Billy 
Malone to be a dead one. It was all your 
fault.” 

“Mine,” I said, savagely. 

“Yah, dot is so. Billy Malone vos an 
educated man. All the time he watch the 
papers for chances, for schemes, for any- 
thing. One day he see dot cablegram 
you send to your newspaper about your 
trip to de Gulf of Pe-chi-li and your stop 
at Mia-tau. Dose cattle you mention 
stick in Billy’s head and by-’n’-by he 
convince me and we go after dem. You 
—we offer to go, too—damn lucky, Billy 
no want to take you. He say more better, 
only share between two. 

“Dot morning we sail away from Chee- 
foo, Billy in fine shape. On board plen- 
ty champagne have got, and Billy he 
drink much and laugh and sing; all same 
pirate. ‘Ter hell with the Chinks,’ he say 
all the time, and he look at the fine Win- 
chesters. 

“We have good wind and by night 
time we make Mia-tau island. But Billy 
he no land. He say we lay off all night. 
So we lower the mainsail and only keep 
up the dinkey little foresail, all made of 
flour sacks and old breeches, and all night 
long we beat about in the open sea. Four, 
‘five times we sail all around dot island. 

“When morning come we run the junk 
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right up on the beach opposite the little 
cove where dose Chinese live. All of dem 
come out to see us. You know, ’cause you 
was there. Altogether there was seven of 
?em; two men, one old woman, two young 
women and three kids about twelve or 
fourteen years old. 

“Billy he savey Chinese little bit, but 
these people they do not his dialect fer- 
stay, but anyway we goes ashore and 
makes believe we wants water. Dere is 
one well only on that whole island and the 
water is all green and thick like soup, and 
poisonous, but Billy says we got to drink 
it just for a bluff. 

“Ach! I can it yet taste.” 

Here Sissovics spat on my carpet and 
then took another drink of Scotch. 

“Then what?” I said. “Was it the 
water killed Malone?” 

“No,” he replied. “It was as you said, 
the cattles was all about the hills. Grass 
for them to eat I see little of, but they all 
fat and fine. I say to Billy: ‘How der 
devil we drive all this beef on board 
junk? 

“ ‘Easy ’nuff,’ says Billy. ‘Dere only 
one well is; no other water on island. 
Suppose night time come, cattle must 
come down here to drink. Den we get 
him.’ 

“So Billy und me we got a lot of rope 
from the junk and we make all same 
fence down to the beach. We take the 
hatches from the top of the hold and we 
make a slanting runway up to the deck 
—you know dem junks ain’t got any 
freeboard. We make a big opening on 
the shore, all the same letter Y, so cat- 
tle can drive in, so,— into der lane, und so 
—on board. There we have lots of rope, 
two fathom pieces with a slip noose; each 
rope for one beef—see? 

“TI tell you dot was funny. All day 
Billy he make dem Chinese help us. Dey 
help us with der ropes; they help us with 
der fence. ‘Und, by Gott,’ says Billy, 
‘come night time I’ll make the beggars 
help us drive the beef on board.’ Und 
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all der time, und all day we could hear 
the ‘boom’ of der big guns at Port Ar- 
thur, only twenty miles away. In der 
afternoon Billy and I climbs up der 
mountain side, clear to der top, and all 
about we could see torpedo boats. Some 
was Japanese, but I think some was 
Ruskeys, too. Dey was holding up all 
the junks that was in sight, no matter 
whether they was northward or south- 
ward bound. Through the glasses we 
could see the officers go aboard and 
search dem for contrabands of war. I 
says to Billy, maybe we don’t get 
through, eh? 

“But Billy says: ‘You fool, at night 
time torpedo boats show no lights. We 
have no lights either. Suppose we keep 
quiet ; we can slip by all right.’ 

“All right,” I says, but I was horrible 
scared just der same. Well, sir, just as 
Billy says, as the sun gocs down here 
comes all the cattle down to drink and 
the Chinese drawing up water for them 
out of that one stinking well. 

“ ‘Let ’em water ’em good,’ says Billy, 
‘they’ll weigh more when we get ’em 
over.’ I tell you dot man was a caution! 

“The trouble come when we began to 
drive ’em. Billy und I starts, and we 
gets two fine-looking steers right in our 
passageway and dey walks aboard as 
easy as you please. We ties dem wid the 
ropes and goes back for more. Such a 
hollering and a jabbering from the 
Chinks you never see, und one of them 
pulls up a big stone to mash my head, 
only Billy he hits him in the jaw, und 
knocks him down. 

“Der man he gets up again and an- 
other man he come running with a big 
long knife and Billy he says, ‘Come 
on, you damn fool,’ to me, und runs on 
board the junk. It was not that he was 
afraid, it was the Winchesters to get. 
Into mine hands he shoves one and den 
he pumps the lever of the other, and as 
the Chink comes running with the big 
knife and begins to cut der rope of our 
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nice fence Billy lets him have a forty- 
four in der stomach. Gott! how dot re- 
port did sound, there in the twilight amid 
dose wonderful hills.” 

“For heaven’s sake, don’t be poetical,” 
I said in disgust, “what happened next?” 

“Why, den dose people all run into 
der stone house and close der door. Billy 
was for storming der house, but I told 
him more better we get beef on board. 
So we worked; jiminey, how we worked; 
und anyhow some of the cattles got 
frightened and run up on the mountain 
und we left ’em. By und by a girl from 
der house come, und she was a small girl, 
but she pick up der body of der man and 
carry him away. Billy was for having a 
shot at her, but I begged him to let her 


go. 

“Und so, at about midnight we have 
about one hundred of dose beef aboard, 
und der wind was fair for Port Arthur, 
and Billy say more better we go. 

“Und as we push off der junk—we had 
to warp her off with a kedge—those Chi- 
nese come out, und because they have no 
fire-arms they throw stones to us and one 
of them hit me on the leg. Then Billy 
che shoot again and one of der boys fall 
down and der Chinese run the house in 
once more. 

“Der champagne was not yet all done, 
and so Billy give me a half a bottle and 
drinken two bottles himself and tell me 
go lie down—he steer. 

“Und because I was sick my stomach 
in at der murders Billy had done, and be- 
cause der wine was strong, I go sleep. 

“I dream of cattles and Chinamen and 
of murders and of being hung und all 
such things, and den I dream dere was a 
fight and some one shooting at me and I 
see, in mine dream, a man with a rifle 
point at me, und he shoot—und I wake 
up. 
“Then come another shot, sure enough 
one; dere was Billy yelling at me. It 
daylight already yet, und we was close to 
Reef Island, close to der Louisa Bay, and 
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dere was a torpedo boat of Japan coming 
for us, und dey was shooting and Billy 
Malone drunk, und mad, und crazy, was 
shooting back; und down in der hold der 
cattle all was snorting with fright and 
stamping about as if they would a hole 
in the bottom make. I was too much 
scared to think, but instead of grabbing 
one Winchester, as Billy says—I can not 
the whole Japanese navy fight—I slip 
me over der side and let her go. 

“Und Billy he sail on and on, and he 
keep shooting and pumping der lever of 
the Winchester and the torpedo boat she 
come—oh, very fast—and as I swim 
away, und keep under water as much as 
possible, I see the torpedo boat hit dot 
junk in the middle, and junk und cattle 
und Billy all crumple up and nothing 
more can be seen but the torpedo boat. 

“From the shore come the boom of a 
big gun und the torpedo boat turn 
around and go away; but, for me, I get 
to Reef Island und dere I waits me all 
day und all night, and next night a junk 
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come and take me off. She was bound 
for Newchang and from there I stow 
away on a cargo steamer and to-day I ar- 
rives me here. Und it was you dot caused 
der trouble und Billy’s death und—und 
—TI guess me I take another drink.” 

He got the drink and fell asleep there 
in my chair. 

My trunks were packed and my steam- 
er, the Wingsang, bound for Yokohama, 
sailed at daybreak. I did not disturb 
Sissovics. I called Foo Low and had him 
search deftly the rags of the adventurer. 
He brought to light a roll of bills; notes 
of the Hong Kong Shanghai Bank, and, 
from another pocket, a bunch of Russian 
ten-rouble notes. 

I left the whisky on the table, sig- 
naled to Foo Low, and, gathering up my 
wraps, I started for the steamer, glad to 
be saying my farewell to China. 

And as I paused to look back for the 
last time, my China boy was gently turn- 
ing out the electric light above the sleep- 
ing man. 


i 
ue | “oT 


ue 


Ne 
di i Pe “© When all the world was young, lad”’ My 
F if. 
a 


a> ee! 
PEP 


©. AVISIT TO THE FARM 4 


Gy (ip fia hy NON} 
af) Nu 
Se A _ 
A iy i. at Drawn by WILL VAWTER Jism 
i GON % AND REPRODUCED IN FIVE COLORS t a 
\ i) 
di (es 
i iB, Me 2 : 
A (i 
i Mw YP aM Wr, 
it) y 1 | 
(i i" i) 
a I. MAKING A HAND i} 
Ps) ne Il. “LET ME DRIVE” 
i) i M) “l 
nil Vi, 
ee 
ni hi Hh |} 
iy | ai ! ss rz ‘ie ea 
Lid i it fe: — mn me 


we re Mh <i 


PDH 
Thain ht Hi Ni Hi) a ™ con 
AY AY 
y 
— =—S 
= 


Other drawings in this series will appear in November 


Copyright 1904, The Bobbs- Merrill Company 


THE READER MAGAZINE 


MAKING A HAND 


THE READER MAGAZINE 


Il. “LET ME DRIVE” 


Copyright 1904, The Bobbs-Merrill Company 


—- 


THE MAN ON THE BOX 


By Harold MacGrath 


XX 


_JJN the morning Monsieur Pierre faith- 
| fully reported to his mistress the 

groom’s extraordinary insolence and 
impudence of the night before. The girl 
struggled with and conquered her desire 
to laugh; for monsieur was somewhat gro- 
tesque in his rage. 

“Frightful, Mademoiselle, most fright- 
ful! He call me Petaire most disrrre- 
spectful way, and eject me from zee sta- 
bles. I can not call heem out; he ees a 
groom and knows nozzing uf zee amende 
honorable.” 

Mademoiselle summoned M’sieu Zhames. 
She desired to make the comedy complete 
in all its phases. 

“‘ James, whenever you are called upon 
to act in the capacity of butler, you must 
clear the table after the guests leave it. 
This is imperative. I do not wish the 
scullery girl to handle the porcelain save 
in the tubs. Do you understand?” 

“Yes, Miss. There were no orders to 
that effect last night, however.” He was 
angry. 

Monsieur Pierre puffed up like the 
lady-frog in Asop’s fables. 

“And listen, Pierre,” she said, collaps- 
ing the bubble of the chef’s conceit, “you 
must give no orders to James. I will do 
that. I do not wish any tale-bearing or 
quarreling among my servants. I insist 
upon this. Observe me carefully, Pierre, 
and you, James.” 

James did observe her carefully, so 
carefully, indeed, that her gaze was 
forced to wander to the humiliated coun- 
tenance of Monsieur Pierre. 

“James, you must not look at me like 


that. There is something in your eyes; I 
can’t explain what it is, but it somehow 
lacks the respect due me.” This command 
was spoken coldly and sharply. 

“Respect?” He drew back a step. “I 
disrespectful to you, Miss Annesley? Oh, 
you wrong me. There can not be any one 
more respectful to you than I am.” The 
sincerity of his tones could not be denied. 
In fact, he was almost too sincere. 

‘“‘Nevertheless, I wish you to regard 
what I have said. Now, you two shake 
hands.” 

The groom and the chef shook hands. 
And I am ashamed to say that James 
squeezed Monsieur Pierre’s flabby hand 
out of active service for the several hours 
that followed. Beads of agony sparkled 
on Monsieur Pierre’s expansive brow as he 
turned to enter the kitchen. 

“Shall we ride to-day, Miss?” he 
asked, inwardly amused. 

“No, I shall not ride this morning,” 
calmly. 

James bowed meekly under the rebuke. 
What did he care? Did he not possess a 
rose which had known the pressure of her 
lips, her warm, red lips? 

“You may go,” she said. 

James went. James whistled on the 
way, too. 


Would that it had been my good for- 
tune to have witnessed the episode of that 
afternoon! My jehu, when he hears it re- 
lated these days, smiles a sickly grin. I 
do not believe that he ever laughed heart- 
ily over it. At three o’clock, while War- 
burton was reading the morning paper, 
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interested especially in the Army news of 
the day, he heard Pierre’s voice wailing. 

““What’s the fat fool want now?” 
James grumbled to William. 

“Oh, he’s always yelling for help. 
They’ve coddled him so long in the family 
that he acts like a ten-year-old kid. I 
stole a kiss from Celeste one day, and I 
will be shot if he didn’t start to blubber.” 

“You stole a kiss, eh?” said James, ad- 
miringly. 

“Only just for the sport of making 
him crazy, that was all.” But William’s 
red visage belied his indifferent tone. 
“You’d better go and see what he wants. 
My hands are all harness grease.” 

Warburton concluded to follow Wil- 
liam’s advice. He flung down his paper 
and strode out to the rear porch, where he 
saw Pierre gesticulating wildly. 

“What's the matter? What do you 
want?” churlishly. 

“Frightful! Zee stove-pipe ees vat you 
call bust!” 

James laughed. 

“T can not rrreach eet. I can not cook 
till eet ees fix’. You are tall, eh?” affably. 

“All right; I'll help you fix it.” 

Grumblingly, James went into the 
kitchen, mounted a chair, and began 
banging away at the pipe, very much 
after the fashion of Bunner’s “Culpepper 
Ferguson.” The pipe acted piggishly. 
James grew determined. One end slipped 
in and then the other slipped out; half a 
dozen times. James lost patience and 
became angry; and in his anger he over- 
reached himself. The chair slid back. He 
tried to balance himself and, in the mad 
effort to maintain a perpendicular posi- 
tion, made a frantic clutch at the pipe. 
Ruin and devastation! Down came the 
pipe, and with it a peck of greasy soot. 

Monsieur Pierre yelled with terror and 
despair. The pies on the rear end of the 
stove were lost for ever. Mademoiselle Ce- 
leste screamed with laughter, whether at 
the sight of the pies or M’sieu Zhames, is 
more than I can say. 

James rose to his feet, the cuss-words of 
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a corporal rumbled behind his lips. He 
sent an energetic kick toward Pierre, who 
succeeded in eluding it. 

Pierre’s eyes were full of tears. What 
a kitchen! What a kitchen! Soot, soot, 
everywhere, on the floor, on the tables, on 
the walls, in the air! 

“Zee pipe!” he burst forth; “zee pipe! 
You half zee house full of gas!” 

James, blinking and sneezing, boiling 
with rage and chagrin, remounted the 
chair and finally succeeded in joining the 
two lengths. Nothing happened this time. 
But the door to the forward rooms 
opened, and Miss Annesley looked in upon 
the scene. 

“Merciful heavens!” she gasped, “what 
has happened?” 

‘Zee stove-pipe bust, Mees,” explained 
Pierre. 

The girl gave Warburton one look, 
balled her handkerchief against her 
mouth, and fled. This didn’t add to his 
amiability. He left the kitchen in a down- 
right savage mood. He had appeared be- 
fore her positively ridiculous, laughable. 
A woman never can love a man, nor enter- 
tain tender regard for him at whom she 
has laughed. And the girl had laughed, 
and doubtless was still laughing. (How- 
ever, I do not offer his opinion as infalli- 
ble. ) 

He stood in the roadway, looking 
around for some inanimate thing upon 
which he might vent his anger, when the 
sound of hoofs coming toward him dis- 
tracted him. He glanced over his shoul- 
der and his knees all but gave 
way under him. Caught! The rider was 
none other than his sister Nancy! It was 
all over now, for a certainty. He knew 
it; he had about one minute to live. She 
was too near, so he dared not fly. Thena 
brilliant inspiration came to him. He 
quickly passed his hand over his face. 
The disguise was complete. Vidocq’s 
wonderful eye could not have penetrated 
to the flesh. 

“James?” Miss Annesley was stand- 
ing on the veranda. “Take charge of the 
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ise. Nancy, dear, I am so glad to see 
u 199 
James was anything but glad. 

“Betty, good gracious, whatever is the 
atter with this fellow? Has he the black 
ague? Ugh!” She slid from the saddle 
iaided. 

James stolidly took the reins. 

“The kitchen stove-pipe fell down,” 
tty replied, “and James stood in the 
mediate vicinity of it.” 

The two girls laughed joyously, but 
imes did not even smile. He had half a 
ition to kiss Nancy, as he had planned 

do that memorable night of the ball at 

e British Embassy. But even as the 
ition came to him, Nancy had climbed 
» the steps and was out of harm’s way. 

“James,” said Miss Annesley, “go 
id wash your face at once.” 

“Yes, Miss.” 

At the sound of his voice Nancy turned 
riftly ; but the groom had presented his 
ick and was leading the horse to the 
ables. 

Nancy would never tell me the sub- 
ance of her conversation with Miss An- 
‘sley that afternoon, but I am conceited 
1ough to believe that a certain absent 
ontleman was the main topic. When she 
ft, it was William who led out the 
orse. He explained that James was still 
igaged with soap and water and pumice- 
one. Miss Annesley’s laughter rang out 
-artily, and Nancy could not help join- 
g her. 

“And have you heard from that 
sunger brother of yours?” Betty asked, 
s her friend settled herself in the saddle. 

“Not a line, Betty, not a line; and I 
ad set my heart on your meeting him. I 
9 not know where he is, nor when he will 
2 back.” 

‘Perhaps he is in quest of adventures.” 

“He is in Canada, hunting caribou.” 

“You don’t tell me!” 

“What a handsome girl you are, Bet- 
y.” admiringly. 

“What a handsome girl you are, Nan- 


y»” mimicked the girl on the veranda. 


“If your brother is only half as hand- 
some, I do not know whatever will become 
of this heart of mine when we finally 
meet.” She smiled and drolly placed her 
hands upon her heart. ‘Don’t look so 
disappointed, Nan; perhaps we may yet 
meet. I have an idea that he will prove 
interesting and entertaining;” and she 
laughed again. 

“Whoa, Dandy! What are you laugh- 
ing at?” demanded Nancy. 

“TI was thinking of James and his soap 
and water and pumice-stone. That was 
all, dear. Saturday afternoon, then, we 
shall ride to the club and have tea. Good- 
by, and remember me to the baby.” 

“Good-by!” and Nancy  cantered 
away. 

What a blissful thing the lack of pres- 
cience is, sometimes! 

When James had scraped the soot from 
his face and neck and hands, and had 
sudsed it from his hair, James observed, 
with some concern, that Pirate was cough- 
ing at a great rate. His fierce run 
against the wind the day before had given 
him a cold. So James hunted about for 
the handy veterinarian. 

“Where do you keep your books here?” 
he asked of William. ‘“Pirate’s got a 
cold.” 

“Tn the house library. You just go in 
and get it. We always do that at home. 
You'll find it on the lower shelf, to the 
right as you enter the door.” 

It was half after four when James, 
having taken a final look at his hands and 
nails, proceeded to follow William’s in- 
structions. He found no one about. Out- 
side the kitchen the lower part of the 
house was deserted. To reach the library 
he had to pass through the music-room. 
He saw the violin-case on the piano, and 
at once unconsciously pursed his lips into 
a noiseless whistle. He passed on into the 
library. He had never been in any of 
these rooms in the daytime. It was not 
very light, even now. 

The first thing that caught his atten- 
tion was a movable drawing-board, upon 
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which lay an uncompleted drawing. At 
one side stood a glass, into which were 
thrust numerous pens and brushes. Near 
this lay a small ball of crumpled cambric, 
such as women insist upon carrying in 
their street-car purses, a delicate, dainty, 
useless thing. So she drew pictures, too? 
he thought. Was there anything this 
beautiful creature could not do? Every- 
thing seemed to suggest her presence. 
An indefinable feminine perfume still lin- 
gered on the air, speaking eloquently of 
her. 

Curiosity impelled him to step forward 
and examine her work. He approached 
with all the stealth of a gentlemanly bur- 
glar. He expected to see some trees and 
hills and mayhap a brook, or some cows 
standing in a stream, or some children 
picking daisies. He had a sister, and was 
reasonably familiar with the kind of sub- 
jects chosen by the lady-amateur. 

A fortification plan! - 

He bent close to it. Here was the sea, 
here was the land, here the number of sol- 
diers, cannon, rounds of ammunition, re- 
sources in the matter of procuring air, the 
telegraph, the railways, everything was 
here on this pale, waxen cloth, everything 
but a name. He stared at it, bewildered. 
He couldn’t understand what a plan of 
this sort was doing outside the War De- 
partment. Instantly he became a soldier ; 
he forgot that he was masquerading as a 
groom; he forgot everything but this 
mute thing staring up into his face. Un- 
derneath, on a little shelf, he saw a stack 
of worn envelopes. He looked at them. 
Rough drafts of plans. . . . Governor’s 
Island. Fortress Monroe! What did it 
mean? What could it mean? He searched 
and found plans, plans, plans of harbors, 
plans of coast defenses, plans of ships 
building, plans of full naval and military 
strength; everything, everything! He 
straightened. How his breath pained him! 

. . And all this was the handiwork of 
the woman he loved! Good God, what 
was going on in this house? What right 
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had such things as these to be in a private 
home? For what purpose had they been 
drawn? so accurately reproduced? For 
what purpose? Oh, whatever the purpose 
was, she was innocent; upon this convic- 
tion he would willingly stake his soul. 
Innocent, innocent! ticked the clock over 
the mantel. Yes, she was innocent. Else, 
how could she laugh in that light-hearted 
fashion? How could the song tremble on 
her lips? How could her eyes shine so 
bright and merry? . . . Karloff, Annes- 
ley! Karloff the Russian, Annesley the 
American; the one a secret agent of his 
country, the other a former trusted offi- 
cial! No, no! He could not entertain 
so base a thought against the father of 
the girl he loved. Had he not admired 
his clean record, his personal bravery, his 
fearless honesty? And yet, that absent- 
mindedness, this careworn countenance, 
these must mean something. The pur- 
pose, to find out the purpose of these 
plans! 

He took the handkerchief and hid it in 
his breast, and quietly stole away... . 
A handkerchief, a rose, and a kiss; yes, 
that was all that would ever be his. 

Pirate nearly coughed his head off that 
night; but, it being William’s night off, 
nobody paid any particular attention to 
that justly indignant animal. 


XXI 


On a Wednesday morning, clear and 
cold: not a cloud floated across the sky, 
nor did there rise above the horizon one 
of those clouds (portentous forerunners 
of evil!) to which novelists refer as being 
“no larger than a man’s hand”. Heaven 
knew right well that the blight of evil was 
approaching fast enough, but there was 
no visible indication on her face that 
glorious November morning. Doubtless 
you are familiar with history and have 
read all about what great personages did 
just before calamity swooped down upon 
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m. The Trojans laughed at the 
oden horse; I don’t know how many 
man banqueters never reached the des- 
because the enemy had not paid any 
gular regard to courtesies in making 
: attack; men and women danced on the 
- of Waterloo—“On with the dance, let 
7 be unconfined”; my heroine simply 
at shopping. It doesn’t sound at all 
nantic; very prosaic, in fact. 
She declared her intention of making a 
ir of the shops and of dropping into 
‘s. Chadwick’s on the way home. She 
lered James to bring around the pair 
1 the coupé. James was an example of 
rile obedience. As she came down the 
ps, she was “a thing of beauty” and 
joy for ever”. She wore one of those 
‘kets to which several gray-squirrel 
nilies had contributed their hides, a hat 
ose existence was due to the negligence 
a certain rare bird, and many silk- 
rms had spun the fabric of her gown. 
id any one called her attention to all 
s, there isn’t any doubt that she would 
ve been shocked. Only here and there 
» women who see what a true Moloch 
shion is; this tender-souled girl saw 
ly a handsome habit which pleased the 
2. Health bloomed in her cheeks, health 
me from her eyes, her step had all the 
sticity of youth. 
“Good morning, James,” she said, 
-asantly. 
James touched his hat. What was it, 
wondered? Somehow her eyes looked 
familiar to him. Had I been there I 
ild have read the secret easily enough. 
metimes the pure pools of the forests 
2 stirred and become impenetrable; but 
and by the commotion subsides, and the 
ter clears. So it is with the human 
il. There had been doubt hitherto in 
is girl’s eyes ; now, the doubt was gone. 
To him, soberly watchful, her smile 
‘ant much; it was the patent of her in- 
cence of any wrong thought. All night 
had tossed upon his cot, thinking, 
nking! What should he do? Whatever 
yuld he do? That some wrong was on 
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he confront the colonel and demand an 
explanation, a demand he knew he had a 
perfect right to make? If this should be 
evil, and the shame of it fell upon this 
lovely being? ... No, no! He must 
stand aside, he must turn a deaf ear to 
duty, the voice of love spoke too loud. 
His own assurance of her innocence made 
him desire to fall at her feet in worship. 
After all, it was none of his affair. Had 
he not played at this comedy, this thing 
would have gone on, and he would have 
been in ignorance of its very existence. 
So, why should he meddle? Yet that mo- 
notonous query kept beating on his brain: 
What was this thing? 

He saw that he must wait. Yesterday 
he had feared nothing save his own ex- 
posure. Comedy had frolicked in her 
grinning mask. And here was Tragedy 
stalking in upon the scene. 

The girl named a dozen shops which 
she desired to honor with her custom and 
presence, and stepped into the coupé. 
William closed the door, and James 
touched up the pair and drove off toward 
the city. He was perfectly indifferent to 
any possible exposure. In truth, he for- 
got everything, absolutely and positively 
everything but the girl and the fortifica- 
tion plans she had been drawing. 

Scarce half a dozen bundles were the re- 
sult of the tour among the shops. 

“Mrs. Chadwick’s, James.” 

The call lasted half an hour. 

As a story-teller I am supposed to be 
everywhere, to follow the footsteps of 
each and all of my characters, and with a 
fidelity and a perspicacity nothing short 
of the marvelous. So I take the liberty 
of imagining the pith of the conversation 
between the woman and the girl. 

The Woman: How long, dear, have 
we known each other? 

The Girl: Since I left school, I be- 
lieve. Where did you get that stunning 
morning gown? 

The Woman (smiling in spite of the 
serious purpose she has in view): Never 
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mind the gown, my child; I have some- 
thing of greater importance to talk about. 

The Girl: Is there anything more im- 
portant to talk about among women? 

The Woman: Yes. There is age. 

The Girl: But, mercy, we do not talk 
about that! 

The Woman: I am going to establish 
a precedent, then. I am forty, or at 
least, I am on the verge of it. 

The Girl (warningly): Take care! If 
we should ever become enemies! If I 
should ever become treacherous ! 

The Woman: ‘The world very well 
knows that I am older than I look. That 
is why it takes such interest in my age. 

The Girl: The question is, how do you 
preserve it? 

The Woman: Well, then, I am forty, 
while you stand on the threshold of the 
adorable golden twenties. (Walks over to 
picture taken eighteen years before and 
contemplates it.) Ah, to be twenty again ; 
to start anew, possessing my present 
learning and wisdom, and knowledge of 
the world; to avoid the pits into which I 
so carelessly stumbled! But no! 

The Girl: Mercy! what have you to 
wish for? Are not princes and ambassa- 
dors your friends; have you not health 
and wealth and beauty? You wish for 
something, you who are so handsome and 
brilliant ! 

The Woman: Blinds, my dear Betty, 
only blinds; for that is all beauty and 
wealth and wit are. Who sees behind sees 
scars of many wounds. You are without a 
mother, I am without a child. (Sits down 
beside the girl and takes her hand in 
hers.) Will you let me be a mother to you 
for just this morning? How can any man 
help loving you! (impulsively. ) 

The Girl: How foolish you are, 
Grace! 

The Woman: Ah, to blush like that! 

The Girl: You are very embarrassing 
this morning. I believe you are even 
sentimental. Well, my handsome mother 
for just this morning, what is it you have 
to say to me? (jestingly.) 
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The Woman: I do not know just how 
to begin. Listen. If ever trouble should 
befall you, if ever misfortune should en- 
tangle you, will you promise to come to 
me 

The Girl: Misfortune? What is on 
your mind, Grace? 

The Woman: Promise! 

The Girl: I promise. (Laughs.) 

The Woman: Tamrich. Promise that 
if poverty should ever come to you, you 
will come to me. 

The Girl (puzzled): 
stand you at all! 

The Woman: Promise! 

The Girl: I promise; but... 

The Woman: Thank you, Betty. 

The Girl (growing serious): What is 
all this about, Grace? You look so ear- 
nest. 

The Woman: Some day you will un- 
derstand. Will you answer me one ques- 
tion, as a daughter would answer her 
mother? 

The Girl (gravely): Yes. 

The Woman: Would you marry a title 
for the title’s sake? 

The Girl (indignantly): I? 

The Woman: Yes; would you? 

The Girl: I shall marry the man I 
love, and if not him, nobody. I mean, of 
course, when I love. 

The Woman: Blushing again? My 
dear, is Karloff anything to you? 

The Girl: Karloff? Mercy, no. He 
is handsome and fascinating and rich, but 
I could not love him. It would be easier 
to love . . . to love my groom outside. 

(They both smile.) 

The Woman (grave once more): That 
is all I wished to know, dear. Karloff is 
not worthy of you. 

The Girl (sitting very erect): I do 
not understand. Is he not honorable? 

The Woman (hesitating): I have 
known him for seven years; I have always 
found him honorable. 

The Girl: Why, then, should he not be 
worthy of me? 

The Woman (lightly): Is any man? 


I do not under- 
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The Girl: You are parrying my ques- 
om. If I am to be your daughter, there 
ust be no fencing. 

The Woman (rising and going over to 
e portrait again): There are some 
ings that a mother may not tell even to 
r daughter. 

The Girl (determinedly): Grace, you 
ive said too much or too little. I do not 
ve Karloff, I never could love him; but 
like him, and liking him, I feel called 
yon to defend him. 

The Woman (surprised into showing 
‘r dismay): You defend him? You? 

The Girl: And why not? That is what 
wish to know: why not? 

The Woman: My dear, you do not 
ve him. That is all I wished to know. 
arloff is a brilliant, handsome man, a 
ontleman; his sense of honor, such as it 
, would do credit to many another man; 
it behind all this there is a power which 
akes him helpless, makes him a puppet, 
id robs him of certain worthy impulses. 
have read somewhere that corporations 
ive no souls; neither have governments. 
sk me nothing more, Betty, for I shall 
iswer no more questions. 

The Girl: I do not think you are treat- 
g me fairly. 

The Woman: At this moment I would 
illingly share with you half of all I pos- 
ss in the world. 

The Girl: But all this mystery! 

The Woman: As I have said, some 
iy you will understand. Treat Karloff 
; you have always treated him, politely 
id pleasantly. And I beg of you never 
: repeat our conversation. 

The Girl (to whom illumination sud- 
nly comes; rises quickly and goes over 
the woman; takes her by the shoulders, 
id the two stare into each other’s eyes, 
ie one searchingly, the other fearfully) : 
race! 

The Woman: I am a poor foolish wom- 
1, Betty, for all my worldliness and wis- 
om; but I love you (softly), and that is 
hy I appear weak before you. The blind 


envy those who see, the deaf those who 
hear; what one does not want another can 
not have. Karloff loves you, but you do 
not love him. 

(The girl kisses the woman gravely on 
the cheek, and without a word, makes her 
departure. ) 

The Woman (as she hears the carriage 
roll away): Poor girl! Poor, happy, un- 
conscious, motherless child! If only I 
had the power to stay the blow! ... 
Who can it be, then, that she loves? 

The Girl (in her carriage): Poor 
thing! She adores Karloff, and I never 
suspected it! I shall begin to hate him. 

How well women read each other! 


James never parted with his rose and 
his handkerchief. They were always with 
him, no matter what livery he wore. 
After luncheon, William said that Miss 
Annesley desired to see him in the study. 
So James spruced up and duly presented 
himself at the study door. 

“You sent for me, Miss?” his hat in 
his hand, his attitude deferential and at- 
tentive. 

She was engaged upon some fancy 
work, the name of which no man knows, 
and if he were told, could not possibly re- 
member for longer than ten minutes. She 
laid this upon the reading-table, stood up 
and brushed the threads from the little 
two-by-four cambric apron. 

‘James, on Monday night I dropped a 
rose on the lawn. (Finds thread on her 
sleeve.) In the morning when I looked 
for it (brushes the apron again), it was 
gone. Did you find it?” She made a 
little ball of the straggling threads and 
dropped it into the waste-basket. A wom- 
an who has the support of beauty can al- 
ways force a man to lower his gaze. James 
looked at his boots. His heart gave one 
great bound toward his throat, then sank 
what seemed to be fathoms deep in his 
breast. This was a thunderbolt out of 
heaven itself. Had she seen him, then? 
For a space he was tempted to utter a 
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falsehood; but there was that in her eyes 
which warned him of the uselessness of 
such an expedient. Yet, to give up that 
rose would be like giving up some part of 
his being. She repeated the question: “I 
ask you if you found it?” 

“Yes, Miss Annesley.” 

“Do you still possess it?” 

Yes, Miss.” 

“And why did you pick it up?” 

“Tt was fresh and beautiful; and I be- 
lieved that some lady at the dinner had 
worn it.” 

‘And so you picked it up? Where did 
you find it?” 

“Outside the bow-window, Miss.” 

“When ?”? 

He thought for a moment. 
morning, Miss.” 

“Take care, James; it was not yet 
eleven o’clock at night.” 

“T admit what I said was not true, 
Miss. As you say, it was not yet eleven.” 
James was pale. So she had thrown it 
away, confident that this moment would 
arrive. This humiliation was premedi- 
tated. Patience! he said inwardly; this 
would be the last opportunity she should 
have to humiliate him. 

“Have you the flower on your person?” 

Yes, Miss.” , 

“Did you know that it was mine?” 

He was silent. 

“Did you know that it was mine?” 
mercilessly. 

“Yes; but I believed that you had de- 
liberately thrown it away. I saw no harm 
in taking it.” 

“But there was harm.” 

“I bow to your superior judgment, 
Miss,” ironically. 

She deemed it wisest to pass over this 
experimental irony. “Give the flower 
back to me. It is not proper that a serv- 
ant should have in his keeping a rose 
which was once mine, even if I had thrown 
it away or discarded it.” 

Carefully he drew forth the crumpled 
flower. He looked at her, then at the 
rose, hoping against hope that she might 
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relent. He hesitated till he saw an im- 
patient movement of the extended hand. 
He surrendered. 

“Thank you. That is all. You may 
go.” She tossed the withered flower into 
the waste-basket. 

“Pardon me, but before I go I have 
to announce that I shall resign my posi- 
tion next Monday. The money which 
has been advanced to me, deducting that 
which is due me, together with the amount 
of my fine at the police-court, I shall be 
pleased to return to you on the morning 
of my departure.” 

Miss Annesley’s lips fell apart, and her 
brows arched. She was very much sur- 
prised. 

“You wish to leave my service?” as if 
it were quite impossible that such a thing 
should occur to him. 

“Yes, Miss.” 

“You are dissatisfied with your posi- 
tion?” icily. 

“It is not that, Miss. As a groom I 
am perfectly satisfied. The trouble lies 
in the fact that I have too many other 
things to do. It is very distasteful for 
me to act in the capacity of butler. My 
temper is not equable enough for that 
position.” He bowed. 

“Very well. I trust that you will not 
regret your decision.” She sat down and 
coolly resumed her work. 

“Tt is not possible that I shall regret 
it.” 

“You may go.” 

He bowed again, one corner of his 
mouth twisted. Then he took himself off 
to the stables. He was certainly in what 
they call a towering rage. 

If I were not a seer of the first degree, 
a narrator of the penetrative order, I 
should be vastly puzzled over this singu- 
lar action on her part. 


XXII 


When a dramatist submits his scenario, 
he always accompanies it with drawings, 
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crude or otherwise, of the various set- 
scenes and curtains known as “drops.” 
To the uninitiated these scrawls would 
look impossible; but to the stage-man- 
ager’s keen, imaginative eye a whole pic- 
ture is represented in these few pothooks. 
Each object on the stage is labeled alpha- 
betically ; thus “A” may represent a sofa, 
“B” a window, “C” a table, and so forth 
and so on. I am not a dramatist ; I am not 
writing an acting drama; so I find that a 
diagram of the library in Senator Blank’s 
is neither imperative nor necessary. 

It is half after eight; the curtain rises ; 
the music of a violin is heard coming from 
the music-room; Colonel Annesley is dis- 
covered sitting in front of the wood fire, 
his chin sunk on his breast, his hands 
hanging listlessly on each side of the 
chair, his face deeply lined. From time 
to time he looks at the clock. I can imag- 
ine no sorrier picture than that of this 
loving, tender-hearted, wretched old man 
as he sits there, waiting for Karloff and 
the ignominious end. Fortune gone with 
the winds, Poverty leering into his face, 
Shame drawing her red finger across his 
brow, Honor in sackcloth and ashes! 

And but two short years ago there had 
not been in all the wide land a more con- 
tented man than himself, a man with a 
conscience freer. God! Even yet he 
could hear the rolling, whirring ivory ball 
as it spun the circle that fatal night at 
Monte Carlo. Man does not recall the 
intermediate steps of his fall, only the 
first step and the last. In his waking 
hours he always heard the sound of it, 
and it rattled through his troubled 
dreams. He could not understand how 
everything had gone as it had. It seemed 
impossible that in two years he had dissi- 
pated a fortune, sullied his honor, beg- 
gared his child. It was all so like a hor- 
rible dream. If only he might wake; if 
only God would be so merciful as to per- 
mit him to wake! He hid his face. There 
is no hell save conscience makes it. 

The music laughed and sighed and 
laughed. It was the music of love and 
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youth; joyous, rollicking, pulsing music. 

The colonel sprang to his feet suddenly, 
his hands at his throat. He was suffocat- 
ing. The veins gnarled on his neck and 
brow. There was in his heart a pain as 
of many knives. His arms fell: of what 
use was it to struggle? He was caught, 
trapped in a net of his own contriving. 

Softly he crossed the room and stood 
by the portitre beyond which was the 
music-room. She was happy, happy in 
her youth and ignorance; she could play 
all those sprightly measures, her spirit 
as light and conscience-free; she could 
sing, she could laugh, she could dance. 
And all the while his heart was breaking, 
breaking! 

“How shall I face her mother?” he 
groaned. 

The longing which always seizes the 
guilty to confess and relieve the mind 
came over him. If only he dared rush in 
there, throw himself at Betty’s feet, and 
stammer forth his wretched tale! She was 
of his flesh, of his blood; when she knew 
she would not wholly condemn him . . . 
No, no! He could not. She honored and 
trusted him now; she had placed him on 
so high a pedestal that it was utterly im- 
possible for him to disillusion her young 
mind, to see for, ever and ever the mute 
reproach in her honest eyes, to feel that 
though his arm encircled her she was be- 
yond his reach. - God knew that 
he could not tell this child of the black 
gulf he had digged for himself and her. 

Somctimes there came to him the 
thought to put an end to this maddening 
grief, by violence to period this miserable 
existence. But always he cast from him 
the horrible thought. He was not a cow- 
ard, and the cowardice of suicide was ab- 
horrent to him. Poverty he might leave 
her, but not the legacy of a suicide. If 
only it might be God’s kindly will to let 
him die, once this abominable bargain was 
consummated! Death is the seal of si- 
lence; it locks alike the lips of the living 
and the dead. And she might live in ig- 
norance, till the end of her days, without 
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knowing that her wealth was the price of 
her father’s dishonor. 

A mist blurred his sight; he could not 
see. He steadied himself, and with an 
effort regained his chair, noiselessly. And 
how often he had smiled at the drama on 
the stage, with its absurdities, its tawdri- 
ness, its impossibilities! Alas, what did 
they on the stage that was half so weak 
as he had done: ruined himself without 
motive or reason? 

The bell sang its burring note; there 
was the sound of crunching wheels on the 
driveway; the music ceased abruptly. 
Silence. A door opened and closed. A 
moment or so later Karloff, preceded by 
the girl, came into the study. She was 
grave because she remembered Mrs. Chad- 
wick. He was grave also; he had various 
reasons for being so. 

“Father, the count tells me that he has 
an engagement with you,” she said. She 
wondered if this appointment in any way 
concerned her? 

“It is true, my child. Leave us, and 
give orders that we are not to be dis- 
turbed.” 

She scrutinized him sharply. How 
strangely hollow his voice sounded! Was 
he ill? 

‘Father, you are not well. Count, you 
must promise me not to keep him long, 
however important this interview may be. 
He is ill and needs rest,” and her loving 
eyes caressed each line of care in her 
parent’s furrowed cheeks. 

Annesley smiled reassuringly. It took 
all the strength of his will, all that re- 
mained of a high order of courage, to 
create this smile. He wanted to cry out 
to her that it was a lie, a mockery. Be- 
hind that smile his teeth grated. 

“T shall not keep him long, Mademoi- 
selle,” said the count. He spoke gently, 
but he studiously avoided her eyes. 

She hesitated for a moment on the 
threshold; she knew not why. Her lips 
even formed words, but she did not speak. 
What was it? Something oppressed her. 
Her gaze wandered indecisively from her 
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father to the count, from the count to 
her father. 

“When you are through,” she finally 
said, “bring your cigars into the music- 
room.” 

“With the greatest pleasure, Mademoi- 
selle,” replied the count. “And play, if 
you so desire; our business is such that 
your music will be as a pleasure added.” 

Her father nodded; but he could not 
force another smile to his lips. The brass 
vings of the portiére rattled, and she 
was gone. But she left behind a peculiar 
tableau, a tableau such as is formed by 
those who stand upon ice which is about 
to sink and engulf them. 

The two men stood perfectly still. I 
doubt not that each experienced the same 
sensation, that the same thought occurred 
to each mind, though it came from differ- 
ent avenues: love and shame. The heart 
of the little clock on the mantel beat tick- 
tock, tick-tock; a log crackled and fell 
between the irons, sending up a shower of 
evanescent sparks; one of the long win- 
dows giving out upon the veranda 
creaked mysteriously. 

Karloff was first to break the spell. 
He made a gesture which was eloquent of 
his distaste of the situation. 

“Let us terminate this as quickly as 
possible,” he said. 

“Yes, let us have done with it before I 
lose my courage,” replied the colonel, his 
voice thin and quavering. He wiped his 
forehead with his handkerchief. His 
hands shone white and his nails darkly 
blue. 

The count stepped over to the table, 
reached into the inner pocket of his coat, 
and extracted a packet. In this packet 
was the enormous sum of one hundred and 
eighty thousand dollars in notes of one 
thousand denomination; that is to say, 
one hundred and eighty slips of paper 
redeemable in gold by the government 
which had issued them. On top of this 
packet lay the colonel’s note for twenty 
thousand dollars. 

(It is true that Karloff never accepted 
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money from his government in payment 
for his services; but it is equally true that 
for every penny he laid out he was reim- 
bursed by Russia.) 

Karloff placed the packet on the table, 
first taking off the note, which he care- 
lessly tossed beside the bank-notes. 

“You will observe that I have not both- 
ered with having your note discounted. 
I have fulfilled my part of the bargain; 
fulfil yours.” The count thrust his 
trembling hands into his trousers pockets. 
He desired to hide this embarrassing sign 
from his accomplice. 

Annesley went to a small safe which 
stood at the left of the fireplace and re- 
turned with a packet somewhat bulkier 
than the count’s. He dropped it beside 
the money, shudderingly, as though he 
had touched a poisonous viper. 

“My honor,” he said, simply. “I had 
never expected to sell it so cheaply.” 

There was a pause, during which nei- 
ther man’s gaze swerved from the other’s. 
There was not the slightest, not even the 
remotest, fear of treachery; each man 
knew with whom he was dealing; yet, 
there they stood, as if fascinated. One 
would have thought that the colonel would 
have counted his money, or Karloff his 
plans; they did neither. Perhaps the 
colonel wanted Karloff to touch the plans 
first, before he touched the money; per- 
haps Karloff had the same desire, only 
the other way around. 

The colonel spoke. 

“T believe that is all,” he said, quietly. 
The knowledge that the deed was done 
and that there was no retreat gave back 
to him a particle of his former coolness 
and strength of mind. It had been the 
thought of committing the crime that had 
unnerved him. Now that his bridges were 
burned, a strange, unnatural calm settled 
upon him. 

The count evidently was not done. He 
moistened his lips. 

“It is not too late,” he said; “I have 
not yet touched them.” 
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“We shall not indulge in moralizing, 
if you please,” interrupted the colonel, 
with savage irony. “The moment for 
that has gone by.” 

“Very well.” Karloff’s shoulders set- 
tled; his jaws became aggressively angu- 
lar; some spirit of his predatory fore- 
bears touched his face here and there, 
hardening it. “I wish to speak in regard 
to your daughter.” 


“Enough! Take my honor and be 
gone!” The colonel’s voice was loud and 
rasping. 


Karloff rested his hands on the table 
and inclined his body toward the colonel. 

“Listen to me,” he began. “There is 
in every man the making and the capacity 
of a great rascal. Time and opportunity 
alone are needed . . . and a motive. 
The other night I told you that I could 
not give up your daughter. Well, I have 
not given her up. She must be my wife.” 

“Must?” The colonel clenched his 
hands. 

“Must. To-night I am going to prove 
myself a great rascal with a 
great motive. What is Russia to me? 
Nothing. What is your dishonor or my 
own? Less than nothing. There is only 
one thing, and that is my love for your 
daughter.” He struck the table and the 
flame of the student-lamp rose violently. 
She must be mine, mine! I have tried 
to win her as an honorable man tries to 
win the woman he loves; now she must be 
won by an act of rascality. Heaven nor 
hell shall force me to give her up. Yes, 
I love her; and I lower myself to your 
level to gain her.” 

“To my level! Take care; I am still 
a man, with a man’s strength,” cried the 
colonel. 

Karloff swept his hand across his fore- 
head. “I have lied to myself long enough, 
and to you. I can see now that I have 
been working solely toward one end. My 
country is not to be considered, neither is 
yours. Do you realize that you stand 
wholly and completely in my power?” 
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He ran his tongue across his lips, which 
burned with fever. 

“What do you mean?” hoarsely. 

“T mean, your daughter must become 
my wife, or I shall notify your govern- 
ment that you have attempted to betray 
it.” 

“You dishonorable wretch!” The 
colonel balled his fists and protruded his 
nether lip. Only the table stood between 
them. 

“That term or another, it does not mat- 
ter. The fact remains that you have sold 
to me the fortification plans of your coun- 
try; and though it be in times of peace, 
you are none the less guilty and culpable. 
Your daughter shall be my wife.” 

“TI had rather strangle her with these 
hands!” passionately. 

“Well, why should I not have her for 
my wife? Who loves her more than I? 
I am rich; from hour to hour, from day 
to day, what shall I not plan to make her 
happy? I love her with all the fire and 
violence of my race and blood. I can not 
help it. I will not, can not, live without 
her! Good God, yes! I recognize the 
villainy of my actions. But I am mad 
to-night.” 

“So I perceive”? The colonel gazed 
wildly about the walls for a weapon. 
There was not even the usual ornamental 
dagger. 

A window again stirred mysteriously. 
A few drops of rain plashed on the glass 
and zigzagged down to the sash. 

“Sooner or later your daughter must 
know. Request her presence. It rests 
with her, not with you, as to what course 
I must follow.” Karloff was extraordi- 
narily pale, and his dark eyes, reflecting 
the dancing flames, sparkled like rubies. 

He directly saw the birth of horror in 
the elder’s eyes, saw it grow and grow. 
He saw the colonel’s lips move spasmod- 
ically, but utter no sound. What was it 
he saw over his (the count’s) shoulders 
and beyond? Instinctively he turned, and 
what he saw chilled the heat of his blood. 
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There stood the girl, her white dress 
marble-white against the dark wine of the 
portiére, an edge of which one hand 
clutched convulsively. Was it Medusa’s 
beauty or her magic that turned men into 
stone? My recollection is at fault. At 
any rate, so long as she remained motion- 
less, neither man had the power to stir. 
She held herself perfectly erect; every 
fiber in her young body was tense. Her 
beauty became weirdly beautiful, masked 
as it was with horror, doubt, shame, and 
reproach. She had heard; little or much 
was of no consequence. In the heat of 
their variant passions, the men’s voices 
had risen to a pitch that penetrated be- 
yond the room. 

Karloff was first to recover, and he took 
an involuntary step toward her; but she 
waved him back disdainfully. 

“Do not come near me. I loathe you.” 
The voice was low, but every note was 
strained and unmusical. 

He winced. His face could not have 
stung or burned more hotly had she struck 
him with her hand. 

“Mademoiselle!” 

She ignored him. 
this mean?” 

“Agony!” ‘The colonel fell back into 
his chair, pressing his hands over his eyes. 

“T will tell you what it means!” cried 
Karloff, a rage possessing him. He had 
made a mistake. He had misjudged both 
the father and the child. He could force 
her into his arms, but he would always 
carry a burden of hate. “It means that 
this night you stand in the presence of a 
dishonored parent, a man who has squan- 
dered your inheritance over gambling ta- 
bles, and who, to recover these misused 
sums, has sold to me the principal fortifi- 
cation plans of his country. That is 
what it means, Mademoiselle.” 

She grasped the portiére for support. 

“Father, is this thing true?” Her 
voice fell to a terror-stricken whisper. 

“Oh, it is true enough,” said Karloff. 
“God knows that it is true enough. But 
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it rests with you to save him. Become my 
wife, and yonder fire shall swallow his 
dishonor - and mine. Refuse, 
and I shall expose him. After all, love 
is a primitive state, and with it we go 
back to the beginning; before it honor or 
dishonor is nothing. To-night there is 
nothing, nothing in the world save my 
love for you, and the chance that has 
given me the power to force you to be 
mine. What a fury and a tempest love 
produces! It makes an honorable man of 
the knave, a rascal of the man of honor; 
it has toppled thrones, destroyed nations, 
obliterated races. Well, I have 
become a rascal. Mademoiselle, you must 
become my wife.” He lifted his hand- 
some head resolutely. 

Without giving him so much as a 
glance, she swept past him and sank on 
her knees at her father’s side, taking his 
hands by the wrists and pressing them 
down from his face. 

“Father, tell him he lies! Tell him he 
lies!” Ah, the entreaty, the love, the 
anxiety, the terror that blended her tones! 

He strove to look away. 

‘““Father, you are all I have,” she cried, 
brokenly. ‘Look at me! Look at me 
and tell him that he lies! . . . You 
will not look at me? God have mercy on 
me, it is true, then!”? She rose and spread 
her arms toward heaven to entreat God to 
witness her despair. “I did not think or 
know that such base things were done. 
That these loving hands should 
have helped to encompass my father’s dis- 
honor, his degradation! . For 
money! What is money? You knew, 
father, that what was mine was likewise 
yours. Why did you not tell me? I 
should have laughed ; we should have be- 
gun all over again; I could have earned a 
living with my music; we should have been 
honest and happy. And now! ‘ 
And I drew those plans with a heart full 
of love and happiness! Oh, it is not that 
you gambled, that you have foolishly 
wasted a fortune; it is not these that hurt 
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here,” pressing her heart. “It is the 
knowledge that you, my father, should 
let me draw those horrible things. It 
hurts! Ah, how it hurts!” A sob choked 
her. She knelt again at her parent’s side 
and flung her arms around the unhappy, 
wretched man. “Father, you have com- 
mitted a crime to shield a foolish act. 
I know, I know! What you have done 
you did for my sake, to give me back 
what you thought was my own. Oh, how 
well I know that you had no thought of 
yourself; it was all for me, and I thank 
God for that. But something has died 
here, something here in my heart. I have 
been so happy! - . too happy! 
My poor father!” She laid her head 
against his breast. 

‘““My heart is broken! Would to God 
that I might die!” Annesley threw one 
arm across the back of the chair and 
turned his face to his sleeve. 

Karloff, a thousand arrows of regret 
and shame and pity quivering in his heart, 
viewed the scene moodily, doggedly. No, 
he could not go back; there was indeed a 
wall behind him: pride. 

“Well, Mademoiselle?” 

She turned, still on her knees. 

“You say that if I do not marry you, 
you will ruin my father, expose him?” 

“Yes,” thinly. 

“Listen. I am a proud woman, yet 
will I beg you not to do this horrible thing 

. . force me into your arms. Take 
everything, take all that is left; you can 
not be so utterly base as to threaten such 
a wrong. See!” extending her lovely 
arms, “I am on my knees to you!” 

“My daughter!” cried the father. 

“Do not interrupt me, father; he will 
relent ; he is not wholly without pity.” 

“No, no! No, no!” Karloff exclaimed, 
turning his head aside and repelling with 
his hands, as if he would stamp out the 
fires of pity which, at the sound of her 
voice, had burst anew in his heart. “I 
will not give you up!” 

She drew her sleeve across her eyes and 
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stood up. All at once she wheeled upon 
him like a lioness protecting its young. 
In her wrath she was as magnificent as 
the wife of Aineas at the funeral pyre of 
that great captain. 

“She knew! That was why she asked 
me all those questions ; that is why she ex- 
acted those promises! Mrs. Chadwick 
knew and dared not tell me! And I trust- 
ed you as a friend, as a gentleman, as a 
man of honor!” Her laughter rang out 
wildly. ‘And for these favors you bring 
dishonor! Shame! Shame! Your wife? 
Have you thought well of what you are 
about to do?” 

“So well,”? he declared, “that I shall 
proceed to the end, to the very end.” How 
beautiful she was! And the mad desire 
that urged him to spring to her, crush 
her in his arms, and force upon her lips 
a thousand mad kisses! 

“Have you weighed the consequences ?”” 

“Upon love’s most delicate scales.” 

‘Have you calculated what manner of 
woman I am?” with subdued fierceness. 

“To me you are the woman of all 
women.” 

“Do you think that I am a faint-heart- 
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ed girl? You are making a mistake. I 
am a& woman with a woman’s mind, and a 
thousand years would not alter my utter 
contempt of you. Force me to 

you, and as there is a God above us to 
witness, every moment of suffering you 
now inflict upon me and mine, I shall give 
back a day, a long, bitter, galling day. 
Do you think that it will be wise to call 
me countess?” Her scorn was superb. 

“TI am waiting for your answer. Will 
you be my wife, or shall I be forced to 
make my villainy definitive?” 

“Permit me to take upon these shoul- 
ders the burden of answering that ques- 
tion,” said a voice from the windows. 

Warburton, dressed in his stable clothes 
and leggings, hatless and drenched with 
rain, stepped into the room from the ver- 
anda and quickly crossed the intervening 
space. Before any one of the tragic 
group could recover from the surprise 
caused by his unexpected appearance, he 
had picked up the packet of plans and 
had dropped it into the fire. Then he 
leaned with his back against the mantel 
and faced them, or rather Karloff, of 
whom he was not quite sure. 


(To be concluded) 


TIME | 
By Theodosia Garrison 


We I think sometimes of old griefs I had, 
Of sorrows that once seemed too harsh to bear, 
And youth’s resolve to never more be glad, 
I laugh—and do not care. 


When I think sometimes of the joy I knew, 
The gay, glad laughter ere my heart was wise, 
The trivial happiness that seemed so true, 
The tears are in my eyes. 


Time—Time the cynic—how he mocks us all! 
And yet to-day I can but think him right. 
Ah heart, the old joy is so tragical 
And the old grief so light. 
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THE LAST RECORDED INCIDENT IN THE INTERESTING CAREER OF 
MR. DECK MELTON 


By Wood Levette Wilson 


HE Consolidated Aluminum stock 

book showed that one thousand 

shares were owned by Decker Mel- 
ton. Interested financiers who went to 
the trouble to obtain this information 
grunted in perplexity when they noted 
the dates of the transfers. 

“I can’t make out,” said the spare- 
built, fishy-eyed and coolly calculating 
Jeremiah Watson, head of the Watson 
syndicate, “whether that man Melton is 
a remarkably shrewd investor, or—” 

“Merely blessed with more than his 
share of fool luck?” suggested Elliott 
Parker, the skeptical—skeptical enough 
even to doubt the infallibility of the great 
Watson at times. 

“Who is he and what is he?” asked 
George Carrington, who played the finan- 
cial game much after the manner he 
played polo—for the fun there was in it, 
and expecting a good many hard knocks 
by the way. “I never heard of him.” 

“I never did either until quite recent- 
ly,” said Watson. Despite the magni- 
tude of his operations Mr. Watson never 
neglected details. Suspecting that Decker 
Melton might prove a detail of interest 
in the matter of securing control of the 
Consolidated Aluminum property, he had 
caused some inquiries to be made. “He 
isn’t anybody or anything—yet.” 

“Just a rank outsider?” Carrington 
was addicted to “‘sets.” 

“Well, yes. He is a recruit added to 
our ranks,” Watson went on, with an in- 
crease in the number of furrows in the 
sides of his face by way of a smile, 
“through the industry and energy that 
marked the early part of Mr. Jerome’s 


term in office. Mr. Melton was a gambler 
who was forced out of business during our 
last wave of civic virtue. Now he is in- 
teresting himself in stocks.” 

“Not such a radical change, eh?” sug- 
gested the irrepressible Parker. 

‘How he got a start is somewhat of a 
mystery,” Watson went on, ignoring 
Parker’s cynical frankness. ‘I suppose 
it was through the possession of a few 
dollars and what our young friend Parker 
so aptly designates as fool luck. Al- 
though he has been remarkably fortunate 
in his investments, or rather his specula- 
tions—as his Aluminum is the only in- 
vestment I have chanced to hear of—he 
is far from being what could be called a 
capitalist, but—” 

“Might get a good start in that direc- 
tion if he handles his Aluminum shrewd- 
ly?” suggested Parker. 

“It would hardly be politic to discuss 
that outside our own meetings, gentlemen. 
Meantime we shall try to convince Mr. 
Melton that it would be wise to avoid fur- 
ther risks and be satisfied with the large 
profit his investment will now net him.” 

The record showed that of the Melton 
block of stock, one hundred shares had 
been transferred to the present holder 
early in the previous September, when it 
was quoted at about forty, and nine hun- 
dred shares in June, just after the Jarne- 
gan failure, which, for a brief interval 
staggered the whole market and sent the 
entire Jarnegan list completely to pot. 
Jarnegan’s transactions had been as bold, 
as brilliant and as comprehensive as the 
wreckage of them was complete and disas- 
trous. An examination of the scant de- 
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bris showed that the Jarnegan enterprises 
were of a largely elemental character in 
that they consisted principally of air and 
water. After the failure, certificates of 
the Jarnegan stocks were chiefly of value 
to the junk man, with one exception. 
That exception was Consolidated Alumi- 
num. While the erratic financier’s other 
stocks had shrunk to nothingness and dis- 
appeared as completely as if they had 
never been, Consolidated Aluminum had 
dropped to seven and three-quarters, and 
stopped. For several weeks it wavered 
near -this low point, at which nine -hun- 
dred shares of the Melton block had been 
bought in. Then it began to recover 
slowly, for of all the Jarnegan invest- 
ments, this was the only one of intrinsic 
worth, the solitary property that had 
more than a speculative value. This fact 
was presently discovered, when the scare 
concerning everything Jarneganesque 
had worn off somewhat, and a venture- 
some disposition to take flyers in Consoli- 
dated Aluminum had sent it steadily up- 
ward. Recent marked advances indicated 
strong buying, and what had for some 
time been a rumor was now beginning to 
be accepted as a fact—that there was a 
struggle for possession of the property 
between two important interests. 

If those who were wise in the ways of 
finance could have examined the stock 
book, they would have felt no doubt con- 
cerning the situation, nor any hesitation 
about investing in the stock if it had been 
for sale. Amid the few holdings there indi- 
cated, they would have had no trouble in 
picking out those controlled by the Wat- 
son syndicate, and those of the less power- 
ful Dale interest. They could also have 
made a shrewd guess as to the leaning of 
the other holders not openly identified 
with either side. The one block that 
might have puzzled them was that cred- 
ited to Decker Melton. 

Consolidated Aluminum was now 
quoted at seventy-seven. None of the ac- 
tual stock was for sale, and the specula- 
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tive interest was shy of it because of the 
problematical maneuvers of the two par- 
ties who sought its control. The buying, 
at first secret and cautious, and then open 
and determined, by brokers who repre- 
sented unidentified principals, had cleaned 
up all the more or less weakly held shares, 
and at this stage the market was merely 
nominal. 

Knowing the liability of stock rumors 
to err, Deck Melton did not assume to 
know what was going on in Consolidated 
Aluminum. 

“I suppose I’m as well informed about 
it as any man who just occasionally edges 
a small check into the big game,” he 
thought, “‘but the dealers never tell any- 
body how they’ve fixed the cards.” 

He had contemplated the course of the 
market, however, with a good deal of sat- 
isfaction, and now that his flyer was 
worth something like ten times what it 
cost him, was content to let his informa- 
tion come from developments. If there 
were a modicum of truth in the rumors 
that were flying about, it was not likely 
that it would be worth less, and there was 
a cheering prospect of its being worth a 
good deal more. 

“I'll just let them do all the work and 
worrying, and I’ll share the profit,” he 
thought, as he dropped off a stage, and 
walked into the park; “first, because 
that’s the easiest way; and, second, be- 
cause I couldn’t do anything else if I 
wanted to.” 

It was early October, and the thinning 
foliage was so freely splashed with reds 
and yellows and browns that there was lit- 
tle of the living green left. Deck sought 
his favorite bench, now laced by the low 
hung afternoon sun with the branch shad- 
ows of the nearby tree that had shaded 
him so often during the warm summer 
afternoons. With the cool autumn breeze 
blowing, the golden sunshine which vivi- 
fied the chromatic foliage about him was 
not unpleasant. He lighted a cigar, and 
leaned back comfortably to think—but 
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not about Consolidated Aluminum. In 
fact, the thoughts that came to him under 
the charm of these park visits, which were 
not infrequent, were not those of the 
shrewd speculator thirty-seven years old; 
rather were they those that belong to the 
hope and confidence of the twenties; for 
they drew a picture fair to look upon, 
clear and distinct, but far away, always 
far away. With almost unseeing eyes his 
glance carelessly swept the scene before 
him, unconscious of its beauty, until they 
rested on a sharp bend in the path thirty 
yards away. Then he suddenly straight- 
ened up; the dreamy look left his eyes in 
a flash, and they shone with eagerness. 

Around this bend in the path walked 
slowly, yet with the elastic step of healthy 
and energetic youth, a tall slender woman 
with large brown eyes and brown hair. 
Behind her, in leash as the law requires, 
plodded in ponderous dignity a huge St. 
Bernard with drooping tail and lowered 
head. 

A nervous toss sent Deck’s cigar into 
the grass behind him, and he watched the 
approaching figure with a yearning look. 
The young woman, who was evidently 
enjoying the scene, gazed up at the 
painted foliage with interest. Occasion- 
ally she spoke to the dog, who responded 
with a slow sweep or two of his tail, but 
when she did so she turned her head from 
the place where Deck sat. On she came 
with her glances still on the frost’s color 
work. Deck sat without moving. Would 
she see him? He almost hoped she would 
not, but still he hoped she would so that 
he might actually know— 

Slowly she advanced until she was al- 
most abreast of him. Then her glance 
dropped, and she stopped so suddenly 
that the dog walked clumsily into her be- 
fore he realized it. 

“Why, Mr. Melton!” she exclaimed, 
advancing with a cordially outstretched 
hand. “I’m awfully glad to see you!” 

A smile of pleasure chased the anxious 
look from Deck’s eyes as he stepped for- 
ward eagerly. 
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“So am I, Miss Bannister !”’ he respond- 
ed with more heartiness than nicety of 
expression. ‘I haven’t seen you since— 
since—” 

“Not since you left Samoset, and that’s 
over a year ago—” 

“Fifteen months,” he declared, in the 
tone of a man absolutely confident of his 
facts. 

She looked up quickly, and then 
dropped her eyes. 

“Fifteen months is a long time, some- 
times, you know,” he went on, more 
lightly. 

“Yes, of course. You know we went 
abroad right after we got back from Sam- 
oset last fall—mother and brother and I 
—and we only got back last weck ; that is, 
mother and I did.” There was an under- 
tone of apology in her explanation. 
“Tom came back in June, you know, on 
some business matter.” 

Deck did know that Tom Bannister 
had been home some months, as he had 
taken what little care as was necessary to 
avoid him; but he did not know that June 
had been the date of the return, and the 
knowledge of it now sent a new thought 
quickly through his mind. The Jarnc- 
gan failure had occurred in June. It was 
plain, however, that Agatha Bannister 
did not connect the two events even if she 
knew of the collapse. 

The St. Bernard, which had been snif- 
fing suspiciously, raised his head, and, 
without preliminary indication of his in- 
tentions, licked Deck’s hand. The caress 
was so wholly unexpected that Deck 
jerked his hand away quickly, and then 
looked down and laughed. 

“Why, Thor, you very bad-mannered 
old dog!” exclaimed Miss Bannister, giv- 
ing him a light box on the ear. “How 
could you do such a thing?” 

The dog licked his chops, blinked up 
at her and wagged his tail slowly. He 
did not seem to regard the slap as pun- 
ishment. 

“That’s all right, old fellow!” ex- 
claimed Deck, patting the dog on the 
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head. “I guess I ought to feel favored. 
You and I will get along all right, won’t 
we?” 

“You must be a friend of dogs,” she 
said, sitting down on the bench. 

“Always! That is, of course, when I 
get a chance,” he responded, sitting down 
beside her. ‘“‘But I don’t get a chance to 
meet many good dogs, you know.” 

“That’s unfortunate.” 

“For me, yes.” 

Thor, who had sat down in front of 
them, now lifted a huge paw and dropped 
it heavily on Deck’s knee. Agatha 
laughed. 

“That settles it!”? she exclaimed. ‘He 
never does that with anybody except his 
most intimate friends. You’re elected!” 

“It’s a bargain, old fellow,” said Deck, 
taking the big paw in his hand and shak- 
ing it, and putting it back again on his 
knee. ‘‘We’re chums for keeps now. 
And,” he went on in a more serious tone, 
“I hope we shall have lots of good times 
together.” 

Agatha looked off into the distance a 
moment without speaking. ‘Then she 
sighed a little. 

“It’s good to be home once more,” she 
said. “Especially from abroad, where 
_everything is so—so different.” 

“Isn’t it though?” 

““You’ve been—” 

“Only for three months, two years ago, 
but I was about the gladdest fellow to get 
home you ever saw. Which,” he added, re- 
flectively, ‘‘is a little strange, as it has 
been a good many years since I had a 
home.” 

“But,” she said, quickly, “you live— 
some place.” 

“Exactly! That’s the correct address 
of such misfits as I—some place.” 

“Oh, I don’t think you bachelors de- 
serve nearly as much sympathy as you 
try to claim,” she said laughingly, as she 
rose. 
home; you’ve had a nice long walk now. 
Have you seen my brother?” she asked, 
turning again to Deck. 


Come, Thor, we must be going: 
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“No,” he replied, simply. There was 
no reason he could truthfully give why he 
had not, so he did not attempt to give 
any. 

“He has been very busy, I believe. 
Some complication about the markets or 
something. Good-by. Come on, Thor!” 

Deck sat down again, and watched her 
move off down the path until the bend hid 
her from sight. Then he took a long 
breath, and lighted another cigar. The 
picture had become very plain now. He 
ran over in his mind what she had said, 
trying to find something on which hope 
could hang. She had said—Well, she 
had not really said anything at all. The 
only thing that he knew now that he did 
not know before was that she remembered 
him, and kindly—that was something; 
and he was on friendly terms with her dog 
—that was something, too. Deck was 
even thankful for straws. 

Seated in his ten-by-twelve office, high 
up in a chimney-like sky-scraper, Deck 
Melton wondered at the change in his 
mental attitude and method of life, which 
had come within the last two years. In 
a worldly way he had been successful far 
beyond what he would have regarded as 
a possibility when he began to dabble in 
the big game, and he was much better off 
than he was even in the palmy days when 
the gambling rooms of Corrigan & Mel- 
ton were most prosperous. And with the 
increase of capital and income had come, 
strangely enough, a decrease in expendi- 
tures. For though he hovered daily— 
and successfully—about the edges of the 
financial maelstrom, the old, uneasy feel- 
ing that it was necessary to be doing 
something all the time, the gambler’s no- 
tion that he must play Hard and fast, had 
passed from him, and he was now better 
satisfied to watch the procession than to 
take part in it. Even the little office so 
far removed—by elevator—from the hur- 
ly-burly was a development of this atti- 
tude, this yearning for stability, for a 
substantially fixed place in life. This of- 
fice was not a necessity, but it gave him 
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a commercial habitation, a place where he 
could generally be found during business 
hours, a place where mail could be deliv- 
ered. True enough, when a broker would 
occasionally make the long flight in the 
elevator, he more often found his tran- 
sient principal immersed in a book than 
in imposingly business-like papers, but 
nevertheless it was D. Melton’s office—the 
name modestly printed on the door tes- 
tified unequivocally to that—and such 
men as he dealt with found that he 
much preferred to transact his business 
there. Two years ago he had been a gam- 
bler, and a successful one; now he had 
achieved a success that was much dearer 
to him—he was a business man. 

“And,” he thought, with a smile of sat- 
isfaction, as he reviewed the course of 
Consolidated Aluminum and the rumors 
concerning it, “‘it looks as if I were get- 
ting more so every day. I’m a lucky dog 
—about money.” 

The inferential exception here had to 
do with his park dreams. That chance 
meeting in the park, too, had— 

The knob of the door rattled, and he 
turned from where he stood looking out 
of the window at the jagged line of roofs 
fading into the distant haze. 

“Is Mr. Melton—Melton, old fellow, 
I’m glad to see you again!” exclaimed 
Tom Bannister, as he swung the door 
shut behind him, and stepped quickly 
across the room with outstretched hand. 

In the flash of thoughts that passed 
through his mind between the time he rec- 
ognized his visitor and Bannister spoke, 
Deck had stiffened a little, for he did not 
know just what the call meant; but when 
he gripped Bannister’s hand he did so in 
the manner of a man who is glad—and 
relieved. 

“My sister told me she met you in the 
park,” began Bannister. 

“Yesp” 

“And that woke me up to the fact that, 
with all my good intentions, I hadn’t 
looked you up again.” 
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“I guess you’ve been pretty busy, 
haven’t you? Sit down.” 

“Well, I should say I had!” exclaimed 
Bannister, as he took a chair. “But I 
decided to get around to see you to-day 
whether I had time or not.” 

“I’m mighty glad you did. Have a 
cigar.” 

“ve been wanting to see you ever since 
I got back, but the fact of the matter is 
that there was a good while that I 
couldn’t see much of anything.” 

“Jarnegan slump?” asked Deck, with 
a smile. 

“TI should say so! That blamed break 
let me in over my head—that’s the reason 
I hustled back from Paris—and I’m just 
beginning once more to see daylight 
ahead—and some of my friends.” 

“Did it throw you hard?” 

“Um-m-m, well, yes, for a while. It 
looked at first as if it were all over except 
some formal proceedings in the federal 
court, but I managed to pull a few loose 
ends together, and things are getting into 
fair shape now, with a pretty good out- 


look for something better. Did it get 
you?” 

“No.” Deck smiled. “I guess I got 
it.” 


Bannister looked at him curiously. 

“Consolidated Aluminum?” he asked. 

“At the very bottom. How did you 
guess it?” 

“I didn’t. I?ve seen the stock book.” 

“Oh,” said Deck, reflectively. ‘Then 
you must be interested yourself.” 

“Well, yes, I am. Interested enough 
to make you an offer for your block if 
you want to sell.” 

“Don’t believe I do. It looks good to 
me as it is.” 

“It looks good to me, too. That’s the 
reason I want it. But I thought perhaps 
as you had such a devil of a: profit in it 
you’d like to close out on a sure thing.” 

“No, I guess not. I think Dll keep it 
for my old age.” 

“All right; but I wouldn’t monkey with 
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the stuff on margins; there’s no telling 
what it may do.” 

“That’s what I suspected from the va- 
rious rumors I’ve heard about it,” said 
Deck, drily. 

Bannister took up his hat. 

“Well,” he said, “I must be off. Drop 
into the office and see me.” 

“Your sister—and mother—are well?” 

‘Never better.” 

“And old Thor?” 

“Oh, old Thor?” Bannister laughed. 
“That lazy old autocrat is well, of course. 
I hear that you and he got quite chummy. 
He’s a queer old chap. Doesn’t often 
make up with strangers.” 

“I might trade you that Aluminum for 
Thor,” said Deck, laughingly. 

“I'd be willing enough,” replied Ban- 
nister, joining in the laugh, “‘but I don’t 
believe Agatha would stand it. But I 
will ask you one favor. If you conclude 
to let go of your stock, give me first 
chance at it, will you?” 

“Sure!” 

When the door had closed behind Ban- 
nister, Deck once more looked out the win- 
dow at the jagged jumble of roofs. He 
was glad to know that Bannister felt no 
enmity toward him. That was something 
—a good deal, in fact, it seemed to him, 
on sccond thoughts—even though he had 
to admit that his headway was slow. 

Another turning of the knob caused 
Deck to look around again—with a frown 
this time; he did not want to be dis- 
turbed. 

It was Sanders—Sanders, young, en- 
ergetic, quick-witted; with the world be- 
fore him, and a determination to have his 
full share of it, amply supported by thor- 
ough confidence in his ultimate success in 
attaining it. Sanders was a broker for 
the love of the game and the stakes to be 
won at it. He did much of Deck’s busi- 
ness, and it was he who had bought in the 
block of Consolidated Aluminum. 

“Mr. Bannister got into the elevator as 
I got out,” he said, with the suggestion 
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of interrogation in his tone as he sat 
down. 

“Yes,” replied Deck, “che was just in 
to see me.” 

“Um-m-m,” mumbled Sanders, as he 
drew in a whole chest full of smoke from 
his cigarette and blew it out slowly 
through funneled lips. ‘I don’t want to 
ask questions about anything that is none 
of my business, but—” 

“Well?” 

“Didn’t he make you an offer for your 
Aluminum?” 

Deck looked up without showing the 
surprise he felt. 

“Well, no, not exactly an offer,” he re- 
plied; ‘‘that is, nothing definite, but he 
said he’d like to buy it.” 

Sanders slapped his knee in a hearty 
self-commendatory manner, as if he were 
thus indirectly patting himself on the 
back. 

“I knew it! he exclaimed, looking 
elatedly wise. ‘‘He’s in with the Dale 
push !” 

“How do you mean?” 

“Against old Watson in the Aluminum 
game.” 

“Then you really think that Watson 
and Dale are on the mat?” 

“Sure thing! It’s got past being a 
rumor; people are beginning to know. 
And a nice quiet little match it is, too! 
So far it’s a draw, I think. They’re just 
about even, and I think it’s all in but 
yours.” 

“That makes it look pretty good, 
doesn’t it?” 

“Good? Why, you hang on to that 
little block of Consolidated Aluminum till 
it gets just right, and you ought to be 
able to button all your clothes with the 
diamonds you’ll make off the deal. Don’t 
you see? If the thing’s as I think it is, 
one side or the other has got to have your 
stock before anything can be done.” 

“Um-m-m,” grunted Deck, thought- 
fully. 

“And if I were you, I’d make ’em pay 
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good and plenty for it. Well, that’s what 
I wanted to put you on to, so I'll pull out. 
Going to take a little spin on the Speed- 
way before dinner. Don’t you forget it 
now,—one side or the other has got to 
have your stock before anything can be 
done, or—or, by jingo, one of ’em has got 
to have you!” 

The door closed behind Sanders, and 
Deck turned once more to the contempla- 
tion of the masses of housetops. He 
smoked meditatively a long time with 
thoughts that were puzzling rather than 
pleasant. 

“I wonder,” he said to himself, finally, 
“whether Tom Bannister wanted most to 
see me, or to see that block of Consoli- 
dated Aluminum.” 

When, in the flickering glare of the 
corner arc lights, Deck climbed the stone 
balustraded steps that led to the Bannis- 
ters’ door, he had, in his feeling of uncer- 
tainty, something of the sensation an ex- 
plorer must experience on approaching a 
country he had long dreamed of. It was 
an unknown land to him, and one that he 
was visiting at the bidding of none of its 
people; but one that he hoped held the 
promise of a glorious future. As he 
pressed the bell button, a deep, bass bark 
came from within, and Deck smiled a lit- 
tle to himself. Unfriendly as it sounded, 
he was reminded that he was pretty sure 
of a cordial welcome from old Thor, at 
least. A maid opened the door, and a 
huge black-shaded muzzle pushed by her 
with curious suspicion. The dog gave a 
sniff or two, and then recognized the vis- 
itor. Unceremoniously shouldering the 
maid out of the way, he sprang forward 
and leaped up against Deck, who, braced 
as he was to meet this demonstrative 
greeting, was almost pushed off the step. 

“Get down, Thor! Down, sir!’ cried 
the maid, striving to seize the dog’s collar. 
“He won’t hurt you, sir.” 

“Oh, that’s all right,” said Deck, hold- 
ing the animal’s two big forepaws in his 

“hands, while Thor tried to lick his face. 
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“He and I are old chums, and he’s just 
glad to see me, that’s all. Is Miss Bannis- 
ter at home?” 

With Thor reduced to more passive 
demonstrations of welcome by this time, 
the maid showed Deck into the drawing- 
room, and took his card. The dog lay 
down on the hearth-rug before the smol- 
dering fire, and thumped the floor vigor- 
ously with his tail. As far as he was con- 
cerned, Mr. Melton was a very welcome 
guest. 

Deck glanced about the room. It was 
not so very dissimilar in its appointments 
from some other rooms he had seen, but 
still there was a distinct difference; some- 
thing strange—but pleasant; a matter of 
atmosphere, probably, that gave one a 
comfortable feeling in the place. 

“It’s because it’s somebody’s home,” he 
thought. 

“Miss Bannister will be down in a few 
minutes, sir,” said the maid, reéntering. 
“Shall I take your hat and coat, sir?” 

Left alone again, Deck examined the 
room in more detail—and was still com- 
fortable. On a fragile little table 
between the windows—apparently the 
place of honor—stood the photograph of 
a woman. Deck stooped to examine it. It 
showed its original to be young, and un- 
deniably beautiful in the innocence of 
youth rather than in striking perfection 
of feature; one of those girlishly-sweet 
faces that men past the conventional age 
of romance turn to in some flash of feel- 
ing and adore for the rest of their lives. 

“She is pretty, isn’t she?” said a low 
voice, and Deck turned to find Agatha 
Bannister almost at his side. 

“I’m so glad you came this evening,” 
she went on, as Deck took her outstretched 
hand. 

“So am I,” he responded, “‘because I 
find you at home. But why are you—” 

“Because I am bored to death with my- 
self, and was wishing for some one who 
would patiently bear with my irritabil- 
ity.” 
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“Well, I’m it!? declared Deck, and 
then feeling that the expression did not 
exactly accord with the atmosphere of the 
place, added with a smile: “I think I 
should be able to do that very well.” 

Agatha dropped into a chair. She 
seemed to take Deck’s call quite as a mat- 
ter of course; and he found something 
extremely pleasant in this fact. 

“Do you know,” she said, “I think we 
all owe you an apology?” 

“Owe me?” 

“Yes, you. Oh, won’t you please sit 
down? It makes me feel as if you were 
just waiting for a chance to get away 
when you stand up.” 

Deck drew up a chair with ostentatious 
alacrity and sat down before her. He 
had a feeling before he reached the house 
that he might not know just what to do; 
but it all seemed very easy and natural 
after Agatha had entered. 

“What in the world did you think of 
me—of us—last fall, when we went away 
right after getting back from Samoset 
without seeing you?” she asked. 

“Well, I don’t know as I thought— 
anything—much. You see I felt— What 
a terrible big dog Thor is, isn’t he? 
When he’s stretched out on the rug there 
with his head down on his paws he looks 
like a lion.” 

“It was very shabby of us, and I’ve no 
doubt you felt like cutting us dead after- 
ward. Now didn’t you?” 

Deck had been leaning down patting 
Thor’s head. 

“No,” he said, raising his eyes until 
they met hers, “I should never feel that 
way.” 

The barest suspicion of a glow which 
came into her cheeks was not perceptible 
in the yellow light of the incandescents, 
but she turned her head away. Her eyes 
fell on the photograph on the little table. 
It offered an adaptable subject for con- 
versation. 

“Isn’t that a pretty girl?” she asked. 

“Yes, indeed!” he agreed, giving 
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Thor’s ear a final vigorous rub and 
straightening up. “Is it just a pic- 
ture, or is it—somebody ?” 

“T should say it was somebody! That’s 
Mildred Vandegrift, as sweet a girl as 
ever lived.” 

“‘She—she looks as if she might be.” 
Deck found it rather difficult to devise 
suitable comments. 

“We met her in Paris, and—well, .re- 
ally, it was quite the adventure of our 
trip.” 

“Won't you tell me about it?” 

‘Why, I mean to! I like to talk about 
it because she’s such a dear, and because 
it is about the only adventure I ever had 
—except the time you swam out with me 
when I was about to go under at Samo- 
set.” 

“But about Miss Vandegrift?” Talk 
of the surf at Samoset was always 
shunned by Deck as a subject that left 
him without words. 

‘“‘You’ve been in the Place Vendéme?” 

“A few minutes—once.” 

“Then you know what a terrible thing 
it is to cross that broad open space with 
crazy French cabmen and crazier auto- 
mobiles plunging about, trying to run 
one down?” 

“Yes; one doesn’t have to be there 
long to notice that.” 

“Well, as Tom and I were just start- 
ing to cross one morning to walk to the 
Tuileries gardens, we noticed a young 
woman coming toward us—that is Tom 
noticed her first; he’s so observant, you 
know, sometimes.” 

“Judging from the photograph, I 
should think that might very well have 
been one of the times.” 

“It was! Well, this young woman had 
got within just a little way of the side- 
walk and safety—about the length of 
this room, I should think—when she 
slipped on something, and fell. There 
was a cab coming straight at her. The 
brute of a driver didn’t pull up or turn 
his horse, but just cried out for her to 
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get out of the way. I think I screamed 
a little, but I’m not sure, as just about 
that time I became very unimportant. 
For just then Tom began to—to— 
What’s that so effectively expressive 
phrase?” 

“Get busy?” 

“Yes! Tom got busy—very busy! 
I don’t know just what he did, but it 
looked to me as if he jumped clear from 
the curbstone to that cab horse’s head. 
Anyhow he struck the horse so hard that 
he threw it back on its haunches and 
stopped the cab so quick that it jerked 
the driver out of his seat and he nearly 
fell off.” 

“Good !”? exclaimed Deck. 
could have seen that !”” 

“It wasn’t bad, really; only I was too 
much excited to appreciate it. Then 
Tom let go of the horse and picked up 
the young woman. When he got to the 
sidewalk where I stood she was protesting 
that she wasn’t hurt, but he was still car- 
rying her and didn’t seem to want to put 
her down.” 

Deck glanced at the photograph, and 
laughed. 

“Could you blame him?” 

“No, I couldn’t—and didn’t. Well, of 
course, Tom had to put her down finally, 
and she wasn’t hurt any more than I was, 
and not much more scared, I think. Just 
then the cabman came up and began talk- 
ing excitedly and waving his hands. I 
couldn’t understand him, but I suppose 
Tom did, as he told him to wait a minute. 

“*Take the young lady into the hotel, 
Agatha,’ he said. ‘I’ll be there in a min- 
ute.’ 

“It was only a few steps—we were at 
the Vendéme—and we started, leaving 
Tom listening to the cabman, who was 
talking all over as Frenchmen do when 

they’re excited. When we got nearly to 
the entrance of the hotel, I looked back 
to see if Tom was coming. Just as I did 
that the cabman raised his whip as if he 
Were going to strike Tom, and Tom hit 
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him—with his fist, you know. The cab- 
man went—went—” 

“Down and out?” 

“Yes! That’s what Tom called it aft- 
erward. Anyhow he lay where he fell for 
a while.” 

“And I should have liked to have seen 
that still better!” exclaimed Deck, laugh- 
ing softly at the very richness of it. 

“Well, it wasn’t so funny in its after- 
effects. The gens d’armes arrested Tom, 
and he had to get the Consul General and 
do all sorts of things to get out of it, but 
he didn’t seem to care.” 

“I should think not! The satisfaction 
of it was worth all the trouble it was.” 

“I guess Tom thought so. Of course, 
we all met Miss Vandegrift and her moth- 
er, who were staying at the hotel, and 
they made our party so much pleasanter 
that Tom was in a terrible state of mind 
when he found he had to go home till he 
learned that the Vandegrifts were just 
about to return, and that he could ar- 
range to go on the same boat with them. 
Then he was the most cheerful young man 
about leaving his only mother and sister 
in a foreign land that you ever saw.” 

“And,” Deck asked again with the 
same kind of a smile, “could you blame 
him?” 

“T still don’t.” 

When Deck had said good-night, and 
passed down the stone balustraded steps, 
he paused a moment on the sidewalk and 
looked up at the house—the house where 
he now felt that he might count on an oc- 
casional welcome from some one besides 
Thor. 

“TI only hope,” he thought, “‘that I am 
as completely forgiven as Mademoiselle 
Celeste is forgotten. Maybe it wasn’t the 
Aluminun, after all.” 

Then he turned and walked slowly 
homeward with a good deal more hopeful 
view of the future than he had known 
since those happy, careless days at Samo- 
set when present and future were one. 

Weeks passed with no developments in 
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the consolidated Aluminum deal. The 
stock was quoted nominally at seventy- 
seven and a half bid, but there were no 
transactions. Every one seemed to have 
forgotten it. Only once did the possibil- 
ity of a transaction present itself. 

As Mark Giles, the free lance, who, it 
was known, could be depended on in an 
irregular emergency, related the details 
of the occurrence to Watson and Parker 
in the former’s office, the financier’s face 
assumed, in spite of him, the annoyed ex- 
pression of a man who feels he is being 
baffled by some one too insignificant for 
serious consideration. 

“I went up to that little cubby of an 
office of his in the top row of bricks in 
the Chimney building,” said Mark Giles, 
who, being one of those people blessed 
with a full name in two syllables, gener- 
ally got the benefit of his appellation in 
its entirety, “and I must say I think he’s 
got some notions of his own about the 
deal. 

‘“‘‘Mr. Melton,’ says I, ‘I understand 
you have some Consolidated Aluminum.’ 

“ ‘Well,’ says he. 

“<‘Pve got a customer that I think 
would buy it at a fair price,’ says I. 

“ Yes? says he. 

“ Yes,” says I. ‘You’ve got a thousand 
shares, I believe,’ says I. 

“ ‘Well,’ says he. _ 

““T’m authorized to take the block at 
to-day’s close,’ says I. 

‘Not from me,’ says he. 

“ ‘Well, says I, ‘just between us, I 
don’t blame you for putting a good value 
on the stock,’ says I. 

“ “No?? says he. 

“ ‘No,’ says I, ‘but, between us, I’ve 
got a tip that it’s about at the top,’ 
says I. 

“ ‘Yes? says he. 

“ Yes,’ says I. ‘There’s something 
mighty queer about the stock, and my 
notion is that the support is going to be 
taken away from it, and you know what 
that means,’ says I. 


“ “What?” says he. 
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“That the pipe will go out, and it will 
be back to Jarnegan figures,’ says I. 

“* “Why don’t you advise your customer 
so, then?’ says he. 

‘God knows I have, Mr. Melton,’ 
says I, ‘and argued with him; but he told 
me he knew his own business best, and 
that if I didn’t want to make the deal he’d 
get some one else, and a commission’s a 
commission, you know, Mr. Melton,’ 
says I. 

‘* ‘Mark Giles,’ says he, ‘don’t get the 
idea that because you’re an ass I’m one,’ 
says he. 


“ ‘What's that?’ says I, starting to get 


“Sit down! says he, giving me a 
shove. And I sat down to hear what else 
he had to say. You know what a big, 
husky fellow he is—he ought to be play- 
ing football. 

“*You go back to Watson,’ says he, 
‘and tell him my stock’s not for sale,’ says 
he. 

“ ‘Why,’ says I, ‘is Mr. Watson buy- 
ing Aluminum?’ says I. 

“<Not mine,’ says he—just like he did 
before, you know. ‘You tell Watson that 
my stock’s not for sale, but that if he has 
any to sell at the market I’ll buy it,’ says 
he. ‘Good afternoon, Mark Giles,’ says 
he. 

“And, gentlemen, here I am without 
the stock; but I don’t think you'll find 
anybody that will do any better for you. 
He’s holding that stock for keeps, as I 
see it, and it looked to me as if he had 
some notions of his own about it.” 

Watson gently rubbed his long, thin, 
pike-like nose and bent his eyes down on 
the fingers thus engaged. 

“All right, Mark Giles,” he said, with- 
out raising his lids, “keep your eyes 
open. You may be able to do something 
yet.” 

When Mark Giles had left the room, 
Watson looked up at Parker, and relaxed 
his face into the vertical wrinkles which 
made up his smile. 

“If we didn’t need that block so bad,” 
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said Parker, “the thing would be funny, 
and it’s surely nervy and impertinent. 
What are we going to do?” 

“We shall have to devise 
method.” 

“We might scare him out.” 

“How P”” 

“By depressing the market.” 

‘And have the Dale crowd buying on 
every break? No, I think not.” 

There were evident indications that, in 
this comparatively unimportant deal, the 
great Watson was stumped. Possibly 
this as much as his advices concerning 
the undeveloped value of the property 
held his attention to it. Watson generally 
did what he wanted to in stocks, and there 
were underbreath rumors that Jarnegan 
was a case in point. 

Meantime Deck’s ascents of the stone 
balustraded steps had become more than 
occasional. Thor was always glad to see 
him, and Agatha—after many misgiv- 
ings that he might imagine more than her 
courtesy justified, Deck finally—well, 
why else should she smile and brighten so 
when she greeted him? Still— 

Their friendship had ripened to the 
stage of many confidences and common 
interests—some, indeed, obviously cre- 
ated that they might be common interests, 
and others growing out of the easy pos- 
sibility of each finding an interest in the 
other’s interests. And Deck’s fortunes 
prospered both behind the door at the top 
of the stone balustraded steps, and in the 
little office high in the towering pile of 
masonry down town. 

An early December snow was heavy 
enough to powder Deck’s shoulders plen- 
tifully between the time he had dismissed 
his cab and had been admitted to the Ban- 
nister home, only to be told by the maid 
that Miss Bannister was not well enough 
to see him that evening. A chill, foreign 
to the nipping air outside, passed 
through Deck’s heart. 

“The pipe’s gone out,” he thought, 
drearily, as he turned to go out. 


some other 
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“Hello, Deck, that you?” called Tom 
Bannister’s voice. 

“Yes,” replied Deck, dully. 

“Thought I recognized your voice. 
Come into my den. I want to have a talk 
with you.” 

Deck laid off his overcoat, and followed 
Tom slowly, filled with an apprehension 
somewhat akin to that of a man who feels 
that the next turn of the cards will leave 
nothing in the world for him but the irre- 
vocable trigger and the unimpressionable 
law’s formal verdict. 

“Have a cigar,” said Tom, as they sat 
down. 

Deck took one with a perfunctory 
“Thank you,” and waited in silence. 

“Beastly weather, isn’t it? said Tom. 

“Rotten,” Deck agreed, with no feel- 
ing of interest. 

“You've still got that Aluminum, I 
suppose?” 

“Yes; I told you, you know, that I'd 
let you know before I sold it.” 

“That’s right; so you did. Had any 
offers?” 

“Yes, Mark Giles was up to see me a 
few weeks ago.” 

“Ah, ha!” 

“He was from Watson, I think.” 

“That’s a good think.” 

“I told him to tell Watson that I 
wouldn’t sell, but that I’d buy if he had 
any for sale.” 

“Well, that’s 
laughed Tom. 

Deck did not join in the laugh; the 
subject did not interest him. 

Tom got up, and took a turn about the 
room. 

“Look here, Deck,” he said, “I owe you 
something—a good deal, I think.” 

“I guess not.” 

“Yes, I do. We won’t say anything 
about the time you fished Agatha out of 
the surf at Samoset. That’s past and 
gone.” 

Deck nodded. He was willing this 
should be past and gone. What he won- 
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dered now was whether it was a kick or 
a kind word that was coming to him. 

“Well,” Tom went on, “you know, I 
suppose—every one else does—that Ma- 
demoiselle Celeste threw me over?” 

Deck said nothing. 

“The first signs of it were right after 
she got back to New York from Samoset. 
She didn’t write. I couldn’t hear any- 
thing from her until finally—well, it was 
all off. Then came her marriage with old 
Harter, and I was pretty well cut up. I 
took mother and Agatha and went 
abroad. Since I got back I’ve heard 
more things about Celeste than I knew 
when I went away.” 

He paused, but Deck only nodded. 

“And from what I’ve heard, and the 
friendly interest you’ve shown in me,” 
Tom went on—it seemed to Deck that the 
language was enigmatical; “I think you 
had something to do with her dropping 
me. Did you?” 

Tom spoke in the quiet tone of a man 
who has thoroughly threshed over his 
emotions until he has no desire except to 
get at the facts. Deck felt that his an- 
swer might cut the last tie that bound 
him to the future that he hoped for, but 
there was only one answer to give. 

“Yes,” he said, quietly. 

He had risen with the natural instinct 
of a man to be on his feet when anything 
happens. The two men looked into each 
other’s eyes a moment. Then Tom ad- 
vanced slowly. 

“Deck,” he said, solemnly, as he ex- 
tended his hand, “‘that was the best turn 
you ever did for me or ever will be able 
to do for me. Now, let’s talk about some- 
thing else.” 

Deck sat down again with a sigh of 
relief. There was a little pause, and 
then— 

“Is your sister very sick?” he asked, 
diffidently. 

“Agatha? Oh, no,” replied Tom, care- 
lessly. ‘‘She just caught a heavy cold that 
settled all over her and laid her up. She’ll 
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be all right in a day or so. Better drop 
in and see her, as she may have to stay 
pretty close in the house for about a 
week.” 

Deck squinted up his eyes while in the 
act of lighting a fresh cigar. 

‘“Rattling good cigars, these!’ he said, 
when he had finished, with a cheeriness 
that was almost startling. “And now,” 
he went on, as he slid down lazily in his 
chair and crossed his legs comfortably, 
“how about this Aluminum deal? I un- 
derstand that the stockholders’ meeting 
will be held on the fifteenth. Who’s go- 
ing to get it?” 

“That,” replied Tom, looking at him 
queerly, “is pretty hard to say—yet. It 
will depend on how certain stock is voted, 
of course.” 

“TI see,” said Deck, meditatively, as he 
looked at his watch, and then rose. 

“Look here, Deck, suppose you drop 
in at the office to-morrow afternoon about 
three, and talk this matter over with some 
interested friends of mine. How does that 
strike you?” 

“All right. Ill be there.” 

The interested friends Deck was to 
meet at Tom Bannister’s office the next 
afternoon, he found to be only Harrison 
Dale. He felt that it was something of 
an advance in his new scheme of life to 
meet this man in a business way. For 
Dale was a man whose power was steadily 
growing on an almost unbroken line of 
successful operations. His very appear- 
ance bespoke the kind of force that di- 
rects and compels success. Thick shoul- 
ders, deep chest, massive head and heavy 
jaw all indicated vigor and determina- 
tion. People disagreed about his reputa- 
tion as an operator. Some regarded him 
as being of the most cautious and con- — 
servative type; others declared that he 
was a bull-headed plunger that stopped 
for nothing and nobody. Both were 
right. None was more cautious or con- 
servative than Harrison Dale until he had 
all his plans well matured, and knew just 
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what he wanted to do and how to do it; 
then none plunged forward with more de- 
termination and few arrived more success- 
fully. 

“We have asked you to this confer- 
ence, Mr. Melton,” he said, when the pre- 
liminaries of the introduction were over, 
“to learn if you would care to join us in 
a little deal in Consolidated Aluminum.” 

Deck nodded. He was inclined to hear 
more details before he had anything to 
say. 

“It is our purpose,” Dale went on, “to 
secure control of the company, because 
we believe it is a good thing that is being 
neglected. Originally, Mr. Bannister and 
I hoped to do this ourselves, but we found 
certain obstacles in the way.” 

“And those obstacles, Deck,” laughed 
Tom, “are, to put it plainly, your block 
of stock.” 

“It must be down to a pretty fine 
point then,” suggested Deck. 

“It is, and I’ll tell you frankly that we 
need your stock on our side in the stock- 
holders’ meeting to make us sure.” 

“That was the reason you wanted an 
option on it then,” Deck smiled. 

“Exactly, but you made it pretty clear 
to me that you didn’t want to sell. Then 
I explained to Mr. Dale that, knowing 
you, I was sure we couldn’t either buy or 
scare you out, and that as I was under 
a good many obligations to you, I’d like 
to take you in with us if you cared to 
come.” 

“What’s the scheme?” asked Deck. 

“The whole thing is very simple,” de- 
clared Dale, “though I must admit that 
there is not much originality about it. 
We are convinced from investigations we 
have made that the property is worth at 
least five and probably ten times its pres- 
ent capitalization, owing to the fact that 
the deposits are much richer and wider in 
extent than had been thought. At the 
next stockholders’ meeting we propose to 
elect our own directory. Subsequently, 
we intend to organize a company which 
will make an offer to buy the Consolidated 
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Aluminum property outright. This offer 
will be accepted by the new directory, 
subject, of course, to the approval of the 
stockholders. As we shall hold a major- 
ity of the stock there will be no difficulty 
about that. Then we shall reorganize the 
company with an adequate capital, and 
proceed to develop it in a practical man- 
ner.” 

Deck chewed his cigar meditatively a 
moment before he spoke. 

“Is it square?” he asked, looking 
straight into Dale’s eyes. 

“Square?” repeated Dale, with a smile. 
“Well, it certainly is! By our purchase 
the minority stockholders—who are Wat- 
son and two or three of his friends—will 
get a good deal more for their stock than 
they paid for it and more than it has ever 
been quoted for.” 

“But they’re squeezed out, just the 
same?” 

“No, not squeezed out, exactly ; bought 
out. Of course, they won’t have much to 
say about it, but they will make money. 
The difference is that we shall stay in, as- 
sume more responsibility and, I hope, 
make more money.” 

“And, Deck,” said Tom, “after the 
squeeze I got in the Jarnegan slump I 
need to get on the right side of a good 
thing pretty bad, to give it to you 
straight.” 

Deck looked at him a moment absently. 
He was thinking of the discomfort that 
comes to the man who is broke, which he 
knew by personal experience; and he was 
thinking, too, of the effect Tom Ban- 
nister’s depleted fortunes would have on 
Agatha. Might she not then— 

“All right,” he said, after the momen- 
tary pause. “I’m with you. What’s to 
be done?” 

“Mr. Melton,” said Dale, offering his 
hand, “permit me to congratulate you on 
the fact that you will be elected a director 
of the Consolidated Aluminum company 
at the stockholders’ meeting on the fif- 
teenth.” 

Half a dozen men made up the stock- 
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holders’ meeting on the day appointed. 
When the Melton shares were voted with 
the Dale interest on the first question of 
control, Jeremiah Watson reached for his 
hat. 

“Gentlemen,” he said, as he rose, “be- 
ing convinced that I can be of no further 
service to you, I shall ask your leave to 
withdraw.” 

Then he walked out of the room and 
practically out of the company, for there 
was no hitch in the Dale program from 
start to finish. 

“Tom,” said Deck, as he walked into 
Bannister’s office one day in the early 
spring, “how’s business?” 

“Never saw better prospects,” was the 
hearty reply. “You know things moved 
fast in the field last winter, and it looks 
now as if we were going to have one of 
the best dividend payers in the list, and, 
thanks to our own good management, 
both of us have pretty good bunches of 
stock to draw dividends on, too.” 

“Do you still think we are going to 
need a western representative in Chi- 
cago?” 

“We certainly are! In fact, we can’t 
do business without one. We’re going to 
need a good one, too.” 

“Do you think I’d do?” 

“You!” Tom gasped. “You! What 
the—why, I didn’t suppose the police 
could drive you out of New York.” 

“They came pretty near doing it once, 
and not so very long ago, either,” re- 
sponded Deck, smiling a little grimly. 

“Oh, forget that!” Tom laughed. 
““What’s that got to do with Mr. Decker 
Melton, second vice-president and mem- 
ber of the board of directors of the Amer- 
ican Aluminum Company, Limited?” 

“It’s just one of the unpleasant bio- 
graphical facts that bob up once in a 
while.” 

“Deck,” Tom went on, seriously, “it 
isn’t a good thing for you to think so 
much about those days. Don’t you know 
you’ve got a record of development that 
any man might be proud of ?” 
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“Well, then, maybe it’s a good idea to 
remember some things to keep me from 
getting chesty. But what I want to know 
is if you think I’ll do for Chicago.” 

“Do? Why, of course, you'll do—bet- 
ter than anybody I know. But it’s so un- 
necessary. We can get a good man with- 
out any trouble. What put you in the no- 
tion of burying yourself out there?” 

“Tom,” Deck replied, frowning at the 
ash of his cigar, “there are a good many 
people in this town who haven’t forgotten 
that Deck Melton used to be a profes- 
sional gambler, and won’t forget it, 
either, as long as they live and he lives. I 
want to go some place where people don’t 
know quite so much about me, and get a 
new start.” 

“Nonsense, Deck, old man! You’re 
morbid! Take something for your liver. 
You’re morbid I tell you!” 

“Well, if that’s so I don’t know any- 
thing better than Chicago hustle to knock 
it out of me. If I can have that Chicago 
job I want it.” 

And so it was settled that Decker Mel- 
ton was to be the general western repre- 
sentative of the American Aluminum 
Company, Limited, with headquarters in 
Chicago. 

As the time approached for his depar- 
ture the process of uprooting became all 
the more unpleasant. Sometimes it was 
even painful. Deck felt the full force of 
the powerful hold that is fastened on the 
New Yorker, be he native or foster son, 
by the arrogant, self-satisfied big city, 
but he had no thought of changing his 
plans. He had studied his hand carefully, 
and would play it out in the manner that 
his judgment rather than his inclination 
told him was best. 

Too many people knew he had been a 
professional gambler, he told Tom Ban- 
nister. Aye, too many by just one! For 
the others he did not care, but could a 
man who had been a professional gambler 
ask Agatha Bannister to— 

He smoked much on the bench in the 
park those early spring days, watching 
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the rapid development of the verdure in 
a sunshine more beneficent than usually 
graces that scason of the year. It was 
too early for many of the little tots who 
used to be his companions, but those who 
had prevailed upon their nurses to take 
them out, welcomed him with an enthu- 
siasm that added to his sadness, for the 
old dream picture was fading and grow- 
ing fainter with every day that took him 
nearer to his new life in Chicago. 

But Time, the inexorable, passed, and 
the afternoon of the day before came with 
all the inevitability of the unwelcome. 

“It’s the best thing, it’s the only thing 
I can do,” he thought, as he walked 
slowly down the avenue on his return 
from his last afternoon on the park 
bench. ‘Such things are not for you, 
Decker, my boy. You got a wrong start 
in the deal. Though you’re a pretty 
lucky dog about some things—like money 
—you were coppered in the beginning in 
the other game, and you can’t win. Ah, 
well, maybe you’ll get a chance some day 
to show that you meant mighty well, even 
if you didn’t look very good in the record 
of past performances. You can brace up, 
and be a good loser, anyhow.” 

Then he took a long breath, and, 


straightening up firmly, finished his walk — 


homeward at a brisk gait. 

In spite of his determination to be a 
game loser, it cost Deck considerable 
effort to conceal the burden of his depres- 
sion when he made his farewell call at the 
Bannister home that evening. He talked 
much to Thor and about Thor, while that 
majestic autocrat from his place on the 
hearth rug thumped his massive tail ap- 
preciatively on the floor with a happy 
lack of premonition of the coming loss of 
his chum. With Agatha, the conversation 
turned as far backward as their first meet- 
ing at Samoset, and the pleasant weck 
that followed. Then it worked slowly 
down through the intervening time, with 
diversions touching on Agatha’s trip 
abroad, on the inevitable toward which 
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Tom and Mildred Vandegrift were drift- 
ing, and on Deck’s gradual and growing 
success in his new scheme of life-building. 

“T’ve got to admit,” he said, “that I’ve 
been extremely fortunate—about money 
matters.” 

“Admit?” Agatha laughed. “I should 
think you might almost be justified in 
boasting.” 

“Pm not sure that it is a matter to 
boast of.” 

“Most men would be. Don’t you feel 
that it is fine to succeed in the things you 
have tried to do?” 

“But I have not succeeded in every- 
thing.” 

“No?” She looked at him in some sur- 
prise. 

“There are other things, you know, be- 
sides mere financial success.” 

“Yes, of course. But you have suc- 
ceeded in other things, too. You have left 
behind you for ever—” She paused and 
a momentary confusion showed itself in 
her slightly increased color. 

“You mean the old life?” he said, 
quickly and frankly. “The old life be- 
fore I knew you—and your brother? 
Well, yes, I hope so; I trust so.” 

“Isn’t that something; something fine, 
something great; something not many 
men could do, or, at least, would do?” 

“Yes, perhaps so. I wasn’t thinking 
about that exactly, though.” 

“What else, then?” She stooped to pat 
the sleeping Thor on the head. 

“Oh, I suppose it’s nothing but a mor- 
bid imagination,” he said, giving him- 
self a slight shake as if to rid himself of 
the burden. “I wish old Thor could go 
with me,” he added, abruptly. 

It was the first direct mention that had 
been made of his going away, and she 
looked up quickly. 

“It does seem too bad that such good 
chums as you and Thor should be sepa- 
rated by mere sordid business,” she 
smiled. ‘He will certainly miss you. 
You leave to-morrow ?” 
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“At noon.” 

“And when will you come back ?” 

“Pm not coming back.” 

“Not at all?” 

“Oh, an occasional flying trip, per- 
haps. I’m going there to live, you know.” 

“Well, there are great possibilities in 
the west, they say.” 

“And it is one of those possibilities that 
I am going after, Agatha,” he said, 
gravely. 

Once more she looked up quickly, and 
then immediately dropped her eyes, while 
a flash of color came and went in her 
cheeks. It was the first time he had ever 
called her Agatha, but she was not offend- 
ed. Rather than that there passed over 
her a glow of satisfaction, almost of hap- 
piness. He had spoken the name natu- 
rally, unconsciously, as if, in his 
thoughts, she had long been Agatha to 
him. 

“You know we all want you to succeed 
in whatever you undertake there.” Again 
her hand was smoothing the silky head of 
the sleepily blinking Thor, grateful for 
the attention even at the expense of an 
interrupted nap. 

“Agatha,” he said—and again the 
glow of something indefinably sweet 
passed over her—‘I hadn’t intended to 
do so, but I feel that I want to tell you 
why I am going to Chicago.” 

“TI shall be glad to hear,” she said, 
softly. 

“It isn’t for the—the worldly advan- 
tages that are in it. P’ve got enough of 
them—for me; more than I ever expected 
to have; more than I need. It’s—some- 
thing clse. I want to get a new start. 
There are always a lot of people who re- 
member things that are not pleasant— 
and it seems to be a great satisfaction to 
them. And there are a good many people 
in this town who haven’t forgotten that 
Deck Melton used to be a professional 
gambler and won’t forget it as long as 
they live and he lives, either.” They were 
the same words he had used in speaking 
to Tom, and they had an unpleasant 
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hackneyed ring in his cars. “It isn’t 
pleasant or casy to say this—to you—” 

“But,” she interrupted, “that was so 
long ago, and—” 

“It will never be long ago for those 
people. And the better I succeed here, the 
better they will remember it. It is all past 
and gone, now, I know—I promise you; 
and I want to go to a new place where 
the people will know me for what I am 
now, and not for what I was once.” 

“That is another one of your great suc- 
cesses,” she said, looking into his eyes, 
“if you could only realize it.” 

“I hope it will be,” he said, earnestly. 

“And I hope it will be,” she said sim- 
ply; “not because I fecl that it makes the 
difference you think, but because—be- 
cause you wish it.” 

There was a pause. Deck got up and 
walked across the room and back. From 
under drooping lashes she watched him 
with a new light in her eyes. He stopped 
in front of her, and leaned his back 
against the shelf of the mantel. 

“Agatha,” he said, “I’m very weak, 
very foolish. I came here this evening to 
say good-by to you cheerfully, as—as 
good fricnds say good-hy; and to have 
the satisfaction of hearing you say that 
you wished me luck.” 

“You know that I wish you all the 
good fortune that you could wish for 
yourself.” 

“That's a great deal,” he said, with a 
sigh. ‘But—but I’m not satisfied with 
that—now. I can’t go away until I’ve 
told you something—something that I 
oughtn’t to, I know.” 

She did not speak, but sat slowly 
smoothing her handkerchief between her 
fingers. 

“Agatha,” he went on—there was 
something in his voice that she had never 
heard in it before—“if it were not for 
that which other people will remember so 
long and so well, I should have something 
else to tell you—something to ask you.” 

She rose suddenly from her chair, 
dropping her handkerchief to the floor. 
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“Oh, please don’t be offended!” he ex- 
claimed, apprehensively, as he stooped to 
pick up the handkerchief, which he con- 
tinued to hold in his hand. “I know I 
should not have said it, but—but I 
couldn’t help it. Don’t make me go away 
with the feeling that you are angry with 
me. It was foolish, it was—presump- 
tious, I know, and I was weak to—to 
pain you. But please be charitable. Re- 
member I am going away to-morrow— 
to stay.” 

“T am not offended,” she said, with the 
peculiar steadiness that marks suppressed 
emotion, as she took the handkerchief 
from his hand. He released it reluctantly, 
as if he had hoped to keep it, unnoticed. 

“I am glad to hear you say that,” he 
said, earnestly. ‘‘For now I can go away 
with better courage, and with a memory 
that will be dear enough to me to help 
take the place of hope.” He took a long 
breath, and shook himself a little. ‘I 
couldn’t persuade you to let me take old 
Thor with me, could I?’’ he went on, try- 
ing to speak more lightly. 

“T might,” she said, smiling up at him, 
while Thor, hearing the mention of his 
name thumped his tail on the floor soci- 
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ably. ‘SHe would be company for you, 
wouldn’t he?” 

“Wouldn’t he! He would 
many a fit of blues, I’m sure.” 

“But what should I do without old 
Thor? He is my best companion.” 

“Oh, of course, I understand. I was 
only joking.” 

“Suppose I were to say that you might 
take Thor with you—” She paused 
There was something in her tone and ex- 
pression, although she did not look di- 
rectly at him, that set Deck’s pulse to 
throbbing and made him lean toward her 
as if he could hardly restrain manic 
from gathering her in his arms. 

“Yes?” he said, in an eager whisper. 

“If you took Thor with you,” she 
looked up at him with the new light shin- 
ing brighter than ever in her eyes, “how 
long should I have to wait before you 
came back—” she paused again; her eyes 
were cast down now and the long lashes 
veiled them completely; she caught her 
breath a little and the color flamed in her 
face, as, in a whisper that was very soft 
and low, but clearer to him than the 
sweetest music, she said, “before you came 
back—for me?” 
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ILLUSTRATED NOTES OF AUTHORS, BOOKS AND THE DRAMA 


R. Horatio Sheafe Krans, the en- 

thusiastic critic of William Butler 
Yeats, admits, in the pleasing volume 
which he has recently contributed to the 
“Contemporary Men of Letters Series” 
that Mr. Yeats may, at times, be obscure 
even to his admirers. “After all allow- 
ances have been made,” Mr. Krans writes 
concerning the lyrics of Yeats, “there re- 
mains a not inconsiderable part of his 
work that is darkened by recondite imag- 
ery, which for him no doubt has a mean- 
ing—for no one would dare to appear so 
meaningless unless he felt he meant a 
great deal—but to the rest of mankind 
conveys no idea, induces no mood, and 
is at most a perspicuous gloom.”” And he 
confesses that even Mr. Yeats’ commen- 
taries, provided as an accessory of his 
verses, appear to need a glossary. 

A contrast is drawn between the poetry 
of Mr. Kipling and Mr. Yeats which is 
interesting, even if the general reader 
should quarrel with Mr. Krans to the ex- 
tent of thinking him not fully apprecia- 
tive of Kipling’s inner meaning. He 
writes: “Mr. Kipling is too often hard, 
flashy and materialistic; is the celcbrator 
of imperialism. He loves the tumult of 
war and the din of labor, and sings of 
them with a rough and gusty energy, and 
in a language so plain that he who runs 
may read its whole meaning. He is too 
often an indifferent artist, speaking in 
the slang of the camp, and in accordance 
with the standards of the music hall. Mr. 
Yeats is the reverse of all this. He, and 
with him the men of the revival, stand op- 
posed to the encroachments of a uniform 
civilization that is destructive of national 
and provincial variations of every kind. 
He shuns the distractions of the workaday 


world and courts the solitary delights of 
the spirit. His poems are full of thought, 
spirituality, and lyric phantasy, and have 
a music that is subtile, swect and beguil- 
ing. They are the product of an exact- 
ing artistic conscience, and everywhere 
wrought with the utmost care. If Mr. 
Kipling secks too eagerly to catch the ear 
of the crowd, Mr. Yeats tends, on the 
contrary, to address himself to a cult, 
that understands the content of his art 
and speaks its language.” 

Well, well, a quarrel over poets is un- 
profitable! Let us thank heaven we have 
them, whether their words be for dream- 
ers or for common men, for the sad-eyed 
lotus caters in a decadent mood, or the 
men of energy and hope who swagger 
down the dust of the middle road! If 
some of us like to listen to the Leat of 
“The Fect of the Young Men” that is no 
reason, perhaps, why we should worry be- 
cause Mr. Yeats should, if he pleases, 
amuse himself with vision of the boar 
without bristles that had come from the 
west and rooted the sun and moon and 
stars out of the sky and lain in the dark- 
ness grunting and turning to his rest. If 
it is really true that any such creature as 
that was in the west, it is just as well, no 
one will deny, that he has found his way 
into that shadowy limbo where Mr. Yeats’ 
heroes and heroines live their illusive lives. 


HERE has not grown up, as might 
have been expected, an automobile 
school of fiction. There was “The Light- 
ning Conductor,” which is still extremely 
popular, and now we have ‘The Motor 
Pirate,” and there have been many short 
stories dealing with the most fashionable 
and exhilarating form of locomotion, but 
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fascinating as the sport is, it has not yet 
aroused the novelists to their best efforts. 
Even Mr. Kipling, who has a knack for 
machinery, and who plays games, so to 
speak, with engines of one sort and an- 
other, has not felt inspired to try his pe- 
culiar mode of story-telling with an auto- 
mobile as a hero. But this is, upon reflec- 
tion, not a matter over which to grieve. 
Mr. Kipling has sung his song of steam 
quite magnificently, but to have him sing- 
ing a song of gasoline would be almost 
more than even the most enthusiastic 
among us could endure. 


OINCIDENT with the national cam- 

paign will come the publication of 
“The President,” the new novel by Alfred 
Henry Lewis, whose story, ‘The Boss,” 
drew such attention to the methods of 
Tammany Hall. Little is known of how 
Mr. Lewis will treat the new subject, but 
there is no other writer of fiction at pres- 
ent better cquipped to write so intelli- 
gently of national political life than he. 
Mr. Lewis has been an observer of politics 
for twenty years and his services as 
Washington correspondent for several 
years, added to his close connection with 
state and city politics in the West, in 
Chicago and New York City, combine to 
fit him peculiarly for the work of em- 
bodying his observations in convincing 
fictional form. Politics is becoming more 
and more a part of American life and 
even women know more or less of its devi- 
ous ways in cities, although it will be long 
before it absorbs the people to the extent 
that it does in England. There have been 
some excellent political novels in the last 
few years, notably those by Booth Tark- 
ington, Elliott Flower, Brand Whitlock 
and others, and even such a reticent gen- 
tleman as Eix-President Cleveland has not 
thought it injudicious to set upon them 
publicly the seal of his approval. Mr. 
Lewis writes forcibly, but his admiration 
for Thomas Carlyle leads him into the 
coinage of some remarkable words. 
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CLEVER article on “The Humors 

of Advertising” recently illumined 
the pages of the Atlantic. The fun of 
the article was at times so uproarious, 
that one could not help imagining the 
struggle which must have accompanied its 
acceptance in the dignified if not solemn 
editorial conclave at No. 4, Park Street, 
Boston. The author was Rollin Lynd 
Hartt, who is connected with the literary 
department of the T'ranscript, of that 
city. He will be remembered as the au- 
thor of a number of articles or stories 
which appeared several years ago in the 
Atlantic, all dealing with the psychology 
of place. Each one brought out the 
characteristics of a particular city or dis- 
trict and they showed an engaging orig- 
inality of observation. Mr. Hartt writes 
a deal of matter for the Transcript, and 
also translates many articles from Euro- 
pean reviews. He has a never-failing 
wit and a kcen satire which sometimes 
puzzle his staid fellow Bostonians. He is, 
however, only Bostonian on suffrance, or, 
as he says, ‘“‘by lease,” for he hails from 
Western New York. It is to be feared 
that he is more diverted by Boston than 
its people would approve. It is whispered 
at the T'ranscript office that he was once 
known to speak disrespectfully of Bunker 
Hill monument, but his acquaintances 
have succeeded in all but hushing this up. 
The State House, the Common, the Sa- 
cred Codfish, the Public Library, and 
other vencrated landmarks, excite him to 
flippant remarks, and he once shocked 
the community by referring to a distin- 
guished and exclusive family as: ‘“The 
Cabots, a small tribe inhabiting a suburb 
of Boston, having many customs and no 
manners.” 


ERT Leston Taylor, who is now reg- 
ularly engaged on Puck, has been 
spending his vacation at Grand Marais, 
on Lake Superior, where he goes each 
year. On the comic weekly his lines have 
fallen in’ pleasant places, and he has 
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abundant time for outside work if he 
cares to do it. In his particular line of 
newspaper paragraphing, which made 
him famous in Chicago, he seems to have 
been succeeded by F. P. Adams, who 
writes the “Little About Everything” col- 
umn in the Journal. Mr. Adams began 
by voluntary assistance to Mr. Taylor, 
but now he is doing this work on his own 
account in the other newspaper. His wit 
has a quaint tang, but is thoroughly 
modern, and he is facile at verse-making. 
He has, indeed, published a little book of 
verse of the lighter sort, which contains 
some charming things. Some of his imi- 
tations of Horace are quite up to what 
Field used to do. He has several volun- 
teer assistants whose work compares fe 
vorably with his own. His particular 
column of paragraphs is unique. There 
is nothing like it enywhere else, and it 
may be doubted if it would flourish in the 
peculiar soil of New York and Boston. 
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HERE is a point in criticism where 
facetiousness should stop. Perhaps 
what will harm the future value of G. K. 
Chesterton’s ‘Robert Browning” more 
than anything else is his smartness of 
phrase that tickles but does not wholly 
convince. However, Mr. Chesterton has 


critical sympathy and most decided 
views. One of the dangers of smartness 


in literature is the difficulty of escaping 
the “trade-mark” when you wish. The 
public mind will not disassociate you from 
its first impression. 

Probably Mr. Alan Dale has found 
what we say true in his dramatic work, 
which, since 1887, has appeared in the 
New York Evening World and the New 
York American and Journal (since 
1895). In New York, Mr. Dale, as crit- 
ic, stands peculiarly alone. He writes in 
an amusing conversational style; his com- 
ments on current plays are marked by a 
facctiousness, popular with the general 
reader; the cartoonist’s view-point is very 
often Mr. Dale’s. His critical arrows are 
frequently wreathed in smiles; his para- 
graphs readily lend themselves to pencil 
sketches of the humorously-minded news- 
paper artist. In the same spirit in which 
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Mr. Dale approached Bernhardt’s ““Ham- 
let” by calling it “Mademoiselle Hamle- 
tina,” does he approach all things dra- 
matic. Praise may be given in humor, so 
may censure: by humor Mr. Dale seeks to 
gain his effects. 


HE provincialism of the Canadians 

drove from their shores Gilbert Par- 
ker, the novelist, who scttled in another 
country and received knighthood, not so 
much for his literary achievements, how- 
ever, as for his political attitude. His 
countrymen across our northern borders 
resented his depiction of Canadian types 
and they were especially offended at his 
novel “The Right of Way.” The writer 
then declared that he was done with Can- 
ada as a place of residence, and that he 
would never write another novel the scene 
of which was laid in that country. He 
has kept his word. The two romances 
which he has written since settling in 
London have been utterly different from 
those he wrote while in Canada, and they 
have Europe for their scene. It will be 
remembered that the Canadians took um- 
brage at Kipling when he referred to 
Canada as “Our Lady of the Snows.” 
This was thought to cast aspersion on 
their salubrious climate. Stuart Edward 
White will probably soon be tried for 
lése-majesté. 


HY is it impossible for paragraph- 

ers, novelists and other persons to 

refer to women’s clubs without caricatur- 

ing them? Men’s clubs are not carica- 

tured, though they are sometimes con- 

demned. But a frank denunciation is not 

nearly so insulting or irritating as mis- 
representation. 

The latest offense of the sort is “The 
Confessions of a Club Woman,” by Ag- 
nes Surbridge. This, as is invariably the 
case, represents a woman of no social po- 
sition, ambitious and vigorous, secking to 
find social distinction by means of the 
club. She refuses to consider her hus- 
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band’s wishes in the matter, neglects her 
children, and is so weaned from good 
sense and moral responsibility as to im- 
peril her reputation as a faithful wife. 
Now all this is not worth scolding about, 
perhaps. But it is so far from represent- 
ing the truth, in regard to the clubs, that 
it is difficult for one who likes fair play 
not to make a protest. The book is adver- 
tised as “a very real novel,” but indeed 
it is anything but real. The writer does 
not appear to understand the spirit that 
animates the clubs, the simple good fel- 
lowship of them, the pleasing, if mild in- 
tellectual stimulus, and the good will that 
pervades them. The cheap quality of the 
women represented by this author, the 
poverty of their ambitions, and the vul- 
garity of their manners are really a libel 
on the clubs as they exist. There have 
been, probably, women who neglected 
their children for clubs, as there have 
been men who neglected their homes for 
the same reason. But that there are 
women who go to the club when their 
children are dangcrously ill, one is much 
tempted to doubt. Such unnatural 
Thenadier creatures may exist, but the 
writer has never heard of one. 

The clubs are very simple institutions, 
democratic, aspiring, friendly and with 
a look to high things. They have done 
much to break down class prejudice and 
sectional dislike. They have lifted many 
a woman out of lonely bitterness and 
smallness of feeling into a stirring com- 
munity interest. They are the sources of 
innumerable good and enduring friend- 
ships. Why it should be the purpose of 
authors to malign them, the writer can 
not see. True, they are sometimes amus- 
ing, but so are all human institutions. 
That they are dangerous to any save 
Women who are eager to neglect their 
home duties, one feels at liberty to deny. 
The writer of the book in question entire- 
ly misrepresents the ease with which it is 
possible to enter a good club; nor could 
a woman of the quality of her heroir~ 
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make the success she is represented as 
having made in any club of good stand- 
ing. The true spirit of democratic neigh- 
borliness ought to be and often is fostered 
by the woman’s club, and to inveigh 
against pleasure so innocent and indeed 
so ethical, is to commit an injustice. Tt 
is not chivalrous to ridicule the pleasures 
of others when those pleasures are meant 
to be fine. The very fact that the clubs 
take in the women who need social oppor- 
tunity and intellectual intercourse, is the 
reason why, by all rules of noblesse 
oblige, the women of unusual ability and 
social position should be courteous in 
their attitude toward them. 


ARY Stewart Cutting, the author 
of “Heart of Lynn,” is a woman, 
who, having a family of fine children to 
comfort her widowhood, and the necessity 
of providing for them, set about writing 
as a profitable employment which would 
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permit her to remain at home, and super- 
intend her duties there. She claimed no 
vision and offered nothing unique. She 
possessed a good education, a quick hu- 
mor, ready sympathy, and a talent for 
simple, graphic English. She had seen 
a good deal of men and women, and she 
wrote of what she knew, trying nothing 
out of the way, attempting no unheard of 
romance, and merely telling simple tales 
of men and women living the ordinary 
lives of to-day. 

With her method, no writer can, by 
any chance, run out of material. No 
more plot is required than life itself has 
to offer. No extraordinary imagination 
is needed. The facts suffice. Not that 
one means to say that Mrs. Cutting re- 
produces facts or serves up her friends 
on a platter for the appetites of the mag- 
azine readers. This is far from being the 
case. But she keeps within probabilities. 
Her sketches are a reflex of life in a gen- 
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eral sense. She has used her acquaint- 
ance with men and women to build up her 
characters with verisimilitude and her sit- 
uations which have the effect of being so- 
cial history. 

“Little Stories of Married Life,” her 
first published volume, appearing first in 
the magazines, was reproduced in book 
form. The Youth’s Companion has pub- 
lished numerous interesting, humorous 
tales for young people, which have not 
yet found their way into covers. “Heart 
of Lynn,” Mrs. Cutting’s first novel, 
deals with the life of a young girl. It is 
a simple story, sweetly told, which makes 
an appeal to the young and the lovers of 
the young. 


JOHN CECIL CLAY 


Whose portrait sketch of President Roosevelt appears in 
this number 


HE American Indian has been a much 

more useful member of society than 
he has been given credit for being. Our 
fighters made their reputations by means 
of him in times which but for him would 
have been those of piping peace; our sut- 
lers have enriched themselves through 
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his commercial credulity; our spiritual- 
istic mediums would not think of setting 
up in business without his assistance, and 
our novelists and poets have found him a 
fruitful theme. He has sometimes been 
treated humorously, but more often has 
melancholy history touched into epic elo- 
quence the pen of a Longfellow, appealed 
to the love of romance of a Chateau- 
briand or a Cooper or awakened to fer- 
vor the justice-loving soul of an H. H. 

Of late years the fictionists have passed 
the Indian by. They have been of the 
opinion that he is no longer a subject for 
romance. Acquaintance with him in his 
state of perpetual slovenliness, with his 
newly aroused commercial sense exhib- 
iting itself in base ways, with his sul- 
len reserve which for ever effronts his 
benevolently incliaed white neighbors, 
which his devotion to grease and squalor 
and superstitions, have worn to a thin 
edge the picturesqueness which writers 
once saw in him. Only two writers of the 
present day still devote their pens suc- 
cessfully to an exposition of the Indian. 
One is Jack London, who writes of the 
Alaskans, who are not, probably, of the 
same racial family as the North Amer- 
ican Indian. Morcover, London, however 
faithful he may be in depicting the jun- 
gles of the City of Dreadful Night, or in 
dealing with dogs, or creating a child of 
the Californian desert, does not write 
truly of his Indian. He imbues him with 
ideas and aspirations which are of a dif- 
ferent sort from those he really experi- 
ences. , 

The one honest and sympathetic pen 
now dealing with the Indian is that of 
Mary Austin. Mrs. Austin is married to 
a man who represents the government in 
some capacity down near Death Valley, 
California. He has to do with the Paiutes, 
whose land adjoins that of the Shoshones, 
and Mrs. Austin, who has no friends of 
her own intellectual quality near at hand, 
lives a life there among sage-brush and 
silence which would be solitary were it 
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not for the Indians. To these she is a sort 
of mother. She is present when their 
little brown babies come into the sunny 
world of the Southern desert, she helps 
prepare the old for their burial, she 
dresses the wounds of those who are in- 
jured, she adjudicates certain quarrels, 
and gives advice and help in every way in 
which she may. And she has herself ac- 
quired certain of the habits of the Indian. 
She does not, for example, talk for the 
sake of talking, but bears herself with si- 
lent dignity and speaks only when she has 
a definite thing to say. She does not smile 
idly. Her feelings of sociability refuse to 
express themselves by a continual disturb- 
ance of the facial muscles. Her eyes, 
kind, grave, clear and reticent, look at 
one calmly, making no interrogations, 
bothering one with no personal con- 
fidences. That curious occult lesson of 
the sanctity of the soul has been taught 
her there in the desert among her sad 
people, whom she has tried to bestir into 
activity by encouraging them to keep 
alive their ancient beautiful arts of 
basket weaving and of clay modeling. 
For their craft she endeavors to find a 
market, and she has caused their work to 
be exhibited at places where it is appreci- 
ated, till it has become celebrated, and the 
Indians know that their handicraft is held 
in regard. 

In writing of these people, Mrs. Austin 
endeavors to paint them as they are. She 
tells their tales, which are human tales 
tinctured with the peculiar flavor of 
aloes which is the Indian acrid drink. 
She makes them admirable by telling 
the truth about the best of them, pick- 
ing out the most dignified, or the saddest, 
or the most masterful, even as she would 
do were she writing about the men and 
women of our own race. She does not 
make preposterous claims for these primi- 
tive people, but when she translates their 
love songs, she does it with fine sympathy, 
and presents an impassioned and mystic 
lyric with a spirit not unlike that that 
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Shelley knew when he haunted the per- 
fumed night dreaming of his love. 

Thus the methods of the fine realist, 
applied to the modern Indian, have suc- 
ceeded in producing romance, the genu- 
ineness of which outshines completely 
that spurious romance of the old method. 
The truth, at its best, enters proudly, and 
by the central portal, the fair edifice of 
romance. 


MME. REJANE IN “A DOLL'S HOUSE” 


NE of the failures of last year’s dra- 
matic season was a special perform- 

ance of “A Doll’s House,” inadequately 
interpreted by a company that turned 
subtile development into broad farce, at 
which the audience did not refrain from 
laughing openly. Yet the critics learned 
a lesson from this fiasco: they realized 
that plain talk and naked truth—that 
problems backed by every-day situations 
—are hard to handle except through the 
highest art. There are no dependent ac- 
cessories in Ibsen, no background other 
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than an ordinary living-room. Into “A 
Doll’s House,” emotions, problems, 
causes, effects—all become — evident 


through conversational language. The 
psychology is keen, and so much a part 
of what in Ibsen we term naturalness 
that it is illusive. Nora is a composite 
study—fragments of several types weld- 
ed into concrete form; she is not, strictly 
speaking, a character. What the French 
interpretation will be when Mme. Rejane 
brings the part to America this scason, 
will form interesting comparison with the 
work of Mrs. Fiske, Blanche Bates, and 
others who have acted the same réle. 
None of Ibsen’s plays will stand shallow 
work; there can be no outside posing, 
since Ibsen is the pastmaster in the use of 
inward cause. 


VANSTON, Illinois, has long en- 

joyed a reputation for the life lit- 
erary, but the intensity of this life has 
not been really appreciated until lately. 
The following episode will give some idea 
of the sincerity of this interest, remind- 
ing one, as it does, of the days when war- 
ring factions made the nights of ‘Her- 
nani” violent at the Paris theater. A 
young lady met a young gentleman— 
quite by accident—at the railway station. 
She had a book in her hand, and he in- 
quired what it was. She confessed to a 
belated reading of Frank Stockton’s 
“The Lady or the Tiger.” 

“And which do you think the hero 
chose?” inquired the man. 

“The lady,” promptly responded the 
other. 

“That is what I would expect a woman 
to say!” he retorted. 

“I suppose a woman’s view is entitled 
to as much consideration as a man’s, isn’t 
it?” 

“Not in these circumstances,” retorted 
the other. And he began to say why. 
The young lady was resentful. The man 
grew violent. In the heat of argument 
he—chose the lady. That is to say, he 


WRITERS AND READERS 


slapped her in the face. He was ar- 
rested and fined—and literary discus- 
sions are avoided in public places in 
Evanston just now. The good old Meth- 
odist town may be a little behind the 
times—its gear is not a humming one— 
but it knows what it knows and feels what 
it feels. 


ALTER Savage Landor is suc- 

cecded by a grandson of tastes 
worthy of him, in the person of A. Henry 
Savage Landor, who has written “The 
Gems of the East,” in which he has made 
record of his travels in the Malay Islands. 
Mr. Landor was born at Florence, and 
studied art there and at Julian’s, Paris. 
A journey, casually undertaken, was pur- 
sued with enthusiasm. He visited Japan, 
China, Korea, South Mongolia, Tibet, 
Amcrica, Australia, and the north of Af- 
rica. His appetite for travel grew by 
what it fed on, and in his “In the Forbid- 
den Land” he told strange, scarcely be- 
lievable, tales of his imprisonment and 
torture in Tibet. His is the honest boast 
that he is the first white man to reach 
both sources of the Brahmaputra River. 
He marched with the allicd troops to Pe- 
kin in 1900, and was the first Anglo- 
Saxon to enter “The Forbidden City.” 
London and New York are the cities 
which Mr. Landor docs most affect. 


OHN T. McCutcheon’s cartoons illustra- 

tive of Bird Center have received a 
unique compliment. They have been 
dramatized! This event justifies Mr. 
McCutcheon’s admirers in the opinion 
which they have held that Bird Center 
represented a new idea—a novel after the 
manner of the kinetoscope, so to speak. 
Oddly enough, Mr. W. D. Howells, who 
is ordinarily the first to grasp at a new 
idca and to award applause to the talent- 
ed neophyte, did not respond to this idea, 
and his dissent troubled, to some extent, 
those who had seen in this picture-story 
a charming and original form of serial 
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fiction. The dramatization by Glen Mc- 
Donough of the cartoons is excellent con- 
firmation of the durability and fascina- 
tion of the whimsical delineation of vil- 
lage life. The story has been slightly 
elaborated, but the original charactcris- 
tics of the personages have been retained, 
and the result is a humorous and appeal- 
ing drama of the general type of The 
Old Homestead, but with more delicacy 
of wit and less hackneyed situations. 


MONG the writers who have made a 

locality their own is Mr. Holman 
Day, author of “Up in Maine,” ‘Pine 
Tree Ballads,” and now, but recently, 
“Kin o’ Ktaadn.” This has a very Jap- 
anese sound, but it is, in reality, only 
ultra-Maine, and signifies the kinfolk of 
Mount Katahdin. 

It is a story of the plain people, as 
Abraham Lincoln liked to call them, and 
it has humor, homeliness, and pathos. 
Ordinarily the people cast out their 
prophets—Mr. Cable has never been for- 
given by New Orleans, nor Mr. Kipling 
by the Anglo-Indians—but Mr. Holman 
enjoys much popularity. The school 
children speak his ballads, and the peo- 
ple have taken him into their hearts, and 
rewarded his presentations of their lives 
and environment with their warm regard. 


HE departure from life of George 
Edward Watts has brought into 
print the frank criticisms of the man’s 
work—work which has, for years, been 
the occasion of discussion. He held to 
that class of ideas which M. Taine char- 
acterized long since as distinctly Anglo- 
Saxon—the ideas which comprised both 
ethics and art. These ideas are un- 
fashionable at times, and our own day 
has seen a fierce protest against them. 
Even when they are tolerated in litera- 
ture, they are inveighed against where 
painting and sculpture are concerned. 
The truth is, Mr. Watts had a way of 
looking at life as a whole. His consci- 
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entiousness was not a thing of shreds and 
patches, but it impelled him to live well, 
and to paint well—more yet, it induced 
him to paint in such a manner that the 
observer would know the work to be pro- 
duced by a man of good moral as well as 
good artistic intention. The critics and 
the other artists have chosen to stigma- 
tize this point of view and consistency of 
action as “Middle Victorian,” and they 
employ the words very opprobiously. 
But Mr. Watts had genius, and genius 
will justify even morals. His imagina- 
tion set to work with great subjects. 
Technique was always an incident with 
him. Like the medigzval painter, he put 
himself and his convictions into his work. 
He was a man who believed in inspiration, 
and, in a hurrying time, he had the cour- 
age to wait for it. While other men 
stuck to their studios, he went dreaming. 
They may have thought him a profligate 
with his time, but he had the faith to 
await the larger, more revealing hour. 
Industry, he must have believed, was the 
handmaid, but not the mistress of the 
painter. When his ideas came they had 
significance. This was considered heret- 
ical, and upset the men who had been 
taking lessons from the French, where de- 
votion to art means, and always must 
mean, rather a different thing than it 
does to the Englishman or the American. 
Watts wanted to direct the passions of 
men, their love of beauty, their truant 
thoughts, into the paths where he him- 
self walked with fine dignity and expecta- 
tion of good. He did a great painting, 
gratuitously, for Lincoln’s Inn Fields. 
He wanted to decorate the walls of one 
of the London railway stations, but was 
refused permission by the owners. He 
desired to serve the people; he held a 
monastic view of patience, inspirational 
labor, and service to men. His egotism—- 
all great men are egotists—took the form 
of a sense of responsibility. He trifled 
with nothing—certainly not with his own 
gift. Conduct, on his part, meant, very 
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largely, painting. And in his essentially 
protestant and ethical day, conduct was 
three-fourths of life. He was not satis- 
fied with a visible and material world, but 
endeavored to express by visible and ma- 
terial signs, those feclings, half-shaped 
hopes, vague wonderments and eternal 
questionings which are, to many of us, a 
more vital part of life than bread and 
meat, bed and work, getting and spend- 
ing can ever be. He was a mystic in the 
ancient, not in the pre-Raphaclite sense 
of the word. Mysticism was not with him 
a fashion, but a part of his temperament, 
a fundament of his belicf. He will not 
ever be utterly understood, because mys- 
ticism can speak only in cryptic accents, 
and must be interpreted darkly. But he 
aroused in men both interest and worship, 
and so succeeded in doing what he aimed 
to do. A painter of intense conviction, 
of indomitable determination, of indc- 
pendent imagination, he will impress him- 
self upon all those gencrations to come 
who shall have heed to history, and give 
consideration to the great men of the 
Victorian reign. 


ALIGNANIDS Weekly Messenger, 

the English newspaper which every 
American traveling abroad must have 
scen, has suspended. It appears to have 
expired of old age. It has had many 
distinguished contributors—Byron and 
Thackeray among the rest. It was a 
queer-looking sheet, with cheap, brittle 
paper, wretched type and vile ink, but it 
was eminently respectable, and it stood 
out among the native journals of Paris 
like a prayer-book dropped in a muck 
heap. The Galignanis had a publishing 
business at one time, and about 1821 is- 
sued an edition of Byron. They did much 
to give the poet his popularity with 
Frenchmen of his time. There are fre- 
quent references to them and their jour- 
nal in English books of travel. The 
widened circulation of London and New 
York newspapers on the continent and 
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the increased publication of cable news 
did away with the need of the Messenger. 
It delivered its message with dignity and 
Icisure and died decently, without any 
fuss. 


R. Opie Read has acknowledged 
that he wrote “The Confessions of 
Marguerite,” a book, which for reasons 
unknown, he chose to have published 
anonymously. This is a curious trick for 
an author who has endured much _ pub- 
licity, even to the vignettes and posting 
of the Hearst papers. ‘The Confessions 
of Margucrite” had a somewhat feminine 
quality not altogether to be expected of 
a writer who has understood the dramatic 
qualities of arrant masculinity. 

Mr. Read is a picturesque and curious 
figure. His large frame, carelessly, but 
appropriately clad, his wide-brimmed 
white hat, his easy stroll down the crowd- 
ed city strects, all mark him a man who 
has his ewn way and keeps it. He has 
never made his novel and play writing 
subsidiary to any more certain employ- 
ment, but ventures all on his pen, and 
takes no risk apparently, in so do- 
ing. His royalties keep the wolves far 
from the door and enable Mr. Read to 
indulge his passion for white hats with- 
out stint. As one looks at the width of 
the brim of these hats, one feels the 
wearer knows nothing of the pinch of 
writer’s poverty. They are so wide, so 
free, so splendid, that they suggest, 
somchow, pampas plains and half-broken 
bronchos. It can be surmised that a gen- 
tleman with these tastes does not hobnob 
with the tea-drinkers of Chicago’s “‘Lit- 
tle Room,” that unorganized organi- 
zation of artists, authors and musicians 
who gather in pale twilights in the studio 
of Mr. Ralph Clarkson, and move around 
surreptitiously in the cozy corners fash- 
ioned of Mr. Clarkson’s old Spanish bro- 
cades. Mr. Read would probably be 
tempted to break the china, overset the 
samovar and tear down the old brocades. 


JEROME K. JEROME AND HIS DAUGHTER ROWENA 


Mr. Jerome's new humorous story announced for early publication is to be entitled ** Tommy and Co."" 


“OCTAVE THANET” 


A LITTLE BIOGRAPHY WHICH WILL BE FOLLOWED FROM TIME TO 
TIME BY OTHER SKETCHES OF MEN AND WOMEN 
WHO ARE WRITING TO-DAY 


HEN, a decade ago, some one 
asked “‘Octave Thanet” to state 


where she would like to live, her 
reply was: “Nowhere all the year round.” 
And if you care to make an attempt to 
trace Miss French’s whereabouts you will 
very likely discover that she is living up 
to her declaration. 


Massachusetts, in 1850, and was educated 
at the Abbott Academy in that town, 
though her residence at the beginning of 
that period was Davenport, Iowa, to which 
place her father had gone because of fail- 
ing health—a man of education, and 
keenly appreciative of literature and art. 

Mr. French was de- 


A modern captain of 
industry is not more 
at home anywhere 
than this delightful 
writer of short stories 
—a literary lapidary 
she might well be 
termed, so absolutely 
clean-cut and _bril- 
liant is her work. 
Miss French has been 
complimented by 
pastmasters of the art 
of literary criticism 
for work of a widely 
diversified character. 
She shows a remark- 
able familiarity with 
life in our bustling 
west, as well as with 
that of our less assert- 
ive south. We marvel 
at this, when we con- 


=;  scended from Wil- 
liam French, a colo- 
nial legislator and 
Indian fighter. On 
her maternal grand- 
mother’s side, Miss 
French is descended 
from the Endicotts, 
the Richardsons, the 
Danforths, and other 
historic families of 
New England. Her 
education predis- 
posed Miss French to 
the fascinations of 
economics and_phi- 
losophy,andshe early 
dabbled in matters 
which would have 
warped her nature 
and placed her in the 
ranks of the blue- 
stockings. Happily, 


sider that her birth 
and education is of 
New England. However, the fact that 
fate compelled her to take up residence 
in Iowa, and inclination led her to spend 
a part of the year in the south, accounts 
for those characteristics in her work 
that are reflective of the sections, and which 
might possibly puzzle an unsophisticated 
reader concerning the personality of the 
author. 

Miss French was born at Andover, 
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editors stood between 
the ambitious young 
woman and what would have been a mere 
avocation, and when she turned her atten- 
tion, after polite admonitions, to stories 
which reflected something of her naturally 
sunny disposition and a keen insight into 
human nature, they began to take notice 
of her talents. Little wonder, then, that 
when asked: ‘Who are your heroes in 
real life??? Miss French answered with 
promptness: ‘‘Magazine editors!” 
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It was in 1878, about, that Miss French 
sent her first story in the line of her newly 
realized vocation to Lippincott’s Maga- 
zine, which the editor accepted and for 
which he sent her a check for $42. This 
was “A Communist’s Wife,” and really 
marks the starting-point in Miss French’s 
literary career, which has since largely de- 
voted itself to realistic portraiture. This 
faculty is discernible in an extraordinary 
degrce in those stories founded on her so- 
journs on the plantation at Clover Bend, 
on the Black River of Arkansas. This 
plantation and incidents connected there- 
with have been described with painstak- 
ing exactness in her stories called “Otto 
the Knight,” “Whitsun Harp, Regu- 
lator,”? ‘““Ma’ Bowlin’ ” and ‘The Mort- 
gage on Jeffy.” 

The final critical estimate of “Octave 
Thanct’s” genius will rest on an article of 
thirty pages in the Revue des Deux 
Mondes, written some years ago by Mme. 
Blanc, the gifted French author and critic 
who, in a visit to this country, sought out 
Miss French and formed her acquaintance. 
“It has only been since I have myself 
visited the west and the new south of the 
United States,” wrote Mme. Blane, “that 
I have been able to realize fully the minute 
fidelity in the description of things and 
people which makes each of the short sto- 
ries of ‘Octave Thanet’ a little masterpiece 
of honest and piquant realism. But a 
long time previously, in Paris, without yet 
knowing either their setting or the char- 
acters which had inspired them, I had 
been conscious of the true fineness of what 
these stories gave us; that warm, broad, 
and sincere heartbeat of true human life 
which filled them from one end to the 
other.” No doubt Mme. Blanc was 
amazed, too, at the fact that the ‘Stories 
of a Western Town,” with which she had 
become acquainted in her own far-away 
Paris, were to stand her in stead of a 
guide book when she visited “Octave 
Thanet’s” western preserves. And she was 
delighted, we may well believe, in visiting 
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Alice French at the Black River planta- 
tion to discover how, away off in the land 
of Nowhere, one may live the idyllic life 
and at the same time engage in useful 
pursuits. It was here, as has been said, 
that Miss French gained that intimate 
knowledge of the phase of human nature 
which stands out so vividly in her south- 
ern stories. She is a close observer of peo- 
ple and customs, and anything out of the 
ordinary is sure to attract her attention. 
As an instance of this faculty of observa- 
tion and application, a newspaper para- 
graph concerning the mortgaging of a 
child was the basis of “The Mortgage on 
Jeffy,” one of her most striking produc- 
tions. 

“Octave Thanet’s” personality is of 
that character which appeals to enthusi- 
astic admiration, and she makes friends 
easily by reason of a fusion of quali- 
ties more or less rare in her sex— 
judgment, tact, sympathy, tolerance, 
and tenderness—with true feminine 
fondness for all those things in social 
life which distinguish the gentlewoman. 
Society makes large demands upon her 
time, and whether in Chicago, Indian- 
apolis, Memphis, New York, or Boston, 
Miss French necessarily responds to its 
exactions, so that one wonders how she 
finds time to accomplish her literary 
work. A_ striking phase of “Octave 
Thanet’s” kaleidoscopic quality is the 
possession of a keen sense of the genuine- 
ly humorous, an attribute commonly 
ascribed to the exclusive possession of man 
—humor which “softens with mirth the 
inequalities of existence,” of which we 
have striking proof in the testimony of 
one of her intimate acquaintances: “It is 
impossible to convey in words the impres- 
sion she makes upon one; her humor and 
pathos are both elusive, and exist largely 
in her personality and manner. One can 
no more catch and cage them for inspec- 
tion than one can cage the fragrance of 
wild grape blossoms in spring, or the rol- 
licking ‘chink’ of the bobolink, rioting in 
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June meadows. To get an epitome of her 
qualities, one should have seen her, of a 
summer evening, clad as Mrs. Jarley, cov- 
ered with decorations from every crowned 
head in the world—all carefully pur- 
chased at Siegel-Cooper’s—and reading 
testimonials, local and otherwise, to the 
value of her waxworks, when her voice was 
not utterly drowned by the shouts and 
screams of laughter from her audience. 
The point of this will be appreciated when 
I say that the audience was largely com- 
posed of factory girls from New York 
City, and the performance was Miss 
French’s way of adding to their pleasure 
during their vacation.” 

Alice French belongs to a long list of 
women’s clubs in various parts of the 
country as well as to the Women’s Indus- 
trial and Educational Union of Boston, 
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the classification of which Miss French 
passes up as a companion problem to that 
which has to do with the age of Ann. 

For the most part, the books published 
by Miss French consist of short stories, 
many of which have appeared in the 
magazines. The complete list would be a 
long one. She has, however, published 
nine volumes, as follows: “Knitters of the . 
Sun” (1887—Houghton, Mifflin & Co.); 
“Expiation” (1890—Scribners) ; ‘Otto 
the Knight”? (1893—Houghton, Mifflin 
& Co.); “Stories of a Western Town” 
(1898—Scribners); “An Adventure in 
Photography” (1893—Scribners) ; “The 
Missionary Sheriff” (189'/—Harpers) ; 
“A Book of True Lovers” (1898—Mc- 
Clure); “The Heart of Toil” (1898— 
Scribners) ; “A Slave to Duty” (1900— 
H. S. Stone & Co.), 


A MODERN ADVANTAGE 
By Charlotte Becker 


NE morning, when the sun shone bright 
And all the earth was fair, 
I met a little city child, 
’ Whose ravings rent the air. 


“T lucidly can penetrate 
“The Which,” I heard him say,— 
“The How is, wonderfully, come 
To clear the limpid way. 


“The sentence, rarely, rose and fell 
From ceiling to the floor; 
Her words were spotlessly arranged, 
She gave me, strangely, more.” 


“What troubles you, my little man?” 
I dared to ask him then,— 
He fixed me with a subtile stare, 
And said, “Most clearly, when 


‘You see I’m occupied, it’s rude 
To question of my aims— 
I’m going to the adverb school 
Of Mr. Henry James!” 


THE READER’S STUDY 


Will D. Howe, Editor 


In this number of the magazine we invite our friends to Tue Reaper’s Srupy, a depart- 
ment where we hope we may have an earnest and unbiased consideration of literary 
matters. To select periods and phases, to portray representative men and characteristic 
literary forms, to discuss these in a manner which will appear sane, interesting and 
authoritative, to lift a little the range of vision, to encourage an interest broader and 
deeper than that merely of the passing moment, to give glimpses of the great truth 
that quickens literature—this is the high aim of those who wish success to THe READER’s 
Srupy. Many of the ablest of American critics will contribute from time to time to this 
department, which will appeal, we trust, to all who love literature as the lasting record 
of the thoughts and deeds of men and women. The first series of articles will deal with 
American literature—its beginnings, its great men and its distinguishing characteristics. 


AMERICAN LITERATURE 


NY discussion of American literature 
begins naturally with certain trite 
statements as to the length of its 

continuance, its lack of great world- 
writers and its dependence upon the lit- 
erature of the mother country. None of 
these statements can be gainsaid and yet, 
in the three centuries which have seen a 
dozen generations pass upon this conti- 
nent, men have lived and wrought with 
words that have carried deep meaning 
to those that read. Very humbly must 
we stand in the presence of a litera- 
ture that spans ten centuries, from 
Alfred to Tennyson, or of Germany 


with her Goethe, Italy with her Dante 
six centuries ago, or Spain with her 
Cervantes and Calderon. Nay, rather, 
we are grateful for this heritage, thank- 
ful that our literature is not entirely 
distinct from that of Old England and 
proud that with the new Republic there 
should be born a new literature, nurtured 
in the ideals of a free land, grown to 
older years full of promise and hope. 
Those early babblings will possess an 
abiding interest for all Americans, who 
will more and more learn to admire and 
love the early struggles of settlement, the 
first attempts at prose and verse, our 
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highest ideals of freedom and unselfish 
devotion to country, our mountains, riv- 
ers, plains, our life and literature. 

In treating our literature, then, we shall 
assume the position not that we have pro- 
duced a literature greater or less great 
than that of another country, but that 
from our first days we have a worthy ex- 
pression of our country’s life, which at 
first was crude but has always been ascend- 
ing and not descending. In other words, 
the literary expression of our people has 
always been inspired by the American 
ideals. 

English literature opens with a hymn 
of praise. Cacdmon sings of the great 
Keeper of heaven, the glory Father, the 
almighty Lord. As we follow the line 
down the twelve centuries since that 
first call, we find the same reverence and 
faith. So, William Bradford, our first 
historian of New England, writes of the 
Pilgrims landing on the eleventh of Novem- 
ber, 1620, “Being now passed the vast 
ocean and a sea of troubles, before their 
preparation unto further proceedings as 
to seek out a place for habitation, they 
fell down upon their knees and blessed 
the Lord, the God of heaven who had 
brought them over the vast and furious 
ocean and delivered them from all perils 
and miseries thereof again to set their feet 
on the firm and stable earth, their proper 
element.” This first note is truly a fitting 
start for a people “freighted” as Edward 
Everett says, “with the destinies of cen- 
turies.” 

We often forget what these Puritans 
and Cavaliers left behind them in the 
England of the seventeenth century. 
The Elizabethan Era was shining with 
splendor. Shakespeare had proved that a 
drama that had come from the people 
might, without adhering to classical 
forms, express all the complex feelings of 
living men and women; he had taught a 
new patriotism in awakening an interest 
in the story of the past. Spenser in musi- 
cal verse enshrined the legends of knights 
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and ladies, preaching therein the stern 
lessons of Puritanism. Richard Hooker 
set forth in lofty prose his principles of 
church polity, and Francis Bacon turned 
the world from its medieval conception 
of science founded on tradition and super- 
stition to a new science based upon reason 
and experiment. Moreover, all the land 
was alive to the possibilities of the world 
of which they began to feel themselves a 
part. From Queen Elizabeth to the hum- 
blest subject, the people wished to know 
of other lands, other things and more of 
themselves. Not the age of Pericles, the 
era of Augustus, the great dawn of the 
Italian renaissance—none of these sur- 
passed in spontaniety and brilliancy the 
epoch that was just drawing to a close 
when Smith, Bradford and Winthrop and 
their fellows weathered the storms of the 
Atlantic and founded the new Republic. 
Such were the immediate surroundings of 
the men whom we now like to own as our 
forebears, our first pioneers. 

It is not our purpose to note in 
detail the differences in those two settle- 
ments—Virginia in 1607 and New Eng- 
land in 1620. Suffice it to say that the 
Southern consisted, generally speaking, 
of the Cavaliers, and that their settlements 
were the manor house and the plantation. 
Providence seems to have favored them, 
for with the wide valleys of Virginia and 
the fair climate, they were able to ascend 
the stream, acquire large tracts of land, 
and live in comparative luxury. Their 
apparently less fortunate brethren who 
touched the bleak northern coast were 
compelled to fight their way inch by inch 
over the hills back into the forest. Their 
life fostered the community spirit, set up 
the meeting-house and made possible the 
successful struggle for religious tolera- 
tion and a war of civil liberty. 

However different these settlements 
were, all the colonists became American 
and began to work out the problems of 
the new country, proving to the world 
that the American spirit could perform 
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wonders in welding together peoples who 
were radically so dissimilar. 

In the midst of the building of houses, 
the sowing of seed and harvest of crops, 
the repelling attacks of Indians, the quell- 
ing of insurrections, these people wrote 
down accounts of their life and country, 
and these books have a vital interest. 
They are not distinguished by literary 
excellence, but they are full of the red 
blood of life, and pulsate with earnest 
purpose, curious endeavor and sincerity. 
It is not the wonder that there are not 
more books,—rather are we astonished at, 
the complete records of well nigh all the 
phases of colonial existence. They lack 
the graces of Jeremy Taylor, the dignity 
of Milton, the versatility of Dryden, but 
to such men as these the divine call did 
not come bidding them join in the strug- 
gle for religious freedom or to seek riches 
and adventure across the sea. 

The first period of our national litera- 
ture covers the years of our colonial ex- 
istence (1607-1765). In these one hun- 
dred and sixty years, perhaps a dozen 
figures stand out more or less boldly as 
distinguished among their fellows. 

It is not strange that the first book is 
the work of the chivalrous young John 
Smith. England had other such heroes 
who were at once bookmen, swordsmen, 
sailors and courtiers—Sidney, Bacon, 
Raleigh—but she could not have sent to 
us a more daring, more ambitious and 
more boastful adventurer than this young 
man of twenty-seven, verily a knight 
picked from the early romances. No one 
is surprised that such a hero should forth- 
with rush into print with bragging and 
exaggerated accounts of bold deeds and 
wonderful exploits. Captain Smith sent 
his first book across the sea in June, 1608, 
and later in that same year from a little 
book shop in London, “A True Relation 
of Such Occurrences and Accidents of 
Note as hath Happened in Virginia,” 
started on its journey to tell the people 
of the wonders of the New World. This 
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volume describes the voyage, the first 
meetings with the Indians, the various 
Indian attacks, the exploration of the 
James River, and narrates the incidents 
of Smith’s capture and subsequent re- 
lease. The style does not show the skilful 
handling of detail of Defoe, or the elo- 
quence of Macaulay, but it is pure Eng- 
lish. Smith looked at things and could 
describe and narrate them with pictu- 
resqueness. Smith is no artist but simply 
sent his budget of news back to the Vir- 
ginia Company, highly spiced, perhaps, 
but yet absolutely clear and intelligible 
to everybody. 

Mention must be made of one other of 
the early Virginian writers. In 1660 Wil- 
liam Strachey sent to England “A True 
Reportory of the Wrack and Redemp- 
tion of Sir Thomas Gates, Kt., upon and 
from the islands of the Bermudas, had 
coming to Virginia,” etc. For eleven 
months the little band of colonists breasted 
the fury of the sea, experienced all the 
horrors of expected death, were driven 
upon the rocks of the Bermudas and there 
made from the pieces of the wrecked ship 
two pinnaces in which they reached Vir- 
ginia. We may believe that this picture 
of the awfulness of a storm at sea, the 
blackness of the heavens, the horror on 
the faces of those at death’s door, and 
the gratitude to a Father that brought 
his people to a fair haven did not fade at 
once from the mind of Shakespeare, and 
that under its inspiration he wrote the 
“Tempest.” We can fancy how the Eng- 
lish of that day awaited breathlessly a new 
story from America or applauded the 
conception of the barbarian of the forest 
in the character of Caliban. 

Captain Smith and William Strachey 
fairly represent the writers of Virginia 
and the South of colonial days. New 
England, with its greater earnestness and 
the determination of its people to abide 
in the country and work together toward 
a common purpose, naturally became the 
vital center of our first literature. That 
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such should be true will be observed by 
any one who notes the difference between 
the Virginian and the New England set- 
tlements. 

In approaching the writings of New 
England, we are impressed with the vari- 
ety of the product. It is all serious, stern, 
severe, yet in form it varies from the his- 
torical accounts of Bradford, Winslow, 
Winthrop, the descriptions of nature and 
people of Francis Higginson, Wood, Jos- 
selyn, to the Calvinistic teachings and 
homilies of Hooker, Cotton, Bulkley, the 
Mathers, Roger Williams, the crude at- 
tempts at verse of the Bay Psalm Book, 
Anne Bradstreet, Michael Wigglesworth, 
almanacs, diaries, journals, all culminat- 
ing in the really splendid work of Jona- 
than Edwards and Benjamin Franklin. 

We may give the prominence, at least 
the priority to the annalists. The first ac- 
counts by William Bradford describe the 
sensations of the Pilgrims landing in 1620 
and continue to tell the events of the 
years to 1657, during which Bradford 
served almost continuously as Governor 
of the Plymouth Colony. The history of 
this precious manuscript from the South 
Church, Boston, to its discovery in Eng- 
land in the middle of the last century and 
its return to America in 1897 is but an- 
other evidence of the good-will now ex- 
isting between Old England and New 
England. One reads this work of Brad- 
ford and his continuator, Winslow, with 
a kind of reverence. The prose, noble in 
places, impresses one with the sincerity 
and candor of the writer. Bradford did 
not write as the modern philosophical his- 
torian, yet he tried to get a proper per- 
spective for his work and to set down 
that which represented the spirit of his 
time. Passages like the following attest 
kinship with the solemn and stately peri- 
ods of Thomas Browne: 

“So they lefte that goodly and pleasant 
citie, which had been their resting place 
near twelve years; but they knew they 
were pilgrims and looked not much on 
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those things, but lift up their eyes to the 
heavens, their dearest countrie and quieted 
their spirits.” 

Besides being an executive, Bradford 
was a scholar and wrote a prose surpris- 
ingly free from the crudeness and awk- 
wardness of his time. His history is grave 
and wonderfully impressive, and certainly 
bears some of the qualities that have char- 
acterized the best American prose since 
his day—a manly directness, a sense of 
justice and a clear note of independence. 

On Easter Monday, March 29, 1630, 
John Winthrop put out to sea and almost 
simultaneously began his journal. Win- 
throp is usually serious and looks upon 
the least happenings as the works of the 
Lord, trusting in miraculous escapes and 
appearances, but he recorded faithfully 
the incidents of the voyage, the court 
sessions, the fast days, the health of the 
people, little bits of gossip, mingled now 
and then with scraps of superstition 
that show the character of the writer. 
“But it was an evident judgment of God 
upon them for they were wicked per- 
sons,” explains many a strange event. 

Monday 24, * * *® “So we heard 
the company was in health in the Jewel, 
but that two passengers were dead in the 
Ambrose and one other cow.” 

“A cow died at Plymouth and a goat 
at Boston, with eating Indian corn. M. 
Rossiter, one of the assistants, died.” 

From the pages of Bradford, Winslow, 
and Winthrop, the reader may find relief 
in the “New England Rareties” of John 
Jossclyn or the “New England’s Pros- 
pect,” by William Wood. Many beside 
Longfellow have laughed at the inquisi- 
tive scientist Josselyn, who, while poking 
about in the wood to find new things, 
came across the wasps’ nest. “I wandered 
till I chanced to spy a fruit, as I thought, 
like a pineapple plated with scales. It 
was as big as the crown of a woman’s hat. 
I made bold to step unto it. * * * 
By the time I was come into the house 
they hardly knew me but by. my gar- 
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ments.” This tells the story. The temp- 
tation to quote from these two books is 
strong. They are interesting because so 
frank and naive. There are many crude 
passages, and yet the authors sometimes 
describe in pleasing prose, objects or 
scenes of the great wild country and un- 
wittingly attest to the fact that nature 
must have been very wonderful and im- 
pressive to many of these pilgrims. 

The inscription on the gate of Har- 
vard College is evidence of the need of the 
minister in the New England community. 
It is not strange then that the list of our 
first writers comprises names of so many 
of the clergy. Thomas Hooker, Thomas 
Shepard, John Cotton, Peter Bulkley, 
forefather of Emerson, Roger Williams, 
Nathaniel Ward, Jonathan Edwards and 
four Mathers, Richard, Increase, Cotton, 
Samuel, whose lives extended in direct line 
from 1596 to 1785. Because these men 
were not only ministers and writers but 
often fighters, orators, statesmen as well, 
and were closely connected with the varied 
life of New England, it would be impos- 
sible to interpret their life and influence 
in small compass. They frankly believed 
that they had the only true light, and 
therefore the only true doctrine. They 
believed earnestly in the letter of the law 
and in Providence, and were frequently 
as intolerant toward each other as had 
been their persecutors in England. 

Of the group just named, Nathaniel 
Ward certainly has the palm for eccen- 
tricity in his book published in 1647. 


“The Simple Cobbler of Aggawam 
willing 

To help ’mend his Native Country, la- 
mentably tattered, both in upper leather 
and sole, with all the honest stitches he 
can take. 

And as willing never to be paid for his 
work, by old English wonted pay. 

It is his trade to patch all the 
year long, gratis. 
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Therefore I pray Gentlemen keep your 
purses. 
By Theodore de la Gard 
London. 
Printed by J. D. and R. I. Stephen 
Bowtell, at the sign of the 
Bible in Popes Head Alley,—1647.” 


One of the features of the book is an 
attack upon the talk and dress of women. 
He must have been well informed in his 
charges, for he frankly states: ‘I have 
been a solitary widdower almost twelve 
years purposed lately to make a step over 
to my native country for a yoke-fellow: 
but when I consider how women there 
have trip-wived themselves with their 
cladments, I have no heart to the voyage, 
least their nauseous shapes and the sea, 
should work too sorely upon my stomach.” 
Unlike Chaucer, who seems to have re- 
pented for harsh things he had said about 
women, Ward adds: “I have written what 


‘I write with all the indignation I can, and 


no more than I ought.” Despite the pre- 
vailing drollery and foolish cynicism of 
Ward’s book, it shows that the man does 
not fear to speak out what he believes and 
that he has real hatred for snobbery and 
hypocrisy. 

In some respects the greatest man in 
the New England of the Colonial period 
was Roger Williams. The comparison has 
somctimes been made between him and 
Milton. Williams was born in 1607, Mil- 
ton in 1608. In education, style of writ- 
ing, strength of conviction, independence 
of thinking, they have many points in 
common. Though much reviled in his 
day, Roger Williams has continued to 
grow in fame. Williams wrote much, his 
most powerful work being, “The Bloody 
Tenet of Persecution for Cause of Con- 
science” (1644). But more than a clear, 
logical and convincing writer, Williams 
was a man with real human sympathy. 
He was no hypocrite or flatterer. He ap- 
preciated the failings of the weak and 
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yet stood for all that was clean, honest 
and magnanimous. 

The great family of Mathers extended 
in unbroken line for almost two centuries, 
the lives of Richard, Increase, Cotton and 
Samuel reaching from a time coincident 
with the early years of Shakespeare’s ac- 
tive work almost down to the dawn of the 
nineteenth century. American history can 
show no parallel to this family, so remark- 
able for industry, learning, and _ prolific 
authorship. Cotton was the greatest of 
the family in precocity and in authorship, 
having to his credit three hundred and 
eighty-three separate writings published 
during his lifetime. And besides the con- 
tinuous bookmaking, he seems to have ob- 
served some fast or other religious service 
for almost every hour of the day. Cotton 
Mather and his best known work, ‘“‘Mag- 
nalia,” are excellent types of the seven- 
teenth century scholasticism. 

Before passing to the most salient fig- 
ures of the closing years of Colonial New 
England, we should make the acquaint- 
ance of some of those who worshiped at 
the shrine of the muses. Indeed, the re- 
ward is small to one who seeks among 
these early writers for some strong poetic 
thought or line. It is hard to find. Offer 
any explanation which may please, the 
truth remains that the America of the 
seventeenth and eighteenth centuries gave 
to the world no true poetry. Only the 
curio-hunter is happy when he comes 
across the Bay Psalm Book, the first book 
ever printed in America (1640), the 
“Four Seasons, Four Elements, Four Hu- 
mours,” and miscellancous poems of Anne 
Bradstreet and the “Day of Doom,” of 
Michael Wigglesworth. For the curious 
we quote the version made by Eliot and 
Mather in the Psalm Book of the fifty- 
first Psalm— 


“Create in me cleane heart at last 
God: a right spirit in me new make. 
Nor from thy presence quite me cast, 
thy holy spright not from me take. 
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Me thy salvation’s joy restore, 

and stay with thy spirit free. 

I will transgressors teach thy love, 
and sinners shall be turned to thee.” 


Do we regret that they wrote so little? 

Much of what Anne Bradstreet writes 
is personal, telling of her children, her 
love of them, her rambles in the woods 
and along the Merrimac. 


“T Had eight birds hatcht in one nest, 

‘Four Cocks there were, and Hens the 
rest, 

“TI nurst them up with paine and care 

“Nor cost, nor labour did I spare, 

“Till at the last they felt their wing, 
“Mounted the Trees and learned to sing: 
* * * * * * 

“One to the Academy flew 
“To chat among the learned crew; 

* * * * * * 
‘““My fifth, whose down is yet scarce gone 
“Is ’mongst the shrubs and bushes flown, 
“And as his wings increase in strength, 
“On higher boughs he’l perch at length. 
“My other three, still with me nest, 
“Untill they’re grown, then as the rest 
“Or here or there, they’l take their flight 
‘‘As is ordain’d, so shall they light.” 


Auspicious beginning of American po- 
etry! And yet Mrs. Bradstreet, our first 
poet, numbers among her descendants, 
William E. Channing, R. H. Dana, 
Oliver W. Holmes, Wendell Phillips. 

No verse was more popular in New 
England than Michael Wigglesworth’s 
“Day of Doom,” published in 1662. The 
poem is medieval in its grotesquencss. 
It describes briskly and picturesquely the 
awakening of the sleeping sinners, the ap- 
pearance of Christ, the Judge, the rising 
of the dead from their graves, the parting 
of the sheep and goats, and the final con- 
flagration. 


“Then might you hear them rend and tear 
“The air with their outcries; 
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“The hideous noise of their sad voice 

‘“Ascendeth to the skies. 

- “They wring their hands, their caitiff 
hands, 

“And gnash their teeth for terror; 

‘*They cry, they roar, for anguish sore, 

“And gnaw their tongues for horror.” 


And so on for two hundred and twenty- 
four stanzas. No reader needs to be told 
that this is mere doggerel with plenty of 
fire and brimstone. 

This review may close in no more fitting 
manner than by the mention of two names 
typical of the two periods meeting in the 
eightcenth century—Jonathan Edwards 
and Benjamin Franklin. Both are men of 
whom any nation might be proud. As a 
profound and original thinker, Edwards, 
though living in the eighteenth century, 
has not been excelled by any American. 
Born in 1708, he graduated at Yale in 
1720, became pastor, missionary, and 
finally was installed as president of the 
College of New Jersey in the year of his 
death, 1758. Like fiction runs the story 
of his precocious youth, his intellectual 
encounters with his boy friends, his in- 
sight into spiritual things. At twenty- 
four he has the mind of a mature man 
and plays with subjects that tax the pro- 
foundest intellects. It is remarkable to 
find among the casuistry and quibbling 
of the early writers the work of the great 
mind. In the work of Edwards we ap- 
proach more nearly to a fine poctic prose 
than in any of the writings before 1800. 
His description of Sarah Pierrpont, his 
graphic pictures of the beauty of the 
world, the image of the Creator, have 
real power. 

Connecticut produced Edwards and 
educated him, Massachusetts brought 
forth Franklin and sent him out early 
into the world. One was mystical, pro- 
found, logical, metaphysical; the other 
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practical, shrewd, inventive, scientific. 
Edwards was trained in the languages, 
history and philosophy of the past; 
Franklin was nurtured in the society, 
travel, and diplomacy of the present. The 
former might have been the companion of 
St. Augustine, Calvin, Locke, Berkeley; 
the latter would have been in good fellow- 
ship with Defoe, Johnson, Frederick the 
Great, Voltaire. 

Franklin’s life, typically an American 
career, is familar to the schoolboy. He 
was a great, versatile man—inventor, 
writer, diplomat, statesman, always awake 
to the conditions and needs of his day. 
He looked not back for his inspiration 
and culture but into the future with its 
hope and promise. As a writer, Franklin 
began the line of those who with Lincoln 
and Grant as prominent examples have 
said things in clear and simple English 
speech. His Autobiography is not only 
one of the American classics, but a world 
classic, telling in plain, unostentatious 
fashion the life of a great soul. 

We have now briefly sketched the lit- 
erary development during the first period 
of national existence. It is true that these 
are but beginnings, that there are only 
two or three names whom we may call 
really world characters, that there are no 
original literary forms, and yet a litera- 
ture that opens with the racy accounts 
of John Smith, the dramatic scenes of 
Strachey, the impressive annals of Brad- 
ford and Winslow, the graphic sketches 
of Winthrop, the independent arguments 
of Roger Williams, the profound thought 
of Edwards and the simple directness of 
Franklin—has a beginning not altogether 
to be despised. So far we have found no 
poetry, no drama, no novels, but what has 
been written shows that men of America 
were mightily in earnest, that they did 
things and told about them, though the 
telling may be blundering and awkward. 


RACHEL 


MARR 

BY MORLEY ROBERTS 
HOSE who like serious—this does not 
mean stupid—fiction will like ‘Rachel 
Marr.” It is distinctly a story of to-day, in 
a small English village, and it deals frank- 
ly and openly, undisguisedly and _persist- 
ently with the sex question. This is not say- 
ing that it is a problem novel—for it is not; 
there is no specific problem proposed, or 
speciously settled. It deals with the great 
universal question of sex; not with divorce, 
nor with the woman with a past; but with 
the impulses of all women and all men, and 
it deals with them in the big manner, sanely 

and humanly. 

Specifically it shows the growth of the 
body, the mind, the love, the soul of Rachel 
Marr, who, in the beginning, is a perfectly 
pure and innocent young girl, though in- 
heriting a curiously passionate nature. The 
first knowledge of sex and sin, brought to 
her through a village girl, comes with so 
terrible a shock to. Rachel that it over- 
throws her entire personality. Soon she 
realizes the sex attraction, and that it ex- 
ists between her and Anthony Perran—an- 
other shock, but one which enables her to 
find herself. Though knowing his love for 
Rachel, Anthony, on account of a Puritan 
conscience, persists in marrying a woman 
to whom he has long been betrothed. Trag- 
edy, soul-rending, without physical sinning, 
ensues till the end. There are, of course, 
other characters, and there is much violent 
action; but all tends to one thing—the de- 
velopment of Rachel. 

Not a cheerful story! No. But it is ex- 
tremely powerful, and so well written that 
it is beautiful, not depressing. Nothing 
outside of Hardy is better in its descrip- 
tions of nature and the influence of nature 
on man. Mr. Robert’s style is elaborate and 


REVIEWS 


picturesque, though it is occasionally too 
lyrical for good prose. But, despite certain 
faults (notably the one of too great 
length), and whether one cares, or not, for 
this sort of work, the final judgment must 
be that “Rachel Marr” is a real book; that 
it contains real literature. 


L. C. Page & Company, Boston 
Price $1.50 


A MEDIAEVAL PRINCESS 
BY RUTH PUTNAM 

|* is a bold, high-colored page of history 

that confronts us in “A Medieval Prin- 
cess,’ the story of Jacqueline or “Dame 
Jake,” last Daughter of Holland, last in- 
dependent sovereign of the kingdoms of 
Holland, Zealand and Hainut. Around the 
short, eager, ineffectual life of this fifteenth 
century girl much of European pomp and 
pageantry gathered. Miss Putnam thor- 
oughly knows her subject and she writes as 
one uttering the final word. Her point of 
view is more than ordinarily interesting. It 
is frankly feminine, and for that reason 
possesses distinctive charm. It reminds one 
of the Honorable Emily Lawless’s recent 
biography of her countrywoman, Maria 
Edgeworth. Like Miss Lawless, Miss Put- 
nam has turned her attention to the little 
things, so called, that masculine biographers 
and historians seem not to account worth 
noting. And so she gives us those intimate 
and personal details that make all the dif- 
ference between a costume sketch and a 
likeness. Her portrait is very, very human. 

She has touched ground as yet neglected. 
There has been no dearth of literature on 
Jacqueline’s contemporary, Jeanne d’Arc, 
but about Jacqueline almost nothing has 
been written. The peasant has fared royal- 
ly, the princess meanly. And while the 
princess did no one deed that can challenge 
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comparison with the peasant’s glory, she 
had a stressful, pathetic life that in the long 
gallery of Time merits its niche. 

It was surely ill-luck to have been born 
at an hour when the preservation of king- 
doms demanded in royal houses the efface- 
ment of every personal preference. Before 
Jacqueline could walk alone the subject of 
her marriage was under discussion. Before 
she was five she was formally betrothed to 
the nine-year old son of mad Charles VI of 
France. Four years later the wedding took 
place, but it was not long until the youthful 
bridegroom died—the ‘‘weeks of white 
bread,” as the honeymoon was called, were 
scarcely over. Soon Jacqueline’s father, 
Count William, died also. Quickly the 
wolves of kinsfolk, eager to devour her 
patrimony, closed in about her, Philip of 
Burgundy leading, John the Pitiless, lend- 
ing aid. Rich in titles, Jacqueline, now 
Duchess of Touraine, was poor in every- 
thing else unless it was in the number of 
her husbands, no one of whom could defend 
her inheritance. In the effort to do so she 
rode at the head of her army, but the effort 
was of no avail. What wonder that driven 
to bay, she retaliated fiercely, even cruelly? 

There are many quaint, many appealing 
touches in this narrative. Jacqueline could 
hardly have been lovable; the set, narrow 
eyes and the thin, masterful lip revealed in 
Van Eyck’s painting of her check our sym- 
pathy. But in an age of strife and faction 
and amid an atmosphere of intrigue, mys- 
tery and poison, lovableness does not find 
the best nourishment. Jacqueline’s humble 
folk were true to her and they could not 
have been wholly blind. This careful study 
of a minor Mary Queen of Scots should in- 
terest all who like the by-ways of history 
and the dim, dusty cloisters of libraries. It 
comes chastely bound and richly illustrated 
with reproductions of missals and etchings. 


G. P. Putnam’s Sons, New York 
Price $2.25 net 


THE DIARY OF A MUSICIAN 
BY DOLORES M. BACON 
WtDEle varying verdicts will be 
passed on “The Diary of a Musi- 
cian.” “Fascinating,” many will pronounce 
it, “utterly crazy,” it will prove to others. 
And yet the two opinions are by no means 
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irreconcilable. The heart of a genius throbs 
in it to the wild measures of the czardas. It 
is an intimate revelation in passionate, 
abrupt, naive phrases, of an artistic tem- 
perament, of all temperaments the most at- 
tractive, and the one that most often ap- 
proaches insanity. This young Bohemian, 
who fiddles his way from swine herding to 
fame and fortune, does not draw a sane, 
normal breath: he eats, drinks, sleeps, 
walks, composes, plays in a frenzy. The 
world forgives his ravings, his infidelities, 
his ingratitudes; it forgives, and more, it 
adores, for the notes that he draws from his 
violin are golden notes. 

Few real diaries are so steadily interest- 
ing as Madame Bacon has made this one of 
Xx The reader will hardly find fault 
with it on that account. If X writes 
rather too brilliantly and effectively for a 
Hungarian peasant’s son, his journal is all 
the better reading. The pages bristle with 
exclamation points. X longs to go to 
Prague to study, but the most that his father 
could promise him was “Sometime, per- 
haps.” He puts his longings into a tune 
that “marches straight on to Prague, some- 
time, some-time, some-time, da, da.”” There 
is no “perhaps” in the march! 

The book has humor in plenty. The en- 


_ tries in which the boy describes his care of 


his father’s swine are deliciously humorous 
despite the pathos between the lines. He 
writes: “I help feed the swine. I chop 
wood. I am sick.” Was ever logic sim- 
pler or more incontrovertible? But after 
it is decided that he shall go to Prague, 
his pen exclaims rapturously, “Little pink 
pigs that shall carry me to Prague! I 
shall write an idyl to little pink pigs, and 
the old sows shall have a Schlummerlied.” 

The life of X in the great world of 
music and fashion is the characteristic life 
of a man of utter irresponsibility and un- 
checked indulgence. The book strikingly 
illustrates the declaration of George Ber- 
nard Shaw that toward women artists are 
perfectly conscienceless, using them as 
emotional stimulus, nothing more. X 
considered no one but himself in his suc- 
cessive infatuations, now with a countess, 
now with a peasant girl. He met, loved 
and remorselessly cast away the object of 
his love. Yet he was tenderly affectionate 
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with children and was exalted to the sev- 
enth heaven when he learned that he had a 
daughter, although for the life of him he 
could not recall her mother! He was any- 
thing but manly, but he was precisely what 
Madame Bacon has drawn him, a genius, 
an abnormality, capable of no real love for 
anybody or anything on earth but his art. 

This study of a neurotic, impatient, gift- 
ed nature is bound to offend many, all in 
fact who demand that in every book the 
moral standard shall be positively present- 
ed. But those who accept it as a frank, 
full, unapologetic portrait, must grant its 
intense fidelity and its literary grace. We 
are not called on to take X as a hero. 
To recognize the truth of his extravagant, 
reckless story is not necessarily to applaud 
his conduct. 

Throughout, Madame Bacon is gratify- 
ingly correct in all matters of musical de- 
tail, a field in which so many writers, even 
famous ones, have blundered. Her strokes 
of satire on American lion-hunters, whom 
x encountered when he went touring 
to ‘New York America,” are keen to biting. 
The book is novel and it is clever. More 
women than men will like it since women 
are more given to introspection, soul-analy- 
sis and sentiment. Obviously, it is not for 
young people. 

Henry Holt & Company, New York 
Price $1.50 


EMILE ZOLA, NOVELIST AND 
REFORMER 
BY ERNEST ALFRED VIZETELLY 

T is not unfitting that something on the 

subject of Emile Zola should be written 
for English readers by a Vizetelly; it is es- 
pecially appropriate that Mr. E. A. Vize- 
telly, who was so closely associated with the 
later years of the Frenchman’s life, should 
be the writer. Through the Vizetellys, 
Zola became known to England—garbled, 
it is true; maimed, vulgarized and other- 
wise adapted to the demands of English 
modesty beyond accurate understanding 
or just criticism; but at least brought to the 
attention of English readers, who could 
thereafter inform themselves fully or speak 
ignorantly and without truth. That the 
great British public chose the latter course 
was natural enough: Englishmen have ever 
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covered their eyes with their hands in the 
face of truth. But they have peeped 
through their fingers. It is for this reason 
that Mr. Vizetelly’s book is of peculiar sig- 
nificance now, when the tide has turned and 
M. Zola is being disclosed and not envel- 
oped by a wave of popular interest. 

Mr. Vizetelly was in a position to com- 
mand readers, whatever he wrote about 
Zola. He chose to appeal to the popular 
taste rather than to a permanent audience; 
his book is neither exhaustive biography 
nor discerning criticism, but rather mere 
chatty chronicle and comment, written in a 
refined newspaper style, easy to read, of in- 
terest for the entirely personal attitude 
taken toward the subject and valuable as 
an estimate of the words of Zola by one 
thoroughly familiar with the matter of 
which he writes. A sense of humor would 
have prevented certain exaggerations of ex- 
pression, more impersonality would have 
lent the book a greater permanent value 
and perhaps even unity. But nothing 
could have added much to the curious 
charm of the work nor have improved the 
excellent sources from which the facts are 
taken. 

It is doubtful, however, if Mr. Vizetelly, 
for all his acquaintanceship with the man, 
has reached a just estimate of his works. 
He classifies Zola as novelist and reformer, 
and claims a certain immortality for him 
in both fields. Yet it is plain that if the 
evils which Zola describes are reformed by 
being pictured, the pictures will preserve 
only the curious interest attaching to mat- 
ters which have ceased to exist. On the 
other hand, if, as is much more probable, 
Zola’s descriptions of life in France under 
the third emperor partake of the character- 
istics of life everywhere and for all time, 
he is a novelist and not a reformer. 

Whether there is immortality for him in 
either case is a question. The dual réle 
which he did indeed adopt will be more 
likely to prove his undoing than the dis- 
tinction which his commentator believes it. 
To accomplish both ends he was put to the 
adoption of a peculiatly unreal and uncon- 
vincing method of handling his characters: 
to emphasize the importance of certain in- 
fluences and tendencies, he exhibited men 
and women dominated throughout their 
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lives by a few motives that might have con- 
trolled periods, but scarcely an entire hu- 
man existence. For the same purpose he 
deprived some of his figures of essential 
human qualities, attaining an average by 
creating other persons to supply the whole 
with the characteristics lacking in his cen- 
tral figures. In this way his examples be- 
came exceptions, and the power which Mr. 
Vizetelly holds that he exercised by an ap- 
peal to the individual was vitiated through 
the very minute devotion to detail which 
was at once the means to his end as a re- 
former and his most imperative claim to 
literary distinction. 

He was, indeed, as Edmondo de Amicis 
has said, a great mechanic; but in the thor- 
oughness of his materialism he too often 
denied his human beings the romance that 
is theirs, at least subjectively, and deprived 
them of the soul with which he endowed 
Lison, the engine. 

These things are not hidden to Mr. Viz- 
etelly, but their significance is clouded, for 
him, by his knowledge of the man and his 
purpose. But the books of Emile Zola will 
not be measured by the author’s personality 
or his intentions. It is in the fact that Mr. 
Vizetelly bears testimony to the other mat- 
ters also—matters which can not but have 
much to do with the ultimate judging of 
Zola—that much of the value of his book 
lies, as well as no little of its interest. 


John Lane, New York 
Price $3.50 net 


NANCY STAIR 
BY ELINOR MACARTNEY LANE 


Méc HINE-made fiction of pretty and 
engaging patterns is so frequent and 
so easily obtainable at the present date that 
all but the dukes and duchesses of the men- 
tal world sometimes indulge. Many people 
use no other sort, and still others can not 
tell the difference between the imitation and 
the real, the hand made and the manufac- 
tured. To the class “manufactured” dis- 
tinctly belongs the pretty piece of fiction, 
Nancy Stair, a thin, bright colored, pleas- 
ing fabric of a well warranted old pattern, 
and meant for summer uses only, appropri- 
ate to a time when the mind is idle and not 
too exacting about its entertainment. 

The book is a romance, not romance of a 
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firm fine texture and fast color, but loose in 
weave and of that couleur de rose which 
turns to gray if one stares at it hard. It 
will not, however, be generally subject to 
second glances, and the first is complimen- 
tary to its charm. Its splashes of love and 
sentimental adventure have an impression- 
istic grace and spontaneity. Something is 
doing from the first page to the last, and at 
the end of this pleasant stir, one says good- 
by to a heroine married to the right man. 

According to our novelist, Nancy Stair 
was that rhyme-making daughter of Lord 
Stair for whom “Bobby Burns” cherished a 
futile passion. The “Burns” episode forms 
a small part of the story here given, but it 
serves, somehow, by reason, perhaps, of a 
truth behind it, to give color to the whole. 
The scene in which “Burns” and the “lovely 
Nancy” met at a wayside inn, spend the 
evening capping rhymes, is a capital one of 
its sort and perhaps the best the book af- 
fords. 

The book suggests the “‘resorter” and the 
piazza of a summer hotel. It will be popu- 
lar with the brides and grooms. One can 
fancy them carrying it about at Coronado, 
Atlantic City and Palm Beach. 


D. Appleton & Company, New York 
Price $1.50 


THE SINGULAR MISS SMITH 
BY FLORENCE MORSE KINGSLEY 

N “The Singular Miss Smith” Mrs. 

Kingsley dashes into the field of do- 
mestic service and bears away a full harvest 
of humor. Her hitherto slender and often- 
times bathetic tales have hardly hinted at 
the possession of enough audacity for the 
sally; it comes, therefore, with the addi- 
tional force and pungency of surprise. The 
plot is simply constructed, but it has more 
body than anything else that she has writ- 
ten, and more scope. Her light, glancing 
treatment of a problem sodden with diffi- 
culties, buoys and heartens. She does not 
solve it; she does not attempt to solve it. 
Whatever practical observations she records 
are wholly by the way. In this pleasant 
household comedy the story’s the thing. 
And a diverting, sprightly story it is! In- 
cidents rather than events make it up; 
there is a sunshiny atmosphere and much 
bright talk, and the pages turn quickly. 
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The opening chapter, picturing a woman’s 
club meeting, is assuringly clever. 

Anne Smith had been labeled at college 
“a girl of character.” Born to money and a 
house on Beacon Street, these things did not 
satisfy her. She was not pretty and her 
debut was a failure. A discussion at the 
Ontological Club of the question, “Why do 
American women as a rule decline to enter 
domestic service?” determined her to inves- 
tigate for herself. Life on the top shelf of 
the china closet had palled, anyway; on a 
lower shelf it might have more zest. If she 
could have no cake of her own, she would at 
least like to see other people eat theirs. 

The notion of such a girl adventuring in 
strange kitchens appeals to the adult imagi- 
nation much as detective stories appeal to 
boys. Who has not wished to don the tarn- 
helm or to sprinkle himself with magic fern- 
seed and thus become an invisible spectator 
of other men’s lives? Anne Smith adopted 
means of disguise more prosaic: she became 
Annie Smith, speaking with a brogue, and 
wearing a $9.38 bargain suit, but the trans- 
formation was just as complete and the re- 
sults are quite as interesting. All the while 
the reader vicariously enjoys a lark, for 
that is just what Miss Smith’s incursion 
into service amounts to. 

The types of mistress that Mrs. Kings- 
ley has selected for her heroine are excel- 
lent, being at once familiar and humorously 
inviting. The unreasonable type is graphi- 
cally portrayed in Mrs. de Puyster-Jones, 
who was accustomed to hire for her frowsy 
suburban home a maid “to do whatever she 
wanted done,” which, during Anne’s in- 
cumbency, included cooking, serving, wash- 
ing, ironing, sweeping and marketing, each 
of which, she emphatically insisted, could 
not wait an instant. When Anne, at the end 
of the first day inconsiderately left, she 
registered in her note-book a conviction that 
the trouble with general housework is that 
it is too awfully general. In the tiny flat, 
to which she next went, she found a help- 
less child-wife, who puckered her pretty 
brows over “Instructions to Young House- 
keepers,” and ordered five pounds of chops 
for luncheon. The meals that she and un- 
trained Anne between them prepared must 
have been like Anne herself, singular. Be- 
sides these two experiences in home kitch- 
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ens, Mrs. Kingsley glimpses for us Anne’s 
life in a cheap boarding-house. 

The deductions thaf Anne draws from 
her dip into the under world are not novel, 
but they are pointedly put. For the first 
time she realizes “how tempting it is to the 
average feminine mind to drop any given 
problem of domestic life and begin a brand 
new one on a fresh slate.” She discovers, 
also, from an unlooked for personal test, 
that the girl above stairs in love and 
the girl below stairs in love feel strangely 
alike. The last half of the book is not so 
happily managed as the first half. Never- 
theless, the sentences continue to sparkle, 
and the denouement is natural, although 
explanations between Anne and her lover 
are delayed over long. Altogether, here is a 
story light enough to be read without the 
least effort. and strong enough to hold atten- 
tion from cover to cover. 


The Macmillan Company, New York 
Price $1.25 


THE GREAT ADVENTURER 
BY ROBERT SHACKLETON 

dl Garate who wish to gain, in the guise of 

fiction, a notion of the way in which 
trusts are formed, may do so by reading 
Robert Shackleton’s novel, ““The Great Ad- 
venturer.” The rush and the clamor of 
Wall Street fill it. All existing trusts are to 
be organized into one gigantic trust with a 
capital stock of only two and one-half bil- 
lions! The author has firm grasp of his idea 
and projects it consistently toward a sure 
climax. So far he has planned well and ex- 
ecuted well. But the love story interwoven 
with the financial story does not match it 
either in kind or in quality. The financial 
story is extravaganza, pure and simple; the 
love story is based on actual, every-day con- 
ditions—the two do not hang together. In 
Mrs. Atherton’s “Rulers of Kings,” money 
is handled on the same scale of magnitude 
that Mr. Shackleton has handled it, with 
the love story on an equally impossible 
plane. The whole book is a “study in super- 
latives;”” ‘“‘The Great Adventurer” is half- 
superlative, half-positive. 

The love element hinges on a divorce. 
The situations developing it are original, 
but in their description the author frequent- 
ly offends by lack of delicacy. Many of the 
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characters show a degree of untrained 
strength of delineation, especially Lorenzo 
Carter, whose mills were his children, 
Thomas Heath, a New York banker, and 
Newbury Linn, the bold combiner of trusts. 
The author would have us accept, however, 
as his real hero, John Kelborn, an ascetic 
and unconvincing young clergyman and a 
rival with Newbury Linn for the love of 
Katharine, the unhappy wife of Heath. 
Katharine herself is the weakest character 
in the book. She is not for a moment real 
to the reader; one suspects that she was 
never real to Mr. Shackleton. There is a 
great deal of rhetoric here that does not fly 
very high nor burn very bright. The author 
is often wordy, obscure and cumbrous, and 
he constantly betrays a weakness for such 
odd, forced expressions as “amaze” for 
“amazement,” “a drear day,” “a pleasur- 
able cry,” “pressly espionage.” The frame- 
work of his story shows mechanical skill, 
but the texture is crude and charmless. One 
feels a certain resolution and force in its 
blocking out but misses the shaping up and 
rounding out, the color and individuality 
that make a page glow, in short, the life 


touch. 
Doubleday, Page & Company, New York 
Price $1.50 


THE BLUE GRASS COOK BOOK 
COMPILED BY MINNIE C. FOX 
H ERE is a cook book that proves Shake- 
speare mistaken, for to read it is “to 
cloy the hungry edge of appetite by bare 
imagination of a feast.” It is to enjoy the 
storied hospitality of Kentucky, to see 
again the leisurely gentlemen sipping their 
juleps and to smell the mint; to admire the 
gracious ladies presiding with equal charm 
over their tureens of gumbo soup or over 
the process of curing hams; and above all it 
is to bow in awe and admiration before the 
black genius of the kitchen. 

The more carefully one reads the receipts 
the more one’s awe of the cook fades, how- 
ever, for it is evident that with the direc- 
tions here given any one can achieve the 
triumphs that have made the cooks and 
cooking of the Blue Grass region famous. 
The book therefore combines the practical 
and the artistic—to do which in any line of 
endeavor is the world’s perpetual effort. 
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John Fox, Jr., has written an introduc- 
tion that alone is worth the price of the 
volume. 

Fox, Duffield & Company, New York 
Price $1,50 


THE PRICE OF YOUTH 
BY MARGERY WILLIAMS 

JX the midst of a desert of fiction, flatter-- 

ing the unreal and false in human nature, 
it is interesting to come across a little oasis 
of truth like “The Price of Youth,” limited 
as this is in scope and occasionally crude 
as it is in treatment. The story is of the 
relation which grows up between a young: 
man down in Jersey for his health and the 
daughter of the combined saloon-keeper: 
and hotel proprietor, at whose house the. 
young man “puts up.” Some of the ele- 
ments in the progress of this relation are 
the dry and cynical nature of the young 
man, who is also good, and a certain wild- 
ness of spirit in the girl, “the reaction of 
unrestricted youth against the monotony of 
her surroundings.” She, too, is essentially 
good but faulty, and gossipy women, en- 
couraged to malice by her somewhat de- 
fenseless condition, misconstrue her actions. 
There are insinuations, innuendoes about 
her, and these come to the young man, al-- 
ready two-thirds in love with her. He does 
not believe them nor yet does he entirely re- 
pudiate them. He offers her marriage, but 
he does not offer himself wholly. She feels 
the limitations of his affection, the hesita- 
tion in his attitude. She refuses him and 
he goes away. 

This is all and yet nothing of the story. 
It would have been an easy matter to make. 
a tragedy out of the thing, to sink the real 
issue in hysteria. Into this pit Miss Wil- 
liams does not fall. Her story is serious, 
but it is not sad; thoughtful, but not mourn- 
ful. One leaves the heroine richer, not 
poorer, through experience; thankful and 
self-respecting because she has had a good 
man’s liking, ready to take up the new life- 
awaiting her with a brother in the West, a 
life where a fairer chance offers than has 
yet been hers. Without any statement to- 
that effect on the part of the author, the- 
reader is yet left with the feeling that in 
this new country, the girl’s heart as well as 
her activities may revive, and this effect is. 
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accomplished without casting any doubts 
upon the reality and sincerity of the love 
affair to which the story serves as chronicle. 

A finely discriminating quality, a de- 
scriptive talent exercised with caution and 
with taste, make themselves apparent in the 
characterization of people and of place. 
The folk concerned are nicely identified 
and are brought into relations with skill. 
The scenic touches are particularly good 
and are never superfluous. There is indeed 
nothing superfluous about the production 
and that may be its chief claim to praise. 
Something there is in its sparse sufficiency 


that reminds one of a New England house- * 


keeper, whose religion it is to provide 
enough and to have nothing left over. A 
little arid the book is and not in any sense 
a stimulant of the emotions. It is also sane 
and tonic. 


The Macmillan Company, New York 
Price $1.50 


TWO PLAYS OF ISRAEL. DAVID OF 
BETHLEHEM AND MARY OF 
MAGDALEN 
BY FLORENCE WILKINSON 
ol Riess courage of a young woman who 

projects two plays on two mighty sub- 
jects of Biblical literature is worthy of note. 
If Miss Wilkinson’s success can not be said 
to be commensurate with her courage, a 
large margin still remains for praise. Her 
themes are heroic. Her treatment of them 
is not heroic, though it indicates a charm- 
ing adaptability. The figures of her pieces 
are reduced from grand stature, but sym- 
metry and proportion they retain. The 
lines of her plots lack the simplicity and 
freedom of ancient life as seen through the 
medium of classic literature. They are 
marked rather by ingenuity, by device, by 
a certain sense of contrivance for making 
the ends meet. Poetic and imaginative as 
is the interpretation of life, it yet has a too 
distinctly modern cast. In the case of the 
first play, David of Bethlehem, this aspect 
is thrown into relief by the contrast in mat- 
ter and manner between the paraphrased 
Biblical quotations and the author’s own 
performance. 
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The poetical gift of the writer is not al- 
together obscured by the fact that most of 
the first play and somewhat of the second 
are written in prose. This gift shows itself 
in a singular sweetness and harmony of 
phrasing rather than in poignancy or power. 
The sentences glide one into another with 
a pleasing softness and grace. One finds 
few passages of quotable value, the beauty 
of the thought being dependent almost en- 
tirely upon context. The plays are notably 
free from “purple passages,”’—a circum- 
stance to be marked with some emphasis in 
the work of a dramatic novice. Nowhere is 
proportion, the beauty of the whole sacri- 
ficed for the sake of rendering conspicuous 
some meteor of thought. The author’s stars 
are fixed stars with a definite relation one to 
another. In this connection is to be noted the 
brevity of the speeches employed, a brevity 
which goes farther perhaps than any other 
one attribute toward establishing the dra- 
matic quality of the plays. Exactly what 
is their dramatic value, considered from the 
standpoint of stage representation, lies be- 
yond the limits of a purely literary review. 
But it does lie within its province to com- 
ment upon the fact that the pleasure of the 
reader is often diverted from the music of 
the phrasing by the exceedingly bald stage 
directions given. 

The verse sometimes shows feeling of an 
exquisite, though not vivid order. Take, for 
instance, the phrase of Cleo, the Greek, be- 
reft of the hope that had been a candle to 
her path. 

“The light gone out I shall not find my 
way,” she says. It is in the quiet beauty, 
the restrained feeling of such phrasing that 
one meets with a degree of reward for read- 
ing these plays. Indicative as they are of 
appreciation of form, of grace of thought 
and expression, they are not sufficiently in- 
dividual to give one fair ground for 
prophecy as to future achievements. The 
reader feels that the author’s art is not yet 
detached sufficiently for concrete judgment. 
One awaits her freer movements with in- 
terest and a pleased expectancy. 


McClure, Phillips & Company, New York 
Price $1.50 


THEIR WORKS LIVE AFTER THEM 


A Chronological List of Literary Men and Women Who Have Died During the Last Month 
Compiled by Howard S. Ruddy 


McLennan, Wiuiiam, F. R. S., at Val- 
lombrosa, Italy, July 28, aged forty-eight. 
Author: Songs of Old Canada (transla- 
tions); Spanish John; Span o’ Life (in col- 
laboration) ; In Old France and New. 

Stuper, Jacop Henry, at New York 
City, August 2, aged sixty-four. President 
Natural Science Association of America. 
Author: Columbus, Ohio—Its History, Re- 
sources and Progress (1873); The Birds of 
North America (1888); Ornithology, or, 
the Science of Birds (1888). 


Morris, Wittiam O'Connor, at Tulla- 
more, Ireland, August 3, aged about seven- 
ty-eight. Author: Great Commanders of 
Modern Times; Napoleon; Moltke; Memo- 
ries and Thoughts of a Life; Irish History; 
Hannibal; Ireland, 1798-1898; The Cam- 
paign of 1815; Present Irish Questions; 
Wellington (1904). 

Hansticx, Dr. Epvarn, at Vienna, Aus- 
tria, August 7, in his seventy-ninth year. 
Author: Die Moderne Oper; Vom Musi- 
kalisch-Schénen; ein Beitrag zur Revision 
der Aesthetik der Tonkunst; Aus dem Con- 
certsaal; Aufsatze iiber Musik und Mu- 
siker; Fiinf Jahre Musik. 

‘BaTEMAN, Sir Freperic, M. D., LL. D., 
at Norwich, Eng., August 10, aged eighty. 
Laureate of the Academy of Medicine of 
France. Author: Aphasia, and the Loeal- 
ization of Speech; Darwinism Tested by 
Language; The Idiot and His Place in 
Creation. ; 

Waxpeck-Rovsseavu, Pierre Marie, at 
Corbeil, France, August 10, in his fifty- 
eighth year. Former Premier of France. 
Author: Discours Parliamentaires; Ques- 
tions Sociales; Associations et Congrega- 
tions; La Defense Republicaine; Discours 
prononces dans la Loire. 

THomMpson, Seymore D., at East Orange, 
N. J., August 12, aged sixty-two. Author: 
Recollections of the Third Iowa Infantry; 
The Law of Negligence; Thompson on 
Homesteads and Exemptions; Thompson 


and Merriam on Juries; Corporations (in 
seven volumes) ; Thompson on Trials. 

Perret, Paur, at Paris, France, about 
August 16, aged seventy-four. Author of 
romances and travels, His latest novel, La 
Loi de Femme, is now appearing in Figaro. 

InoranamM, Cot. Prentiss, at Beauvoir, 
Miss., August 17, aged sixty. Soldier of 
fortune and author of six hundred ro- 
mances. Among the better known are: 
Afloat and Ashore; Montezuma; The Cu- 
ban; Zuleikah, a Story of Crete; An Ameri- 
can Monte Cristo; Trailing With Buffalo 
Bill; Land of Legendary Lore. 

Cuopin, Mrs. Kare, at St. Louis, Mo., 
August 22, aged fifty-four. Author: At 
Fault (1891); Bayou Folk (1804); A 
Night in Acade (1897); The Awakening 
(1899). 

McKintey, Cartyie, at Charleston, S. 
C., August 24, aged fifty-seven. Author: 
An Appeal to Pharaoh. 

SureEtps, Pror. Cuartes Wooprurr, at 
Newport, R. I., August 26, aged seventy- 
nine. Author: Religion and Science in Re- 
lation to Philosophy; Philosophia Ultima; 
The Order of the Sciences; Essays on 
Christian Unity—the Historic Episcopate; 
The Presbyterian Book of Common Prayer; 
The United Church of the United States; 
The Reformer of Geneva; The Scientific 
Evidences of Revealed Religion. 

Hote, Rev. Samvet Reynorps, D. D., 
Dean of Rochester, at Rochester, England, 
August 27, in his eighty-fifth year. Au- 
thor: A Book About Roses; A Little Tour 
in Ireland; Memories of Dean Hole; A Lit- 
tle Tour in America, and other books. 

Puitiips, Morris, at Huntington, Long 
Island, N. Y., August 30, aged seventy. 
Author: At Home and Abroad. 

Rivpine, Rr. Rev. George, D. D., Bish- - 
op of Southwell, at Nottingham, England, 
August 30, aged seventy-five. Author: Vis- 
itation Charges and Sermons; The Revel 
and the Battle. 
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> wearing 
2 today for 
a diamond or watch 
f you visit the St. Louis Exposition we invite you to visit and inspect our 
magnificent exhibit—the largest and finest display of diamonds and 
ecious stonesever made in America,and probably the most interesting and valuable exhibit 
atthe Wor.d’s Fair, Ourdiemond cutters at work, will gladly and courteously show you 
every process of cleaving. cutting and polishing, from the rough diamonds in the blue 
earth, as taken from the mines in South Africa, to the perfectly cut and polished 
gems. Do not fail to see it. 
Our Beautiful Summer Catalogue is 
sent free for the askir 


just off the press and a copy will be 


Itis the most ‘ autiful and interesting book of 
the kind published, and contains a complete history of the Diamond 
from mine to wearer, 


LOFTIS BROS. &> CO. (ii; 


© \1858 
Diamond Cutters and Manufacturing Jewelers 
Dept. L 259 92 to 98 State Street 


CHICAGO, ILL. 
Copyright, 1904, Frankin Adver 
tising Agency, Chicago 
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A Little 
About the Contents 


Next month — but why speak of next month? Isn’t the 
October number of the Reader Magazine, the one you now 
hold in your hand, isn’t it the best possible promise for 
November? Don’t look for happiness to-morrow, get it 
to-day. Read the October Reader. “The Issues of the Cam- 
paign”—and they are President Roosevelt—have never 
before been so ingeniously stated. Mr. Street’s article is 
new and intensely interesting. He knows better than any 
one what the country is thinking; that is, if the press reflects 
the nation’s thought. Mr. Street reads more papers and 
periodicals in a month than the average man does in a year. 
“The Girl and the Julep,” by Emerson Hough — well, the 
story is as good as either or both, and every one likes one or 
the other. It is real humor, and Colonel Blount is a real 
character and a new one. Emerson Hough is the author of 
“The Mississippi Bubble.” You are interested in Russian 
affairs, of course. Read what Israel Zangwill says in “The 
Red Hand of Plehve”; and Maeterlinck, whom he calls the 
“Belgian Bacon.” “Merely Mary Ann” has just delighted 
London audiences. Zangwill is the author of “Merely Mary 
Ann.” James Whitcomb Riley wrote “Wet Weather 
Talk” several years ago, but Ralph Fletcher Seymour drew 
the border and the lettering this month. It is a favorite 
poem. Seymour’s work puts it in attractive shape for 
preservation. Hector Fuller is the American newspaper 
man who got into Port Arthur. “The Cattle on the Hills” 
is his first fiction since his return to America. Is it all fic- 
tion? Mr. Fuller declines to say. The note at the head of 
the story is interesting. Why has the romance of Life 
Insurance been overlooked by the story-tellers? It is about 
the only field they have missed. Elliott Flower has found 
it and is doing for The Reader Magazine a series of stories 
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based on the dramatic happenings incidental to that very 
dramatic business. “An Incidental Tragedy” will be followed 
by “An Incidental Comedy.” The wise sayings of “Dave 
Murray,” the insurance man who made his business a pro- 
fession, are likely to become proverbial. “A Visit to the 
Farm” by Will Vawter! One does not have to be a farmer 
to appreciate the truth and beauty of these drawings, nor 
an expert to realize the perfection of the color printing. 
There will be other “Visits” in November. Francis Lynde’s 
last article on railway accidents is “The Ounce of Prevention.” 
This series has attracted wide attention and has been quoted 
and commented on liberally. Mr. Lynde was for many years 
a railroad man. He is now a novelist. He wrote “The 
Grafters.” Harold MacGrath’s “Man on the Box” ap- 
proaches the climax in this installment; and “Mr. Deck 
Melton’s” biographer tells the last incident in that gentle- 
man’s interesting career, at least the last he is privileged to 
record. These stories of Mr. Wilson’s have been very popular 
and deservedly. There are six poems in this number. If 
you don’t read poetry, begin now. “Writers and Readers” 
is made up of editorial comment on life and its reflection— 
literature. The “Reader’s Study” is a new department. 
We hope it will prove valuable. American Literature is to 
be discussed in a series of papers. The highest authorities 
in the country will contribute from time to time. Professor 
A. E. Jack of Lake Forest University; Professor Martin 
Sampson of Indiana State University ; Professor Robert 
Morss Lovett of the Chicago University; Edward Everett 
Hale, Jr.; the Rev. Dr. Edward Cummings, late of Harvard 
University; Norman Hapgood of Collier’s Weekly are 
among those who will make the “ Reader’s Study ” authorita- 
tive and of permanent value. Harrison Fisher, George | 
Brehm, Arthur I. Keller, Ralph Fletcher Seymour, Will 
Vawter, John Cecil Clay and Earl] Stetson Crawford have 
illustrated and decorated this, the October number of 


The Reader Magazine 
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FREDERIC S. ISHAM 


The Bookman, of Melbourne, records that “Under the Rose;’ the love story by Frederic S. Isham, 
is decidedly popular in Australia. It has been well received in London, also. The London 
Morning Post says it is “thoroughly enjoyable,” and the Athenaeum speaks of it as “lively, enter- 
taining and vigorous.” A new novel by the same successful author is promised for this month 

thepublishers. Harrison Fisher, who made the pictures for Mr. Isham’s first book, “The Strollers, 
will illustrate it. The name of the forthcoming story is not yet announced, but it is understood 
to deal with “Black Friday” and the exciting times of the “corner in gold.” Jay Gould 
appears as one of the characters. The Bobbs-Merrill Company, Publishers, Indianapolis, Indiana. 
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NEW CHRISTY-RILEY BOOK 


OUT TO OLD AUNT MARY'S 


By 
JAMES 


WHITCOMB 
RILEY 


With over forty 
Pictures in 
Color 


By 
HOWARD 


CHANDLER 
CHRISTY 


7K 


A companion volume 
to the famous Christy- 
Riley ««An Old Sweet- 
heart of Mine.’’ This 
is the first publication 
of the complete version 
of the famous poem, 
consisting of twenty 
verses, of which four- 
teen have never before 
been published. Beau- 
tifully decorated and 
embellished. 


OCTAVO, CLOTH, BOXED, $2.00 
THE BOBBS-MERRILL COMPANY, PUBLISHERS, INDIANAPOLIS 
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LICE MAC GOWAN and GRACE 
MACGOWAN COOKE have 
scored a success with ‘*¢HULDAH,”’ a novel 
of a big-hearted woman of the cattle country 
of the Western states. The authors have 
well set forth their intent, but it is, how- 
ever, fitting that we say a word concern- 
ing the attempt of the authors to fulfill the 
demand of James Whitcomb Riley’s verse: 


Oh! tell me a tale of the airly days— 
Of the times as they ust to be; 

“Piller of Fire” and “Shakespeare’s Plays” 
Is a’most too deep fer me! 

Tell of the things just like they wuz, 
They don’t need no excuse! 

Don’t tetch ’em ‘up, like the poet does, 
Till they’r all too fine for use! 


We find in HuLpaH another, and in some 
ways a more attractive, character than Mrs. 
Wiggs. We find a ines philosophy, a 

broader charity, just as much quaintness 
and just as shrewd wit. The story of 
HULDAH presents a woman whose per- 
sonality is full of charm and whose life 
holds our interest. The novel is well worth 
extended circulation.—Ba/timore Sun. — 
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OCTOBER BOOKS 


FOUR IMPORTANT NOVELS BY 


WELL KNOWN AUTHORS 


THE LAW OF THE LAND 
By Emerson Hough 


Author of “The Mississippi Bubble.” lustrations by A. I. Keller 
BLACK FRIDAY 
By Frederic Isham 


Author of ‘“‘The Strollers’? and “Under the Rose’ 
Illustrations by Harrison Fisher. 


THE HAPPY AVERAGE 
By Brand Whitlock | 


Author of “The 13th District’? and “Her Infinite Variety.” 
ZELDA DAMERON 
By Meredith Nicholson 


Author of “The Main Chance.” Illustrations by John Cecil Clay. 


PRICE, $1.50 EACH, POSTPAID TO ANY ADDRESS 


THE BOBBS-MERRILL COMPANY : PUBLISHERS ; INDIANAPOLIS, U.S.A. 
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‘<A Twentieth-Century Review of Opinion” 
B. O. FLOWER: EDITOR 


The ARENA 


Is A NET MAGAZINE 


$2.50 a Year To All Alike 
Foreign Subscriptions, $3.00 


BELIEVE that the great heart of the American peopfe is sound to the core. 
I believe that they unqualifiedly prefer common honesty and reasonable 
candor in all things. 
I believe that in nothing is integrity in all things—big and little—so needed 
as in the publishing of a magazine which stands for the conscience-thought of the land. 
I believe it to be a moral wrong to those subscribers who pay the full subscription 
price for a magazine that other subscribers should by any means whatever obtain it for 
a less price or should get premiums that all do not receive. Some are paying too little 
or others are paying too much. 
I believe that straightforward dealing is the highest business intelligence. 


“NOBLESSE OBLIGE” 


Due regard for the obligation resting upon me in my relation of publisher obliges 
me to announce that henceforth all clubbing areigemeny: heretofore made by former 
publishers of “The Arena” are canceled. 

Due regard for the equal rights of all subscribers obliges me to state that hence- 
forth “The Arena” is a net magazine—which means that no subscription will be received 
for which the subscriber pays less than the established price. 

Due regard for the intelligence and self-respect of the readers for whom “The 
Arena” is published obliges me to undertake that henceforth ‘‘’ The Arena” shall in 
itself be worth its full cost to every subscriber—no matter what sacrifice in other things 
may be demanded to pay for that subscription—and that while it carries my imprint it 
will be 


PUBLISHED ON HONOR AND SOLD ON VALUE. 


ALBERT BRANDT. 
The thirty-second volume began with 
the July issue, ry04. 
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ARCHITECTURAL RECORD 
for OCTOBER 


A SPECIAL NUMBER FOR THE HOUSEHOLD 
A CHAPTER FOR EVERY ROOM IN THE HOUSE 


By D. N. B. Sturgis, Rich with Illustrations 


CHOICE EXAMPLES AND SUGGESTIONS FOR THE HALL 
DRAWING-ROOM, LIBRARY, BALLROOM, KITCHEN, ETC. 


ORDER EXTRA COPIES NOW 


ARCHITECTURAL 


RECORD COMPANY 


14 VESEY STREET, NEW YORK 


Lysander 


By SARAH P. MCLEAN GREENE 


Author of “Cape Cod Folks,"* “Vesty of the Basins," etc. 
12mo, illustrated, $1.25 


A novel of rare sympathy and humor. In many ways 
a departure for Mrs. Greene, this book has all the 
charm of the New England characters in new scenes 
and with a humor and philosophy which surpass her 
previous work. 


Che Art of Caricature 
A Manual for Home Study 
By GRANT WRIGHT 
8vo, illustrated, with over 100 famous cartoons 
Net, $1.00, postage loc 
Aside from furnishing the basis for most careful in- 
struction in the art of drawing cartoons, this work will 
prove of the greatest interest to those interested in the 
history of caricature. The details are handled simply 
and clearly, and are illustrated with well selected ex- 
amples of various devices of caricature. 


laylor 


Dd 
Lobe Stories Retold 


By RICHARD LE GALLIENNE 
Handsomely illustrated and decorated, Net, $1.50 
Postage, 10 cents 
A book for lovers and booklovers 
Mr. Le Gallienne’s skill as an essayist and novelist are 
combined in a most fascinating way here in the re- 
telling of the famous love stories of the world. The 
book is printed in two colors, with handsome deco- 

rations and illustrations. 


The Appreciation of Sculpture 
By RUSSELL STURGIS 


A companion to ‘‘How To Jupce Arcuitecturr,"’ 
by the same author, and ‘* Picrortat Composition 
AND THE CRITICAL JUDGMENT oF Picturgs.’” 
By HENRY R. POORE 
Each volume, over 80 illustrations, net, $1.50 

The third in the invaluable series of handbooks to those 
who would master the fundamentals in the understand- 
ing and appreciation of art. 
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THE MOSHER BOOKS 


MDCCCCIV 


Mr. Mosher desires to announce that his new CATALOGUE will 
be ready for mailing in October, to all booklovers who favor him 
with their address. The additions are as follows: 


THE BROCADE SERIES, 4 Volumes THE OLD WORLD SERIES, 3 Volumes 
THE QUARTO SERIES, 1 Volume THE LYRIC GARLAND, 3 Volumes 
THE VEST POCKET SERIES, 2 Volumes MISCELLANEOUS, 3 Volumes 

THE BIBELOT, Volume X 


It is by their quality and moderate price that THe Mosher 
Books stand at the head of American bookmaking. 


THOMAS B. MOSHER “7 *3,2s¢#4"°® PORTLAND, MAINE 


Whatever of literary, scientific, artistic, religious or 
political achievement is to be credited to the Jews of 
to-day will be found recorded in the pages of THe New 
Era ILttusrrateD Macazine—a periodical which is 
gaining ground among thoughtful and progressive Jews 
and which appeals to non-Jews who desire to be well 
informed about Jewish affairs. 


Read “Tue Sacririce oF Upscuia,” by Max Nordau 
begun in the June number. 


Subscription price, $2.00 a year; single copies, 25 cents 


THE NEW ERA MAGAZINE COMPANY 
38 Park Row : NEW YORK 
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SUNSET MAGAZINE 


California 
the far West 


For Sale by New-sdealers 
for Sample Copy. 


Published By 
So vu TH LRN 
PA CIEL Ww 
COM PAN W 
4 MONTGOMERY ST. 
SanFrancisco, California 


One Dollar,a Year 
Fenda 
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Winter Vacations 
in California 


Tens of thousands are going to California for their Winter vacations. Are you ? 


If you once know the charm of California’s climate and scenery you will want to go again. 
That is the experience of others. 

You may study guide books and maps until your eyes ache, but the only way to enjoy 
California is to go there. 

The trip can be made quickly, comfortably and at slight expense by the through train 
service of the 


Chicago, Milwaukee & St. Paul 
and Union Pacific Line 


Two through trains Chicago to California every day. The Overland Limited, leaving 
Chicago 6:05 P. M., makes the run to San Francisco in less than three days. Another 
good train at 10:25 P. M., carries tourist Sleeping Cars. If you contemplate a trip to the 
coast, send to-day for free folders and information. 


For Free Books and Folders, kindly Fill Out this Coupon and mail to-day to 
F. A. MILLER, G. P. A., The Railway Exchange, Chicago 


Name 


Street Address 


City. State 


Probable Destination 
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There is but one 


NIAGARA 


There is but one 


MICHIGAN 
(SENTRAL 


Passing by and in 
full view of the en- 
tire panorama of the 
cataract, all trains 
passing Niagara by 
day stopping five 
minutes at Fall 
View. Ten days’ 
stop over on through 
tickets. 


Ask about the new Niagara picture 
Jo. §. It would adorn your library 


O.W. RUGGLES 


G.P.& T.A. 


CHICAGO 
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ALTIMORE 
> OHIO R.R. 
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CHICAGO 
GREAT 
uncer WESTERN 


ROUTE R al LWAY 
“THE RIGHT ROAD” 
Between Chicago,St.Paul., 


Minneapolis,DesMoines,/ 
St.Joseph,Kansas City, 44 
Gouncil Bluffs22¢0maha. 
EQUIPMENT RIGHT, 
SERVICE RIGHT, 


TIME RIGHT, 
ITS ALL RIGHT. 


J.P ELMER,G. P. A.CHICAGO. 


“By two or three witnesses shall a matter be 
established.’” 


a _ FIVE 
“THE ONLY WAY” POINTS of 
— hie EXCELLENCE 


Leaving the center of the city from 
which you start; reaching the center 
of the city of your destination, over 


smooth and level tracks; giving rest 
and comfort; riding beside running 
waters most of the way; through the 
centers of population to the gateways 
of commerce ; when you travel by the 


NEW YORK CENTRAL LINES 


LOWEST RATES 


Write for our World’s Fair guide and rate 
quotations. Sent free of charge. 
GEO. J. CHARLTON 
General Passenger Agent, Chicago, lil. 


A copy of the Illustrated Catalogue of the ‘‘Four- 
Track Series’’ will be sent free upon receipt of a 
two-cent stamp by George H. Daniels, General 
Passenger Agent, Grand Central Station, New York 
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253 FIFTH AVENUE (28th Street) 
255 FIFTH AVENUE (8th Street) 
1 EAST THIRTY-FIRST STREET 


NEW YORK CITY 


ENGLISH FURNITURE 
FOR COUNTRY HOUSES 


Several complete Georgian Dining 
Rooms. An Exquisite Adams Bed- 
room. Sheraton and Hepplewhite 
Bed and Dressing Rooms, etc. 


Odd pieces of furniture of all 
the celebrated English Periods. 


dint 


Hotel Irving 


26 Gramercy Park 


20th Street and Irving Place (near Broadway) 


NEW YORK CITY 


HILE in New York City, you will 
W find here, overlooking Gramercy 
Foam Park, a select family hotel, having 
=——— every comfort and convenience for 
the accommodation of permanent and tran- 
sient guests. The Cuisine and Service are 
unexcelled. The location is unsurpassed, 
being convenient to all the principal shops, 
depots, theaters and places of amusement, 
and within easy access of the Grand Central, 
Pennsylvania and other stations. Four min- 
utes’ walk from Broadway,and readily reached 
by Madison Avenue or Twenty-third Street 
crosstown cars. 


Parlor, Bedroom and Bath for two, $30.00 to $45.00 
per week, American Plan; $14.60 to $30.00 per 
week, European Plan. 
Transients, $3 per day upward for each person, 
American Pian; $2 per day upward, European Plan. 
Correspondence solicited. Write or wire 


HOTEL IRVING, 26 Gramercy Park, New York City 


[ANTIQUES &CURIOS\ 


CALIFORNIA 
OREGON AND 
WASHINGTON 


with similar low rates to Utah, 
Idaho, Wyoming and Montana points, 
from Chicago daily Sept. 15-Oct. 15. 
Correspondingly low rates from 
other points. > 


Daily and Personally Conducted 


Excursions in Pullman tourist sleep- 
ing cars to San Francisco, Los An- 
geles and Portland without change; 
Double Berth only $7. Fast through 
trains. Choice of Routes. 
Rates and full information on application to 
W.B. KNISKERN, Pass'’r Traffic Mgr., 
CHICAGO, ILL. 


North Western- 
Union Pacific 


Did You Ever Use Press Clippings ? 


Do you want to know everything possible about anything? 
Want clippings of every article published on any topic fh the 
American press, wecklies, dailies, magazines, and trade 


apers? 

Wan to ebtain early advantage of a trade situation? 

Want the quickest news, daily, of any kind of new business 
enterprises? 

Want te compile a scrap-book on a Ra subject? 

Want te prepare a paper or essay in a club or anything of 
that nature? 

The easiest, surest, quickest, and most economical way is to 
secure the services of our large staff of trained readers, 

BUSINVESS MED are wing. clippings and get reliable tips 
which lead to business en the follow up plan. 

Tell us the nature of your business and we will eupply valu- 
able clippings of news items daily that will aid you in mak- 
ing that business profitable. $1.00 a month and upwards. 


United States Press Clipping Bureau, 153 La Salle St., Chicago 
Send stamp fer booklet 


In CorntsronpiInG with AbvekTISFRS, PLEASE MENTION “THE READER MaGaZINE” 


THE READER MAGAZINE ADVERTISEMENTS 


{BRINGS GOOD FORTUNE TO ITS USERS 
OC aT”...L.Lvrr. OO? 
CATALOG WANTED HOME OFFICE AND FACTORY 
prom ee) aL TR SYRACUSE, N.Y. 
The Williams Typewriter Co. EXHIBIT AT WORLDS FAIR, ST. LOUIS, 


FACTORY AND OBNERAL 
or 


PPiCEs, 
KEW YORK: DERBY, CONN., U. S. A. 97 maDNDOR: 


3D Broadway. Vim duet. 


SEC. 23. PALACE LIBERAL ARTS. 


OPPORTUNITY 


If you are Interested 
In the possibility of embarking in a legitimate business with little or no risk— 


If you are looking for an opportunity to enter mercantile life 
Better your condition and demonstrate your ability to handle affairs— 


If you are dissatisfied with your present connections. 

And feel that your chance of advancement is small, and are anxious to identify yourself with an enter- 
prise where if you are successful your worth will be recognized— 

If you have some spare time 

And desire to utilize it in adding to your income— 


If you wish to connect yourself with a pronounced success 
“and not an experiment, and with those who are interested in their fellow workers— 


If you are ambitious— 


READ THE FOLLOWING CAREFULLY: 


Thousands of individuals have taken up this work on exactly the same basis that may be offered you, if 
references are satisfactory and earnestness of purpose is unquestioned. Many have succeeded beyond 
their expectations and ours. 


The typewriter has come to stay : 
New fields are opening for it daily, the demand for it is increasing. Its manufacture and sale represents 
one of our greatest industries. There is always ‘‘room at the top” for the right men. 


The Oliver embodies in itself the latest state of the art ; 
Its use and continued purchase by many of the world’s governments and institutions of international 
importance, together with the remarkable increase in its sale and rise to public favor, are evidence of 


its worth, “Its record has never been equaled.’”’ 
Identify yourself with success—progress—good faith—energy. Write for particulars. 


THE OLIVER TYPEWRITER CO., 182 Wabash Ave., CHICAGO 


Principal Foreign Office, 75 Queen Victoria St., London 
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BATH TUB-—White porcelain enameled, heavy roll rim, seamless cast iron. 
LAVATORY -Genuine “‘Italian’’ marble countersunk slab and back, patent overflow porcelain bowl. 
CLOSET-Syphon wash down, vitreous porcelain bowl, perfect working, best wood work. 
Satisfaction guaranteed or money refunded. Any ordinary mechanic can do the work. We furnish working plans on application. 
Ask for Booklet F-607, tells all about Plumbing and Heating Apparatus. 


Chicago House WrecKing Company, 35th and Iron Sts., Chicago 


9. 
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Art Lovers Should 
Send for Book 
About 


Pottery 
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the newest development in 
ceramics. Every lover of 
the beautiful, the dainty, 
the exquisite, the graceful, 
will appreciate the delicate 
shadings and pleasing forms 
of this new branch of the decorative arts, as illustrated in the 
Teco Booklet. 

A copy of this booklet will be mailed you upon request. It gives 
full information regarding Teco Art Pottery, shows the leading 
designs and quotes prices. So/d by the principal dealers. 


Gates Potteries, 638 Chamber of Commerce, Chicago. 
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Worth 47 Pigeonholes 


and Any Number of Scrap, Books 


Elbert Hubbard, The 
“ Roycrofters,” E. 
Aurora, N. Y.. “I 
think that your 
cabinet has added 
several yearstomy 
earth life by ena- 
bling me to find the 
thing without wear 
or tear on my tem- 
9er and vocabu- 
lary.” 


Geo. H.Daniels,Gen’l 
Pass'r Agent, N.Y. 
C. & H.R. Ry. Co.: 
“I find them indis- 
pensable to me in 
my work.” 

Free with Your Name in Gold 
This is the most complete device ever invented for filing and classi- 
fying clippings, illustrations, manuscripts and all miscellaneous 1 


VETTE Tena | 


which some time or other you will want without a minute's delay. It isa 
savings bank for information—worth 47 scrap books. It consists of a 
number of specially made holders ar: ged in a substantial air-tiyht, 
dust-proof box. Each one of these holders not only shows what i 
tained in it, but by an ingenious indexing system show ist whe 


thing else referring to its contents may be found. 
business men because it sits conveniently on your desk and take 
absolutely of all the papers and data that you might otherwise | 
forget—perhaps throw in a waste-hasket for want ofa better place to put 
it. The Desk Cabinet is a genuine Library F iling Cabinet never before 
made in desk size and has sold from $15.00 to $50.00 in large sizes. The 
Cabinet we offer you free is equal in every respect to the expensive kind 
except the size and the woodwork. The free offer is in connection with 


SYSTEM 


Edited by A. W. Shaw 


System is essential to business success. And so fs SYSTEM, the 
magazine. Ittells every month all the new business tricks that save 
time—all the little office 
wrinkles that save worry. 200 
or more payes of indispen- 
sable information for business 
men, Through SYSTEM 
you can learn all thatany one 
can possibly tell you about 
system and business methods. 
The regular reading of SYS- 
TEM will solve your business 
perplexities — but if it does 
not, SYSTEM has a staff of 
experts — practical business 
men—who will answer your 
questions gladly and cheer- 
fullyand promptly. This ser- 
vice will cost you not one 
single penny— if you are a 
subscriber to SYSTEM. The 
price of SYSTEM is two dollars a year. It is worth a great deal more 
than that to any alert man with his eyes on the main chance. 

An official of the National Cash Register Company says: “The 
ideas gathered from your m agazine have enabled me to formu- 
late systems for Mr. Patterson's letters, books, pamphlets, orders, 
etc., which have simplified the work greatly.”" 

“LT have learned more from SYSTEM in five months than in ten 
years of hard study and knocks in business. It is worth ten times 
the charges for it."—F. A. PHILBRICK, Baraboo, Wisconsin. 

SPECIAL OFFER Regular Departments in 

We said the desk cabinet would cost SYSTEM 
you nornlag: Pits is the way. Send Building a Sales Force 
us two dollars for a year's subscription 
to SYSTEM and we will send ‘you, Organizing an Advertising 
every cost prepaid, a cabinet with your Departmen’ 
name in gold on top. If you are Organizing a Factory 
already a subscriber and your subscrip- | Business Correspondence 
tion has not yet expired, simply order Credits and Collections 
us to ae co one year A ses its Talks to Salesmen 
present date of expiration and we will 
send you a cabinet free. Write your System in Banking 
naine and address in the margin oppo- System in Shipping 
site; tear out this advertisement and Systems for the Retailer 
mail 7 to us. Inclose the money and Real Estate and Insurance 
we will enter you as a sulscriber—send ystem 
you an expert consultation certificate ~ sieree in the Profienians 
entitling Sas to free advice—and ship that Save 
youthe cabinet. Actatonce. Wehave The Business Man's Review 
only a few cabinets on hand and we Successful through System 
believe they will be snapped up in a (Biographical) 
hurry. ACT. Answered by Experts 


THE SYSTEM COMPANY 
997 First National Bank Building : CHICAGO 
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WHEN 
os 


A Cost of 2c wer 


FOR LIGHTING PURPOSES OUCHT 
TO INTEREST YOU. 

Our light can be run at this cost. It 
is portable and may be carried around 
or placed at any point desired. It 
makes a more brilliant light than ace- 
tylene or electricity and costs but a 
nominal amount. 


No Grease, Odor, Smoke or Dirt. 
We make over 100 different styles. 
Every lamp warranted. 

Agents Wanted Everywhere. 
Write for catalog and prices. 


The BEST LIGHT COMPANY 


1 Patents. 
245 BL Bie St OsiNe! CANTON, 0, 


CRANE’S 
PAPERS 


Are everywhere known as the standard in 
quality for correspondence and wedding in- 
vitations. One’s social position depends 
largely upon the correct observance of social 
obligations, and one of the surest indications 
of refinement is the stationery used. Linen 
Lawn, Bond, DistafF Linen and Royal White 
Kid Finish and Plate Finish cover all the 
various surfaces, and some one of them will 
surely please any style of writing. We carry 
all of these in the latest fashionable sizes. 


SS SS a 


THE BOBBS-MERRILL 
COMPANY : INDIANAPOLIS 
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THE WEST HAS MONEY 


J. J. HILL Predicted a Big Crop 
Two Months Ago.—Here is Proof 


A. H. MERCHANT, Secretary Omaha Grain 

Exchange, reports: 

“The corn crop in Nebraska is the best in the 
United States from all Tecan learn, All season we 
have been far ahead of last year, and the warm 
weather and sunshine of the past two weeks have 
given us a lead we cannot lose, ‘The normal corn 
- crop in Nebraska reaches the enormous total of 
200,000,000 bushels, This is one of the largest 
crops raised in the country. 

“The indications are that the present crop of 
corn will equal the usual crop. These indications 
are based on private reports which J consider 
reliable, and on the most careful railroad reports. 
It was thought for a time that the wheat crop 
was going to be badly damaged, and indeed some 
damage has been done, but the general average 
will excel the expectations of a few weeks ago.” 


G. H. MILLER, Sec’y Nebraska Grain Dealers’ 
Association, reports: 


“The Nebraskan corn crop is the best in the 
Union. It is universally admitted that the corn 
crop in Nebraska will be a ‘hummer.’ The nor- 
mal yield of Nebraska is 200,000,000 bushels of 
corn. We are going to have that and more too, 
according to present indications, and I have just 
returned from a tour over the State. The pros- 
pects are for a better crop than we raised last 
year. 

“* All the North Platte country is looking splen- 
did and promises are for a very large crop of corn. 
Prices are going to be high, and the Nebraska 
people should be prosperous this year.” 


Wise Advertisers Watch the West 


Quotations From Some Eastern Advertisers 


‘* Westerners are the readiest buyers in the World.”’ 

“*The West always seems to have money enough to live well on.”” 
‘* When trade is dull we always look to the West to help us out.’’ 
‘*The cheapest advertising we do per gross sales is in your States.”’ 


The Clover Leaf Papers Cover The West 


We don't mean that the Clover Leaf Papers cover the West 


There are a lot of good papers in the West—but per 
e Clover Leaf Papers are 


alone. 
line per thousand circulation, 
the biggest bargains in the West. 


The Clover Leaf Papers reach the big-crop money; the wheat 
country, the corn country, the oat country. The St. Paul 
Daily News; The Minneapolis Daily News; The Des Moines 
Daily News; The Kansas City World; The Omaha Daily 
News—under one ownership, one management. 


Put your strongest advertising efforts where pockets are 
fullest and trading is easiest 


The St. Paul News, Minneapolis News, Omaha News, Des Moines News, Kansas City World 


THE CLOVER LEAF NEWSPAPERS 


General Advertising Department B. D. BUTLER, Manager 


CHAS. D. BERTOLET, Cxicaco 
705-7 Boyce Building. Tel. 481 Central 


JAS. F. ANTISDEL, New Yor« 
52 Tribune Building. Tel. 2807 John 
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GOOD BUSINESS 
ENGLISH 


These books teach salesmen how to write convincing letters that sell 
goods; teach credit men how to write tactful letters that bring in money 
and give no offense; teach correspondents how to write forceful business- 
bringing letters; teach stenoyraphers how to master correspondence; 
teach advertisement writers how to write strong, “pulling” copy. They 
form a complete college course in business English—to be read at leisure 
—to be put into daily practhe at once. Many successful men are earning 
large salaries merely because they know how to state a business proposi- 
tion clearly, tersely, concisely, forcefully. This set of books comprises 
the notable Sherwin Cody course in business English complete. Before 
being published in book form this course sold for $25.00. Every business 
man, employer and employe should have this set ready for reference. 


YOU CAN GET A SET 
HANDSOMELY BOUND IN CLOTH AT 


Less Than '* Regular Price 


We are making this offer in connection with SYSTEM, the magazine 
which is as essential to business men as system itself is to business. 
SYSTEM tells every month all the new business tricks that save time—all 
the little office wrinkles that save worry. 
Through SYSTEM you can learn all 
that any one can possibly tell you about 
system and business methods. Two 
hundred or more pages monthly cram- 
ful of business ideas for YOU. The reg- 
ular reading of SYSTEM will solve your 
business perplexities—but ifit does not, 
SYSTEM has a staff of experts—prac- 
tical business men who will answer 
your questions free. 

The subscription price of SYSTEM is 
$2.00 per year. The Sherwin Cody 
books, described above, sell for $3.00. 
To subscribers of SYSTEM, however, 
we will send the books at less than half 
the regular cost. Send $2.00 for SYS- 
TEM and $1.00 for the books, and we 
will enter your name for one year of 
SYSTEM (including the free expert 
service) and will express you the books 
in a case at once, every cost prepaid. 
Send the $3.00 today. Tear out this ad- 
vertisement and 


WRITE YOUR NAME BELOW 


The Armour Glue Works, 
Chicago, Ill. 

I find I cannot get along without SYSTEM. 
It is the best and most comprehensive may 
zine of its class. Full of “‘new blood” ideas, 
nothing ntiquated. 


w. E. JoHNSON, Jr. 


People's Saving and Loan Association 
Company, Leetonia, Ohio. 
A single article is frequently worth much 
more than the price of a year's subscription, 
C. E. GREENAMYER. 


“‘When I am at home Sherwin Cody’s 
books are always on my study table. I never 
travel without one of them in my grip. With 
them at hand, every spare moment can be 
improved to decided financial advantage." 

CLOWRY CHAPMAN, 
Advertising Expert. 


“ara SSa2ppy pur suTeN aNod ay AY 


“You certainly give big value for the 
money."’ 
JOHN LEE MAHIN, 
President Mahin Advertising Co. 


Send with Three Dollars at our risk to 


THE SYSTEM CO. 
1005 First National Bank Bldg. CHICAGO 


Without Stropping 


We want you to test for yourself in your own 
home at your own pleasure the comfort, cleanli- 
ness, time-saving, freedom from stropping and 
honing, the delightful velvet shaving of that one 
safety that is not only a safety but a razor—the 


Gillette Safety Razor 


Always ready—always keen. It has twelve double- 
edged blades as thin as paper, terfipered and glass 
hardened by our new process so that it takes d 
mond dust togrind them. Sentdirect from factory, 
blades and case sealed to show itis mew, 24 razors 
in one; each blade gives from ten to thirty perfect 
shaves without bother or attention. 


No Stropping or Honing 
New blades inserted in a second, You have only w 
lather and shave. No matter how tender your face or 
how wiry your beard—no matter how nervous or unused 
to shaving you may be, in three minutes time your 
will be as smooth as a babe’s—you'll shave in perfect com- 
fort and withouta scratch. Barber shops mean i 
waits and risk of infection. A Gillette Razor 8 for 
years. When you have used each of the edyes until dull, 
eturn to us and we will give you six new blades in ex- 
at no cost to you. 12 additional blades at nominal cost. 
Money back if not satisfled after 30 days trial—we do as we 
say. Ask your dealer—if he doesn’t sell it, get him to write us. 
Write for our interesting booklet. See our handsome exhibit at 
St. Louis World's Fair (Main Aisle, Hardware Arcade, Mfrs. Bldg.) 
Ret Sontinental Nat. Bank of Chicago; Dun’s and Bradstreet's. 
The Gillette Sales Co. 1636 Manhattan Bldg. Chicago 
Sales Agents and Mfrs. of Hardware Specialties. 


BOOKBINDING 


In all varieties of leather 


PLAIN AND ARTISTIC ; 


The binding of libraries, sets, or single volumes, 
in any style, from the most elaborate in full 
Levant Morocco, to the ordinary Hatr-Catr 
or Morocco. 


HENRY BLACKWELL 
University Place and roth St., NEW YORK 


Free Halr Grower 


A trial package of a new and 
wonderful remedy mailed free to 
convince people it actually 
gtows hair, stops hair falling 
out, removes dandruff | 
quickly restores luxuriant growth 


to shining scalps, eyel rows and 
eyelashes. Send your name and 
address to the 
Altenheim Medical Dispensary 
2074 Foso Bldy., Cincinnati, O. 
For a free trial package, 
before and after using enclosing a2-cent stamp to 


MISS EMMA EMOND 
of St. Sauveur, Quebec, Canada, 


Foso Treatment cover postage. Write to-day 
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THE AL-VISTA CAMERA 


ty 
Seo 5 
LE et terete ren tet : 

kv ite, 


fn, 


AND DESERVES IT 


You can take the whole view with one snap, or with 
some models, stop the lens at five different places, and 
thus make five different widths of pictures, all depending 
on just how much of the view you wish. These are 
features no other camera possesses, 


Our Co-operative Plan 


We now send you any camera described in our catalogue 
upon a small payment being made. The remainder you 
may pay in small monthly instalments while you are using 
the camera. Write us for full information about this. 


MULTISCOPE & FILM CO. 


1824 Jefferson Street : Burlington, Wisconsin 
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Duplicate It 


Duplicate It, only @ social gone tee for the pen vne -eneree 
gare ikes to win the game himself instead of having chance win 
for ‘oF him. vate asc rayon Raggy, Noort on mail the objectio for 

the man who wants intelligent fun ‘ee from, e objections 

to other playing cards. “Duplicate It” is‘*It” played in duplicate For Face Treatment at Home 

w.th 2 packs of “It” cards. The Duplicate It Cate keeps each hand intact _ The results from this wonderful scientific inven- 

and later passes the hands from each lees one player to the left as often aa tion are simply marvelous. It cures all cases of 

there are players, so that each player rer The wines cardsand pimples, blackheads, eczema and skin eruptions, 


HYDRO-VACU 


A Wonderful Beautifier 


against same cards as each other player. The winner simply mm uses the cleanses.the poree and makes the skin clear, plump 
opportunities which the loser could ha and youthfu 
used but didn’t. It develops judgment by Absolutely Removes Wrinkles , 
bedi Fla ie ne-not chance, The suction cup, throweh: whieh hot . b» 
ge Duplicate Set-2 packs of ‘*It”” cards and2 Duplicate Cases, $1 water is wruklen mae at "enpurties 
*? The most delightful combination of skill, judgment, probability from the pores, and gives a beautiful { 
ever put in a Social Home Game. Endless new combinations~ complexion. The Hydro-Vacu is highly 
ele ppoket time you play. Scientific, yet so jolly, so easily endorsed by physicians and dermatolo- 
learned, s0 free from arbitrary rules that—no matter what you gists, and is so simple any lady can use 
want 8 e for “It” is it. Absolutely unique. You choose your own it at home. 
play: ing haod and--bat we can’t explain’ It” ina short ad. It’s different— Special Offer. 
allnew,all good. It's‘ It—stays it. 50c. prepaid. Money F limited ti ly, 
back if ag want it. Sample card and full SOC Cl thse be ited ume On. 
*s ** our new eee | tain Dye Ar ll og ob- 
eee big hit with will be sent with complete 7 
ae dy aut} peso ag for One-half 1 
vat ie ke map feature is ular price. we 
sos iggestive, that Nv . Little details, IC. la tne ull informa- 


are so nearly like ibang = ar building game that most people pla; tion sent free. 
at sight. Those who have introduced new games at social gatherings w 

appreciate the Lape advantage of a new game, the‘ “iftle things” of 

which are already known to players, so they can begin playing at once and 

gre all their atteati¢n to main point of game. Easyor scientific, as you like. 

Pull of Offer tence Gomaidatincn, 7 76 Enameled Cards. Price, 50c. 

er: introduce our new games we've made a Duplicate It ‘pack 

for 3 players with enough extra cards so four or more can 

also Play tel 


pl Off Pt Gt 
These 3 would cost $2 
if bought singly. eet 
sell a limited number 
these (3 games )p es 


in handsome leatherette 
Duplicate Case for 50¢ Buite 4 SW as. Chi 


WOULD YOU AWAKEN 


Sublime Harmonies ofthe Music Masters 


in your piano, which has so long been 
silent and as a mere piece of furniture? 


Get a Himball 
Piano Player 


Simplest of all—may be operated even 
by a child. Price, $250, including great 
assortment of music and continued 
Library Privileges offered only by us 
as manufacturers of both Player and 
Music Rolls for its operation. 


W.W. Kimball Co. “Sit aaa Chicago 


ESTABLISHED 1857 


In CoRRESPONDING WITH ADVERTISERS, PLEASK MENTION ““THE READER MaGazine” 


All over the civilized world 
THE IMPROVED 


BOSTON 


IS KNOWN AND WORN 
Every Pair Warranted 


“SRE The Name is 
stamped on every 
= — 


Zi Astenticar 


CUSHION 
BUTTON 


CLASP 


Lies flat to the leg—never 
Slips, Tears nor Unfastens 
ALWAYS EASY 


Send GEO. FROST CO., Makers, 
Sse for Gotta, Boston, Mass., U. S. A. ; 


Semple Pair. 
REFUSE ALL SUBSTITUTES 


Hotel Belleclaire 


Broadway and 77th Street, 
New York. 


Seventh Avenue, 
Amsterdam Ave. 
and West 13oth St. 
Cars pass the 
door. 

Luxurious rooms 
forpermanent 
and transient 


“SS 
MENNEN'S 
es 


tP der 
g Toile ow ig 


Orchestra. 


“Most poltrger ced Beautiful Hotel in the 
World.”” Can offer few single rooms, with 
bath, beautifully furnished, suitable for two 
people, $60 per month. 

TRANSIENT RATES: 


One Room, with bath... a+. $2.50 day 
arlor, Bedroom, with bath, 3and $5 per day 
Parlor, 2 Bedrooms, with bath, ieaud sr rday 
Every improvement known to pad! pa in- 
genuity, 
Write for our magazine, “The Hotel Belle- 
claire World.” 


MILTON ROBLEE, Proprietor. 


‘The llollenbeck Press, Printers and Binders, Indianapolis. U.S 4. 


1h 


NEW BOOKS 


SEND FOR ILLUSTRATED FALL 
CATALOGUE # 


BREAKING the WILDERNESS 


The story of the conquest of the far west, from the wanderings of Cabeza de Vaca tothe first descent 
of the Golorado by Powell and the completion of the Union Pacific Railway. With 
particular account of the exploits of trappers and traders. ; 
By FREDERICK S. DELLENBAUGH, Author of «*The Romance of the Colorado River,” 
«North Americans of Yesterday,’’ etc. : 


* 
8vo. Fully IMlustrated. Net $3.50. (Carrlage as cents.) 


While there have been numerous books published relating to various parts of this period, yet there 
appears to be no single volume which presents a comprehensive and concise view of the whole. It is 
intended that “Breaking the Wilderness” shall, in a measure, fill this place.. 


THE UNITED STATES 1607-1904 


A history of three centuries of progress in population, 
industry, commerce and civilization. 


By WILLIAM ESTABROOK CHANCELLOR and. 


FLETCHER WILLIS HEWES. 
In 10 parts (cach compicte in one volume and sold sepa- 


rately. 
Part I. COLONIZATION, 1607-1697 
8vo, with 150 maps and diagrams (many in colors.) 
Net $3.50. (Carriage 25 cents.) 
The record of the settlement of the twelve English col- 


onies of the 17th century, preceded by a brief review of 
the period of discovery and settlement. 


NARRAGANSETT BAY 


Its historic and romantic associations and picturesque 
setting. 


By EDGAR MAYHEW BACON, Anthor of 
“The Hadson River from Ocean to Soarce,’’ etc. 


Large 8vo, with 50 drawings by the author and nu- 
merous photographs. Net $3.50. (Carriage 25 cents.) 


Mr. Bacon presents in a form similar to his “Hudson 
River,” another volume emphasizing the unique beauty. 
the great historic interest, and the legendary charm of 
Rhode Island’s noble bay, 


RALPH WALDO EMERSON, POET AND THINKER 


By ELISABETH LUTHER CARY, Author of «:The Rossettis,’’ «:William Morris,’’ etc. 
8vo, with numerous illustrations in photogravure, uniform with Miss Cary’s other works. 
Net $3.50. (By mall $3.75.) 
Addressed not to the student, but to the general reader, this volume shows Emerson as he looks to 


the generation succeeding his own. 


JAPANESE LIFE 


In Town and Country. 
By GEO. W. KNOX. 


SWEDISH LIFE 


In Town and Country 
By G. VON HEIDENSTAM. = 


MARJORIE FLEMING 


The story of Pet Marjoric, together 
with her journals and her Iectters, 


By L. MacBEAN. 


No. 2in OUR ASIATIC NEIGHBORS. J No. 12 in OUR EUROPEAN 


NEIGHBORS. 


tamo, Mlustrated. 
(By mail $1.30.) 


JUST ISSUED 


tamo, Illustrated. 


Net $1.20. (By mall $1.30.) | et ¢1.90 


PREVIOUSLY ISSUED 


To Which is Added 


_ Marjorie Fleming, a story of child 
life fifty years ago. 


By JOHN BROWN, M. D. 
With numerous illustrations, includ- 


Indian Life in Town and Country | Belgian Life in Town and Country § ing » frontispicce in color. 


PORTRAITS of the 17th CENTURY 


Historic and Literary. 
By C. A. SAINTE-BEUVE, 
Translated by Katharine P. Wormeley. 
Two parts, 8vo, with about 3o Illustrations. Sold 
separately, each $2.50 net. 


The subjects of these brilliant essays include many of the 
most notable persons in the history and literature of 
France of the 17th century. 


THE MASTER’S VIOLIN 


By MYRTLE REED 
Author of * Lavender and Old Lace,” etc. 
tamo, very daintily printed and bound. 
Net $1.50. (By mail $1.65.) 


A rare picce of work, an exquisite literary production, 
full of delicately woven fancy, tenderness and humor. 
A captivating love story."—Newark Advertiser. 


Send for r) 27 West 
jae, G. P. PUTNAM’S SONS 32: 
Fall Catalogue e e New York. 
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THE READER MAGAZINE 


THE BOBBS-MERRILL COMPANY, PUBLISHERS, INDIANAPOLIS, USA 


CONTENTS FOR NOVEMBER 


The Harvest—Cover design, painted by . . . . R. B. Gruelle 

On the Plains of Liao-Yang . . . . .  . Chang Yow Tong 

Paul Kruger—Frontispiece |. . . Scotson-Clark 

Getting Into Port Arthur—I. Preparing for the Journey . Hector Fuller 
With Illustrations 

Pharisees we ie thus BK cae W. D. Nesbit 

The Ambassador's ‘Dogs fee ee Margery Williams 


A Boston Experiment & “Se win ae oe 2h ot Hayes Robbins 
With Illustrations 


The Prayer Perfect . . James Whitcomb Riley 
Border design and lettering by Ralph Fletcher Seymour 


Spellbinders and Straw Ballots or. gh” PaaS che | Ge Forrest Crissey 

Dumb Animals, - oo. elle Richard Burton 

An Incidental Comedy ee ee er Elliott Flower 
Illustrated by George Brehm 


The Great Hemp Deal »  .  «  « John T. McCutcheon 
Head and tail piece by the author 


Without Prejudice —Kruger in Exile; Should Churches be 
Wound Up? The Infant Phenomenon . .  . Israel Zangnill 
Love that Faltered |, . . . Florence Eatle Coates 


The Man on the Box—Concluded _ a eee Harold MacGrath 
Illustrated by Harrison Fisher 


A Visit to the Farm . eee ee Wl Vearoter 
Ill. Hard at Work. IV. At the Day’s End. 
Reproduced in five colors 

Writers and Readers _. 
With Illustrations 


The Printed Correspondence . . . . Jeannie Pendleton Ewing 
Myrtle Reed—A Little Biography . . . . .. ., i : 
Charles Wagner in France and America | |... Alvan F. Sanborn 
Leonardo Da Vinci bu : F ; ; . Charlotte Becker 


The Reader’s Study— 
American Literature, II. 1765 to 1805 . Will D. Howe, Editor 


Reviews . a. OS th tet : : 
Their Works Live ‘After Them | . oo. .  . « Howard S. Ruddy 
Mr. John Drew—Cartoon . ; George Brehm 


CopyriGutT, 1904, BY Tae Bona: Seats Company 


The entire contents of this magazine are protected by copyright, and must not 
be reprinted. Entered at the Indianapolis postofice as second-class matter 


YEARLY SUBSCRIPTION, $3.00 IssueD MonTHLY SINGLE COPIES, 25 CENTS 


SUBSCRIPTIONS MAY BE TAKEN BY ANY BOOKSELLER OR POSTMASTER 


A New Book by the Author of ‘Rebecca”’ 


THE AFFAIR | 


THE READER MAGAZINE ADVERTISEMENTS 


AT THE INN 


In appropriate 
setting with dec- 
orative cover, 
and beautifully 
illustrated in 
tint by Martin 
Justice. 


$1.25 


“A mighty amus- 
ing account of 
a little interna- 
tional comedy. 
One laughs, or 
at least smiles, 
at almost every 
sentence.” — Vew 
York Times. 


"DO YOU APPROVE OF MARRIAGE?” 


By KATE DOUGLAS WIGGIN 


and others 


“CLEVER—INNOCENT—AMUSING”’ 


“These words describe fairly ‘The Affair at the Inn,’ a rare pleasure in its 
refinement, its humor, and its cheerful goodfellowship.”—St. Louis Globe-Democrat. 
“This story is just such as the amusement-loving public is eager for—a light, 
Flag » well wrought little comedy, fresh in style and new in setting.” —Chicago 
cord-Herald. 
“A jolly little volume that leaves you with a pleasant feeling of self-congratu- 
lation for having read it.”"—New York Globe. 


HOUGHTON, MIFFLIN & CO. : BOSTON AND NEW YORK 
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_ The New Libra 


of 25m" 


Valuable Knowledge 220% 


Twenty-Five Profitable 
Volumes Containing 


The Story of the Stars 

The Story of the Solar System 
The Story of the Ecli 

The Story of the Earth 

The Story of the Earth’s Atmose 


phere 

The Story of Germ Life 

The Story of the Plants 

The Story of Life in the Seas 

The Story of Animal Life 

The Story of the Living Machine 

The Story of a Piece of ! 

The Story of a Grain of Wheat 

The Story of the Cotton Plant 

The Story of Primitive Man 

The Story ot Extinct Civilizations 
of the West 

The Story of Extinct Civilizations‘ 
of the East 

The Story of the Alphabet 

The Story of Geographical Dise 
covery 

The Story of the Art of Building 

The Story of Music 

The Story of Books 

The Story of Chote penny 

The Story of Electricity 

The Story of Rapid Transit 

The Story of the Mind 

Bound in rich, dark red buckram, with gilt 
tops, silk head-bands and gold backs. Every de- 
tail of manufacture will suit the most exact- 
ing. Each vol. (7%,x51,) Aas a complete index. 

A mere glance at the authors named below will 
saffice to evnvinee you of the wealth of learning 
at your service, 

. F. R.A. S.; Prof. H. G. 

Geo. F. Chambers, F. R. 8. nt & 
son; B. Lindsay; Edw. 
Hon. W.C. Edgar; Frede 
S.; Edward Clodd, F. L. S.; Robert Anderson, 

- A. F.A.S.; Jos. Jacobes, P. L. Waterhouse, 


.; F. J. Crowest; G. B. Rawlings; A. T. 


a Ee Beckles Wilson ; 


M., .D., 
Washington, D.C. 


McCLURE, PHILLIPS & CO. 
44 B. 23d St., New York City 


OF TREMENDOUS 


Something New fy rqumnnovs 


You can get this magnificent Library—25 yol- 
umes, by the greatest authorities, at so small a part of 
its real value that you cannot afford to be without it. 
The books reveal, in a most entertaining story 
Style, the hidden mysteries, the wonders and the 
romance in the world around you; they give you the 
marvelous record of Man’s conquest over Nature and 
his progress. When we tell you your favorite novel 
will be dull by comparison and that great scientists 
and leading fiction writers alike acknowledge this 
library superior to any other in entertainment and in- 
struction, we are giving you only a faint idea of its 
value and importance. 

A new werld of knowledge is thrown open to you, 
not only will you have evening after evening o: entertainment, but will 
unconsciously absorb just that knowledge which most stimulates your 
imagination and quickens your powers of observation, the two faculties 
to which all great men and women owe their success. 

These are new up to-date, copyrighted books, agd of vital interest 
to the scholar, the wide-awake man or woman or the ambitious youth 

We are distributing an introductory 
edition on such terms and at such a price 
that no one need feel that he is unable 


to subscribe. 
Profit by Our Introductory Offer 


Tf you will signand return us the coupon 
'O-DAY, we will send you these twentys 

five magnificent volumes at our expense. 
If satisfactory, keep them and send us 
the low introductory price in small 
monthly payments; otherwise,notify 
us, and we will arrange for their 
return at our expense. 

We pay all express 

es. 


Please send me, ON 
APPROVAL, 


spre. 

paid, a setof THE VIBRARY 

OF VALUARLE KNOWLEDGE, 

twenty-five beautiful volumes 

bound “in buckram. — If satisfac- 

tory, I agree to pay you $1.co prompt- 

ly, and §2.00 a month thereafter for 

twelve months. [f not satisfactory I will 

Notify you within a week to arrange for 
their return at your expense. 
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THOMAS Y. CROWELL & C0.S NEW BOOKS 


The Greek Poets 


An Anthology edited by NATHAN Haskett Dorr. 8vo, 
cloth, gilt top, $2; half calf, $3.50; limp seal, $4.50. 


HIS volume includes the choicest examples in English 
of Greek poetry from many sources, each poet's work 
being prefixed by a biographical sketch. Notes, indices, 
and a special introduction are also included, so that the 
reader unaided will find every guide to an intelligent en- 


Morris’s Poetical Works 


Edited by Pror. Prrcv’ R. CoLwety. 8vo, cloth, gilt 
top, $2; half calf, $5.50; limp seal, $4.50. 


ILLIAM Morris's career extended over the better 
part of the nineteenth century. He won fame in 
many fields of work. Asa poet, he ranks with Swinburne 
and Rossetti among the chief ornaments of the Victorian 
era. This careful and generous selection of poems will 


joyment of the subject. This is the fullest and most 


representative selection yet made, 
and will be found of great value in 
the class-room and private library. 


Damesand Daughters 
of the French Court 


By GrERALDINE Brooks, author of 
“Dames and Daughters of Colo- 
nial Days.’ Hlustrated. 12mo, 
gilt top, $1.50 net (postage lic.) 

ANY interesting feminine fig- 
ures cluster about the throne of 

France and exert an influence upon 

her history. This is a treatment of 

an attractive theme from a new 
viewpoint. 


Synopses of Dickens's 


Novels 


By J. WALKER McSpanpen, author 
of “Shaksperian Synopses.” 
18mo, cloth. 45 cents net (post- 
age 5 cents). 

VERY lover of Dickens and liter- 
ary student will find this guide- 
book of great practicalhelp. It gives 

a story or argument of each novel, 

also bibliography, scene, and com- 

plete index of characters, for the 
first time, 


BOOKS BY DR. J. R. MILLER 


More thana million of Dr. Miller's 
kindly, helpful books have been 
issued, some being translated into 
several languages, 


Finding the Way 


Cloth, gilt top, 85 


lémo. Plain edges. 65 cents net. 
cents net. (Postage 8 cents.) 


W. M. Thackeray 


Complete Works in 30 Volumes 
(CORNHILL EDITION) 


With new Biography, Bibliography, 
and Special Introductions, by 
Pror. W._P. TRENT, of Colum- 
bia, and Dr. J. B. HENNEMAN, 
of the University of the South. 
Fully illustrated. 8vo. cloth, gilt 
top, $37.50 per set; half calf, gilt 
top, $75.00 per set. 


N entirely new edition of unusual 

importance, presenting an abso- 
lutely complete text of Thackeray for 
the first time. It includes 2,000 pages 
not found in other editions. The in- 
troductions, bibliography, and other 
special editorial work are no less 
worthy of note. The type is large, 
clear, and specially set throughout. 


Daniel De Foe 


Complete Works in 16 Volumes 
Hedites with Introductions, by Dr. 


. H. Maynapigre, of Harvard. 


Frontispieces. 8vo0. $16, up- 


wards, per set. 
NCLUDES not only the immortal 
“Robinson Crusoe,” but De Foe’s 
other great imaginative tales, travel 
sketches, essays, and descriptions. 
A notable edition of rarity and 
interest. 


show him at his best, and tend to widen his circle of 


American readers. An introduc- 
tion, notes, and bibliography are in- 
cluded. 


Stories of Robin Hood 


And His Merry Outlaws 


By J. WALKER MCSPADDEN. Chil- 
dren's Favorite Classics. Illus- 
trated. 16mo. 60 cents. 


HE children especially will great- 

ly enjoy this re-telling of the 
merry stories of Robin Hood. It is 
a new prose version based directly 
upon the ancient ba iads. 


Stories of King 
Arthur 


adap icd from Malory by U. WaLpo 
2UTLER. Children’s Favorite 


Classics. Illustrated. 


16mo. 
60 cents. 


NEW text of these fine old tales 

of chivalry, based closely upon 
the ‘Morte d’Arthur,” but using 
simple language adapted to younger 
readers. 


NEW BOOKS FOR CHILDREN 
New, copyrighted stories by the best 
authors. Fully illustrated. Price 
60 cents each net (postage 10c). 


Little Metacomet [if pager aie of 


By HEzEKIAH BUTTERWORTH 


Dorothy’s Spy ri a of the first 


The Inner Life 


12mo. Illuminated cover. 30 cents net. 


cents.) 


The Face of the Master 


12mo. Hlustrated, decorated cover, gilt top. 50 cents 
net. (Postage 5 cents.) 
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By JAMES OTIS 


Stories of the Good Greenwood 


Life in the field and forest described entertainingly by 
CLARENCE HAWKES 
How a make-believe 
It All Came True princess was rescued. 
By Mary F. LEonarD 


Thomas Y. Crowell & Co., 426-8 West Broadway, New York 
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‘*For every one who was once a boy and is now a reminiscent man’’ 


An Idy] of Boyhood by Clarence S. Darrow 


HE book is indeed an ‘“‘idyl.”” It is universal. It is as quiet as a woodland pool and as 
pellucid and spontaneous as the springs that feed the pool CHICAGO TRIBUNE. 


NY man, worn and tired from the world’s rush and worry, can be made a boy again fora 
few brief hours by going with Mr. Darrow to ‘‘Farmington.”” NEW YORK GLOBE. 


ERE is a book on a boy’s life in the country—the boy who does chores, the boy who 
goes to the swimming pool, the boy who hates to go to church, the boy who teases 
the girls, and yet the boy who climbs to the top of the hill and looks far off, 

dreaming. It is a book of rare charm. CHICAGO EVENING POST. 


[* is a book of charm to the man of action for the new and alluring fancies it will re- 
veal to him, to the imaginative man for the thrills it will bring him as if of echoes 
from his own past. CHICAGO CHRONICLE. 


of Nc ey author’s affections light his footsteps through the dear old haunts, and he writes 
in a simple lyric strain of humor and pathos that captivates the heart. He visits, with 

that wistfulness known to us all, the sacred places where he fished and roamed the fields 
as a care-free urchin ; looks into the old home and school and church; recalls his quaint illu- 
sions, long vanished, recalls the joys of the summer vacation and lingers around the fascinating 
old mill, now crumbling away, where his father ground the farmers’ grist. Mr. Darrow has 
made a book of genuine literary beauty and haunting human interest. 

CHICAGO RECORD HERALD. 
$1.50 


A. C. McCLURG & CO., Publishers, Chicago 
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Its 16,500 Pages 


epitomize all human history while keeping it 
true and interesting. We may now see the 
story of man’s life and struggle and develop- 
ment unfolding itself easily and naturally—like 
the unraveling of a tangled skein in the hands 
of him who alone knows the secret. In no 
other form can history be so readable— 


A Simple, Straightforward 
Narrative 

built up step by step from the master writings 
of 2,000 historians of every age and nation, 
but without the useless philosophizing and 
painful prolixity of specialism. We may at 
last read history with some sense of propor- 
tion, and without feeling that the subject is 
too vast and deep to be mastered by busy 
Americans. 


A Popular Presentation of All Human History Based_on the Writings of 


A Great Historical Index 


makes the work permanently useful, allowing 
us to turn up any fact or date or event, or in- 
formation of any historical character, on the 
instant. The origin of laws, institutions, cus- 
toms, religions, the whole complex fabric of 
society the world over (45 nations are dealt 
with), is now conveniently at hand. 


The History is Completed— 

The labors of the editors have consummated 
the largest and most important literary under- 
taking of the past 15 years, and one not likely to 
be attempted again in another generation. Of 
the quality of their work, of the unrivalled ex- 
cellence and value of the history, you may judge 
for yourself by reading a specimen volume which 
The Outlook will send you, free of charge, if 
you apply at once. 


In boldness of originality, business acumen, and general interest and utility it may be doubted 
whether the plan and purport of any of the many recent works of popular reference excel that of 
“‘The Historians’ History of the World.’’—New YorK TIMES. 
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remeny owroen * 
AND DENMARK 


2,000 Historians of Every Age and Nation 


The Specimen Volume Plan of Sale adopted by The Out- 
look, has been received by the public with an enthusiasm not 
hitherto observed in the book-selling world. Seven thousand 
specimen volumes have been sent out within 30 days. It is the 
first absolutely satisfactory method yet devised of selling a sub- 
scription book. The Outlook sends the specimen volume by express free of all 
charges. You take your time—you have a whole week—to decide whether 
a ike it or not. We beg you to cut the leaves, to read the 660 pages care- 
ully ; you return the volume at The Outlook’s expense. We do not trouble 
you to come to our office or bother you with canvassers. Can you imagine 
any method more courteous, more satisfactory ? 

The difference between this and other ways of buying books is like the dif- 
ference between being fitted with a suit of clothes by a good tailor and ordering 
a suit bymail. You need not order the history unless it fits your mind. The 
ordinary practice of publishers is to hire men to sell you books, and make 
you pay for their services. This work sells itself. It tells its own story. 
And by this useful method The Outlook can sell the work at 43% less than 
the future prices, as a concession to prompt buyers. Thiasvelames in seveleing bockéass 


PLEASE MAKE USE OF THE FOLLOWING FORM IN APPLYING FOR A SPECIMEN VOLUME. 


ae 1904 
co 
2s The Dutlook, 225 Fourth ave., Mew work 

J 3 5 ¢ 

52%] 4 sight send to > c ce (Fill in Address) 
So zs A Specimen Volume of The Historians’ History of the World, without cost tome. | promise 

o = to return it to you at your expense, within seven days after receipt, whether | decide to 
8 subscribe or not. 
= Occupation Reader 1 Signature. 
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HARPER'S NEW FICTION 


A LADDER OF SWORDS. By Gilbert Parker | |. 


In wholly different vein from the author’s last novel, ‘* The Right of Way,’’ comes this 
exquisite romance, and written in the finished style of this great novelist. The scenes on 
the Island of Jersey are of idyllic freshness and beauty, and in the Seigneur of Rozel, the 
lord of the island, the author has produced a character of delightful humor and braggadocio. 


Illustrated by the Kinneys. Post 8vo, $1.50. 
THE MASQUERADER. By Katherine Cecil Thurston 


Two men, not related, but looking absolutely alike—one married, the other a bachelor— 
secretly change places. The novel develops along lines new to fiction, and is a forceful 
compelling story ; not a story of style and words, but a story of doing, a history of life in 
action. The moral problem involved is a strange one. Illustrated. Post 8vo, $1.50. 


VERGILIUS. By Irving Bacheller 


After two years’ work along new lines, Irving Bacheller has produced in ‘*Vergilius’’ a 
story of new atmosphere and unusual power. The story is one of tender affection and 
strong situations, and the final scene is a crowning touch of rare beauty. Post 8vo, $1.35. 


THE TRUANTS. By 4. E. W. Mason 


An exhilarating story of London life by the author of ‘¢ Four Feathers,’? which achieved 
unusual popularity. The truants are two young married people living with the rich, over- 
bearing father of the husband, often playing truant to escape his hard surveillance. The plot 
is intensely interesting throughout, growing more and more involved with every chapter. 
Illustrated. Post 8vo, Cloth, $1.50. 


THE SON OF ROYAL LANGBRITH. By W. D. Howells 


This new novel promises to be the most popular story he has written for some time. It deals 
with an immensely interesting situation, new to fiction, which works out to a strong conclu- 
sion. Crown 8vo, Special Binding, Uncut Edges, Gilt Top, $2.00. 


NOSTROMO. By Joseph Conrad 


A novel of present-day adventure in a South American republic. The story is one of revolu- 
tion and exciting intrigue, and throughout the author’s marvellous powers of description are 
shown. The odd contrast of medieval revolutionary conditions side by side with gigantic 
commercial enterprise, undertaken by foreign capital, is set forth. Post 8vo, $1.50. 


THE GEORGIANS. By Will N. Harben 


A new book about Abner Daniel, in which his shrewd wit is more keen and telling than ever. 
In the role of match-maker old Abner adds a delightfully humorous touch to a sweet and 
tender love-story. Post 8vo, $1.50. 


HARPER & BROTHERS : PUBLISHERS : NEW YORK 
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THE AMERICAN NATION 


A HISTORY 


FROM ORIGINAL SOURCES BY ASSOCIATED SCHOLARS. IN TWENTY-SEVEN VOLUMES 


Edited by ALBERT BUSHNELL HART, P#é.D., LL.D., 


Professor of History at Harvard University 


HIS WORK is the greatest, most authoritative, and only exhaustively complete history of America that 
has ever been undertaken. The work is under the editorial supervision of Albert Bushnell Hart, 
Professor of History at Harvard University, in consultation with advisory committees appuinted by the 
Massachusetts, Virginia, Texas and Wisconsin Historical Societies. The history will be complete in 

twenty-seven volumes, each the work of an acknowledged scholar of history who is a specialist in that period of 
our nation's history of which his volume treats. Each writer has spent years of study in preparing for this great 
work, and has searched all records and historical data. The names of these scholars are an assurance of the 
authority, finality and permanence of this great work. The plan of the narrative is chronological, the volumes 
following each other in close sequence, and its scope a critical, political, biographical account of the events and 
forces which have been vital in the making of our nation. The series will include a set of unexcelled maps in 
color and in black and white. These maps alone are equivalent to an expensive American Atlas, and are, more- 
over, the result of the very latest topographical work. Each volume is indexed and a general index volume to 
the whole series will be prepared, thus making the whole group useful for ready reference. Accompanying each 
volume is a chapter of bibliography suited to the further needs of the general reader, 


Five volumes are now completed and the remaining volumes will follow quickly. - 


This first group of five is complete in itself. 


THE EUROPEAN BACKGROUND OF AMERICAN HISTORY, by Professor E. P. Cheyney, 
University of Pennsylvania. It deals with the condition of European civilization at the time of the 
sailing of Columbus and just after, which led to his voyages and other journeys to the American 
continent. 

Vol. I. BASIS OF AMERICAN HISTORY, by Professor Livingston Farrand, Columbia University, deals. 
particularly with the conditions of our continent in the fifteenth and sixteenth centuries, Indian 
civilization, climate, topography, etc. 

Vol. III. SPAIN IN AMERICA, by Professor E. G. Bourne, Yale University, deals with the period of 
Spanish colonization between the years 1450 and 1580. 

Vol. 1V. ENGLAND IN AMERICA, by Lyon G. Tyler, President of William and Mary College, deals with 
the early English colonies in Virginia and New England. 

Vol. V. COLONIAL SELF-GOVERNMENT, by Professor Charles M. Andrews, Bryn Mawr College, deals 
with the early self-government of the Spanish, French, English and Dutch Colonies. 

Each volume is illustrated with frontispiece and maps in color and black and white. Crown 8vo, polished buckram, 
leather labels, with gilt lettering, gilt tops, uncut edges, five volumes in box, net, $9.00 


THE COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS OF 


ALGERNON CHARLES SWINBURNE 


THE WANT of a complete library edition of the works of this great poet has long been felt. ‘The whole of 
Swinburne’s Pcetical Works is included in these volumes, together with the new volume—‘‘A Channel 

Passage’’ and other as yet unpublished pieces. The first volume Mr. Swinburne has prefaced by a long Intro- 

ductory Letter to his friend Theodore Watts-Dunton, in which he relates for the first time how he came to produce 

the works upon which his fame rests. 

Vol. 1. Poems and Ballads. First Series. 

Vol. II. Songs Before Sunrise—Songs of Two Nations, including A Song of Italy. 

Vol. III. Poems and Ballads. Second and Third Series—Songs of the Springtides. 

Vol. IV. Tristram of Lyonesse (the Arthurian Poems )—The Tale of Balen—Atalanta—Erechtheus. 

Vol. V. Studies in Song—A Century of Roundels—Sonnets from the Volume “Tristam of Lyonesse "— 
Poems from “ Tristram '""—The Heptalogia (with additions). 

Vol. VI. A Midsummer Holiday—Astrophel and Other Poems—T he Contents of the New Volume, A Channel 
Passage, and Other Poems, which is now in the press. 


Six Volumes. With Latest Portrait of Swinburne and Autograph 
Crown 8vo, Library Binding, Uncut Edges, Gilt Tops, net, $12.00 


HARPER & BROTHERS : Publishers : NEW YORK 
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A Selection from Our Fall List 


Source Books of American Htstory 


Travels Through the Middle Settlements of North America, 
1759-1760. By Andrew Burnaby 


Small 8vo, cloth, $2.00 net 


An educated Englishman’s fair-minded account of the condition of the colonies on the eve of the Revolu- 
tion. 1t was last reprinted in separate form in 1775. 


Memoirs of the American War. By William Heath 


Small 8vo, cloth (ready October 2s), $2.50 net 


The history by an officer of high rank of the military operations of the Revolution, especially valuable for 
its accounts of the British retreat from Lexington, the battle of Bunker Hill, and the later engagements 
about New York. It has not been reprinted since it was published by act of Congress in 1798. 


Legends of the Iroquois, Told by the Cornplanter 
By W. W. Canfield 
FROM AUTHORITATIVE NOTES AND STUDIES 


New and enlarged edition. Illustrated. Small 8vo, cloth, $1.50 net 
A series of annotated reprints, “Source Rooks of American History,” projected to be sold at a moderate 
pice: which will include some of the best and rarest contemporary volumes of travel, history and 
iography, dealing with the colonial and revolutionary periods and the exploration and settlement of the 
farther West; and will be edited, with introductions, notes and indexes, by % 
of ‘* Rambles in Colonial Byways,” * Historic Long Island,” etc. 


New England in Letters. By Rufus Rockwell Wilson 


12mo, cloth, with six illustrations in color, $1.50 net 
A series of pilgrimages to the literary landmarks of New England, a delightful mingling of historic fact and 
intimate personal acquaintance. 


“It is the best thing yet dose in that direction."— Thomas Wentworth Higginson. 
“ From cover to cover a delightful book.''"—Srooklyn Hayle. 


Famous Battles of the Nineteenth Century 


ufus Rockwell Wilson, author 


By G. A. Henty, Major Arthur Griffiths, Archibald Forbes and other well-known writers 
Edited by CHARLES WELSH 


New Issues 
Vol. II—From 1815-1861, 9 illustrations. Vol. IV—From 1871-1900, 12 illustrations. 


Previously Issued 


Vol. I—From 1801-1815, 16 illustrations, Vol. I1I—From 1861-1871, 16 illustrations. 
Each. 12mo, cloth, $1.25 
The above four volumes in box, $5.00 


Inalengthy review of the first two volumes issued in the series the V. Y. Times Saturday Review says: 

“All boys ought to be glad toseize the opportunity presented to them by Mr. Welsh, to read these two books 
in which about all the very great and some of the very small—but very interesting to us—contflicts of the 
nineteenth century are described with compactness, vigor and accuracy, sometimes by men who looked 
upon the scenes they describe and were exposed to their dangers.” 


A. Wessels Company winetori reer New York 
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Handsome Library Editions 


ALEXANDER DUMAS 


Complete works in fifteen volumes 
This is one of the most complete and 
finely illustrated editions of the French 
romancer ever issued. The illustra- 
tions are after originals by French 
artists such as De Neuville, Leloir, etc. 


E. BULWER LYTTON 


(Lorp LyTToN) 
Complete works containing all the 
novels and romances with numerous 
illustrations in photogravure and half- 
tone, printed from new plates—large 
clear type. Fifteen volumes. 


VICTOR HUGO 


Complete works, comprising Dramas and Poems 

Among the famous artists and etch- 
ers whose work appears in this edition 
are Detaille, Leloir, Vibert, Perrault, 
Bonnat, Lefevre, and others equally 
famous. Ten volumes. 


W. M. THACKERAY 


Complete Works, containing all the 
novels and miscellanies contained in 
the best standard editions issued in 
England with the author’s apprexal. 
Illustrated with full-page otogra- 
vures and _ half-tones and including 
Thackeray’s own sketches and draw- 
ings. Ten volumes. 


CHARLES ROLLIN 


The Ancient History of the Egyp- 
tians, Carthaginians, Assyrians. Bab: 
ponies, Medes and Persians, Mace- 
onians and Grecians, by CHARLES 
Roun. Translated from the French. 
From the latest London edition, care- 
fully revised and corrected, with chro- 
nological table, complete index and 
illustrations. Four volumes. 


HUGO 


iy > 


THACKERAYIO “_ 


GIBBON. 
ROLLIN. 
GREEN. 
RAWLINSON 3“ 
McCARTHY 
TAINE ‘ ae 


of 


Famous Novelists 
and Historians 


SENT ON APPROVAL. EASY MONTHLY 
PAYMENTS. FIFTY PER CENT REDUC- 
TION. BOUNDIN HALF LEATHER. 


REGULAR PRICE 8&2 PER VOL. 
CLEARANCE “ 


$1 oe 


The volumes are all uniform in size, a trifle larger than 
the ordinary 12mo, and printed on a special grade of 
paper manufactured expressly for these sets. Bhetype 

clear and distinct, and each volume averages about 
400 pages. 

The books are bound in the Best Halt-Leather, 
with ornamental geld stampin, Sides of English 
corded cloth, gold tops and silk bands. A different 
shade of leather was selected for each set, the cloth to 
harmonize with the leather, thus giving each set its 
individuality. Every volume has either a photo- 
gravure or a steel-plate frontispiece, and throughout 
the text are inserted excellent reproductions in line or 
half-tone, after originals by famous artists. He guar- 
antee these books to be exactly as represented, and 
if upon examination they do not meet expectations, 
they can be returned within five days from their re- 
ceipt AT OUR EXPENSE. 

We are authorized to offer these beautiful editions 
at a reduction of 50 pee cent. from the former price. 
Som re our offer w: thie of ad publishers, fons 
si ing paper, type, illustrations, binding, etc., 

will find our price cannot be . 


yaa reearn 60 us the below, checking 
pete you wish. DO THIS NOW. Only a limited num- 


SENDNO MONEY ‘NSPEcTION couron 
YOU TAKE NO RISK MESSRS. A. WESSELS CO., 
ee 


BULWER 
DUMAS _. 


43-45 East 19th St., New York. 
» I5Vols, Gentlemen: 
15 “ 


10 


and desire 
the standai 


Name. 


Address 


State. 


A. WESSELS CoO., 43-45 EAST NINETEENTH ST., NEW YORK 


6c 


I accept your special 
offer to READER MAGAZINE readers 

u to send me the sets of 
authors checked above. I 
agree to examine the books and if they 
prove satisfactory to pay for them on 
terms of monthly payments. If unsatis- 
factory I will hold subject to your order. 


JUSTIN McCARTHY 


A History of Our Times, from the 
Accession of Queen Victoria to the 
General Election of 1880. This edition 
contains introduction and supplemen- 
tary chapters by G. Mercer Adam, 
beinging the work down to Mr. Glad- 
stone’s Resignation of the Premiershi 

March, 1894), with New Index and ad- 

itions to the survey of the Literature 
of the Reign. Two volumes. 


JOHN RICHARD GREEN 


A History of the English People. 
Illustrated Large type, beautifully 
illustrated. A History of the English 
Eeople from early England, 449, to 
modern England, 1815. Newly edited 
and carefully revised. With a com- 
plete index. Four volumes. 


GEORGE RAWLINSON 


The seven great Monarchies of the 
Ancient Eastern World; or, the His- 
tory, Geography and Antiquities of 
Chaldea Assyria, Babylon, Media, 
Persia, Parthia and Sassanian or New 
Persian Empire. Three volumes. 


EDWARD GIBBON 


The History of the Decline and Fall 
of the Roman Empire. With Notes 
by the Rev. H. H. Milman. A New 

dition, to which is added a complete 
Index of the whole work. Five vol- 
umes. 


H. A. TAINE 


A History of English Literature, 

Translated by N. Van Laun with a 

pene prepared for this translation 
y the author. Two volumes. 
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IMPORTANT NEW BOOKS 


FICTION 
Fata Morgana 


By ANDRE CASTAIGNE. A novel of American art 

students and others in Paris. Illustrated by the 

Author, 
A striking and unhackneyed narrative, romantic, pictur- 
one, dealing with a fascinating phase:of Parisian life, 
and also with a certain charming and heroic myth of one 
of the little countries bordering on the Adriatic. Mr. 
Castaigne’s illustrations, of course, are of notable in- 
terest. (12mo, 450 pages. Price, $1.50.) 


The Staying Guest 


By CAROLYN WELLS. Illustrated by W. GRANVILLE 
SMITH. 


A charming tale, this, of a quaint and startling but loving 
and lovable child, easily one of the cleverest child char- 
acters in fiction. It is a book for young and old. 


(12mo, 300 pages. Price, $1.50.) 


Ellen and Mr. Man 


By GOUVERNEUR MORRIS. With frontispiece by 
Leon Guipon. 

This is a delicious tale of a sweet gir] and her two lovers, 
one a fine young Frenchman, the other a little lad who 
speedily holds the center of the stage and wins the larg- 
est share of the reader's affections. 


(12mo, 200 pages. Price, $1.25.) 


The Gray World 


By EVELYN UNDERHILL. 
This is an unusual story, the remarkable narrative of a 
London slum child’s reincarnation. How the memory of 
the “gray world” influenced all this second existence is 
well told. (12mo, 350 pages. Price, $1.50.) 


The River’s Children 


By RUTH McENERY STUART, Author of “Sonny.” 
“Napoleon Jackson,’”’ *‘ Holly and Pizen,” etc. Llus- 
trated vy HARry C. Epwarps. 
This is a story of the men and women who live along the 
Mississippi and who love and fear the Great River asa 
mysterious, insatiable, relentless, merciless power. It is 
an idyl of the Great River, of delicate and delicious 
humor, of rare sweetness and tenderness. 


(16mo, 175 pages. Price, $1.00.) 


Sonny: A Christmas Guest 


By RUTH McENERY STUART. With fourteen illus- 
trations by FANNY Y. Cory, and an initial for each 
chapter. . 
The atmosphere is the same that has always enveloped 
Mrs. Stuart’s work, and there is the same pervading 
sweetness of spirit and the same delicate humor, always 
wavering on the narrow border between laughter and 
tears.— Bookman. (12mo, 135 pages. Price, $1.25.) 


The Youth of Washington: Told 
in the Form of an Autobiography 


By S. WEIR MITCHELL, Author of ‘ Hugh Wynne.” 
* The Youth of Washington” is neither bald history nor 
pure fiction; the larger historic facts are true, the fiction 
a daring form of commentary. 


(12mo, 300 pages. Price, $1.50.) 


The Madigans 


By MIRIAM MICHELSON, Author of ‘In the Bishop’s 
Carriage."’ Illustrated by ORSON LOWELL. 


The Madigans are six of the most active, daring, original 
and clever youngsters that ever stirred up a household. 
A few chapters from this story of their doings are enough 
to enliven the dullest day. 


(12mo, 300 pages. 


Paths of Judgment 


By ANNE DOUGLAS SEDGWICK, Author of “The 
Rescue,” ‘* The Confounding of Camelia,” etc. 
This is a dramatic character study; and the four chief 
characters are unusual and fascinating men and women. 


(12mo, 346 pages. Price, $1.50.) 


Price, $1.50.) 


ART 
Italian Villas and Their Gardens 


By EDITH WHARTON, Author of ‘The Valley of De- 
cision,” etc. With fifty illustrations in color and in 
black and white, by MAXFIELD ParRIsH, and from 
photographs. 


This is a sumptuous and almost an ideal book, containing 
full and vivid descriptions of all the more notable Italian 
villas, the illustrations being of rare beauty and interest. 
It is the art-book of the year. 


(Printed in two colors on special plate paper. Royal 
octavo, 275 pages. Price, $6.00 net; postage, 27 cents.) 


VERSE 


Poems and Verses 
By MARY MAPES DODGE. 


This collection is representative of the choicest and 
ripest work of this favorite author. 


(12mo, 250 pages. Price, $1.20 net; postage, 8 cents.) 


NEW ISSUES IN 


THE THUMB-NAIL SERIES 


Exquisite little volumes in embossed leather bindings 
designed by BLANCHE McMANUS MANSFIELD. 


As You Like It 


Following the Cambridge text, and with an interest- 
ing frontispiece portrait of Shakespeare. 


Romeo and Juliet 


Following the Cambridge text, and with an interest- 
ing frontispiece portrait of Shakespeare. 


An Old English Christmas 


With frontispiece portrait of Washington Irving. 
(Size 2™@ by 5% inches. Price, each, $1.00, in box.) 


THE CENTURY CO. : UNION SQUARE : NEW YORK 
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IMPORTANT NEW BOOKS 


ESSAYS, BIOGRAPHY, ETC. 
Thackeray’s Letters 


TO AN AMERICAN FAMILY 

With an introduction by Lucy W. BAXTER. 
Perhaps the most charming of all Thackeray’s letters are 
these, making a volume, with its facsimiles of manu- 
scripts and drawings by the author, which every Thack- 
eray lover will treasure. 
(Octavo, 193 pages. Price, $1.50 net; postage, 10 cents.) 


Presidential Problems 


By GROVER CLEVELAND, ex-President of the United 
States. 
Just what the title and the author's name would promise 
—a clear, vigorous discussion of some of the vital ques- 
tions which pressed upon Mr, Cleveland for settlement 
during his years in the White House. 


(Octavo, 300 pages. Price, $1.80 net; postage, 16 cents.) 


Modern Methods of Book 
Composition 


By THEODORE L. DE VINNE. 
This book, the work of the head of living printers, is in- 
valuable for every writer, printer and editor. 
(12mo, 488 pages. Price, $2.00 net; postage, 15 cents.) 


The Art Crafts for Beginners 


By FRANK G. SANFORD, Director of the Chautauqua 
Arts and Crafts Department. Illustrated by the 
Author. 
This book should prove invaluable as a suggestive little 
manual for all interested in art crafts. 
Sarat 12mo, 250 pages. Price, $1.20 net; postage, 9 
cents. 


A Transplanted Nursery 


By MARTHA KEAN. Illustrated with over sixty 
otographs. 

The story of a most unusual and rather audacious ex- 
periment which proved to bea complete success: how an 
American mother decided to take her thre+ ‘ittle lads for 
a summer sojourn in Brittany instead us making the usual 
pilgrimage to the Maine coast. Snap-shots and pen-pic- 
tures have recorded this delightful summer abroad. 


(12mo, 275 pages. Price, $1.20 net; postage, 11 cents.) 
The American Constitutional 
System 
GHBY, Associate Professor of 


y Ww. WILLOU! 
Pritvcal s Science at Jobns Hopkins University. 
With chapters on ‘‘The Nature of the Federal State,” 
“The Power of the United States to Acquire Territory,” 
“Citizenship,” etc. A book of great value to every citizen. 


(12mo, 320 pages. Price, $1.25 net.) 


City Government in the United 
States 


By FRANK J. GOODNOW, Faton Professor of Admin- 
istrative Law and Municipal Science, Columbia Unit 
versity, 
A practical book for Americans interested in the improve- 
mentof the government of cities. Chapters on “The City 
as a Social Fact."’ ‘State Control of Cities.” etc. 


(12mo, 320 pages. Price, $1.25 net.) 


The Principles of Economics 


By FRANK A. FETTER, Ph.D., Professor of Political 
Economy and Finance, ‘Cornell’ University. 


This survey of the field of economics is intended prima- 
rily to serve as a text for the use of college and university 
students, but it presents also to the citizen and general 
reader a summary in one volume of the latest contribu- 
tions to economic study. 


(Octavo, 300 pages. Price, $2.00 net.) 


The Awakening of Japan 
By craeiEe -KAKUZO, Author of ‘Ideals of the 
as 


The remarkable story of how Japan has awakened from 

her mediaval slumbers. All readers of this entertaining 

volume will echo the author’s epigrammatic, utterance 

that ‘‘the Yellow Peril’ is a white lie.” The distin- 
uished author is at present connected with the Boston 
4useum of Fine Arts. 


(16mo. Price, $1.40 net; postage, 10 cents.) 


BOOKS FOR BOYS AND GIRLS 
The Brownies in the Philippines 


Verse and pictures by PALMER COX. 
Perhaps the best and funniest of all these jolly Brownie 
books. (Square, 144 pages. Price, $1.50.) 


Baby Elton, Quarter-Back 


By LESLIE W. QUIRK. 
A ae Lc peed book for boys. (Dlustrated. 12mo. 


ee and Their Majesties 


By B. L. FARJEON. 
Just the prettiest, jolliest book for healthy youngsters 
written in many aday. (12mo, 350 pages. Price, $1.50.) 


Mary’s Garden and How It Grew 


By FRANCES DUNCAN. 
A practical treatise on making a flower-garden, interest- 
ye told in the form of astory. (Square, 12mo. Price, 
1.2: 


Elinor Arden, Royalist 


By MARY CONSTANCE DU BOIS. 
A charming tale founded upon an actual incident in the 
life are ence Henrietta Anne. (12mo, 283 pages. 
» $1.50. 


Kibun Daizin; or, From Shark- 
Boy to Merchant Prince 


By GENSAI MURAI. 


The stirring roe at 2 a popular Japanese hero. (12mo, 
175 pages. Price, $! 


Captain John Smith 

By TUDOR JENKS. 
A book which should become the standard history of 
Captain John Smith for young Americans. (12mo, 259 
pages. Price, $1.20 net; postage, 11 cents.) 
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KITTY /THE 


Tre CHALLONERS 


By E. F. BENSON 


Perhaps you recall «* Dodo’’ by the same 
author. Ifso, it may interest you to read what 
the Chicago Record-Herald has to say of Mr. 
Benson’s new book: 


‘¢€The Challoners’ is the best thing he has done. . . . 
His work is deft and true and sincere, An entertaining, 
well-written story, with deep feeling in it.’” 


E. F. BENSON 


@ A charming little love story in 
which a young architect and the 
mistress of a rose garden are the two 
figures. The whole story breathes 
summer sunshine, the fragrance of 
flowers, and the alluring uncertain- 
ties of love-making. The book will 
be daintily illustrated, and will have, 
besides,thedecorations on each page 
and the attractions of artistic print- 
ing and binding, which make it 
especially suitable as a gift book. 


By RALPH HENRY BARBOUR 


With illustrations in color by 
Freperic J. von Rapp 
1zmo. Decorated cover, in a box, $2.00 


OLIVE LATHAM 


By E. L. VOYNICH 
The author of ‘*The Gadfly’’ and «<Jack 


Raymond.’ It is a Russian story—‘‘a most 
remarkable study of life and character,’’ says 
the Philadelphia Press. 


WE HAVE JUST PUBLISHED 
S. WEIR MITCHELL’S 


NEW SAMARIA 


By the author of «Hugh Wynne’’ 
Illustrated, $1.25 


J.B. LIPPINCOTT COMPANY 


PUBLISHERS: PHILADELPHIA 
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SHAKESPEARE 
or FREE 


You have always wanted a good set of Shakespeare. 
Now is your chance to get it at a low price and on easy 
terms of payment. Our Shakespeare club has pur- 
chased an entire edition of the famous International 
Shakespeare. Naturally, we bought 500 sets cheaper 
than you could buy one. That’s why you can save 
half the regular price by ordering through the club. 


The New International Edition 


is the latest and best Shakespeare. It is based on three centuries of searching 
criticism. All recognized authorities are represented in the notes and explanatory 
matter, among them being Dyce, Coleridge, Dowden, Johnson, Malone, White and 
Hudson. It has been edited and produced with a view of making Shakespeare 
pleasant and entertaining. Every difficult passage or obsolete word is explained. 


No Other Edition Contains 


Topical Index: By means of which the reader can Arguments giving a full story of each play in inter- 
find any desired passage in the plays and poems. esting, readable prose. 

Critical Comments explaining the plays and charac- Study Methods, consisting of study questions and 
ters, selected from the writings of eminent Shakes- | suggestions,—the idea being to furnish a complete 
perian scholars. college course of Shakesperian study. 

Glossaries following each Play, 80 that you do not Life of Shakespeare by Dr. Israel Gol- 
have to turn to aseparate volume to find the meaning | lancz, with critical essays by Bagehot, 
of every obscure word. Stephen and other distinguished 

Two Sets of Notes: Explanatory notes forthe gen- Shakesperian scholars and 
eral reader and critical notes for the student or scholar. | ¢Titics. 


Description: Complete in thirteen handsome volumes—size 7% x 5% inches—con- 
taining 7,000 pages; attractively bound in cloth and half-leather; 400 illustra- 
tions—reproductions of quaint wood-cuts of Shakespeare’s time, and beautiful 
color plates; wide margins for notes on all pages. 


Special Club Offer 


Through our Shakespeare Club, you can se- 

No : Money cure this splendid edition now at half the thisercly 
Required Now regular price. Mail the coupon to-day, Soclety 
and we will send you a complete set for five days’ examina- 
tion. If you do not like the books, send them back at our <> de 


expense. If you dolike them, send us $1 or $2 per 
month until paid for. The Club price for the cioth | ee Be: Z 
binding is $20, and for the half-leather $24. If pur- x Please send 
chased through an agent or dealer the prices would , P ee eee 
be $36 and $44. 


setof the New Inter- 
national Shakespeare in 
FRE Prompt subscribers will receive free of charge half-leather. If satisfactory 
a collection of sixteen beautiful pictures, I agree to pay $1 within & 
each 11x15 inches, ready for framing, representing scenes days and $2 per month there. 
from great books. This collection sells for $8.00 at book after until $24 has been paid; if 
stores. With each set we also supply the topical index and 
plan of study described above, which cannot be purchased 


not satisfactory I agree to return the 
set within 5 days at your expense. 
separate from the set for less than $6.00, 5 


78 Fifth Avenue 


The University Society, * xew yor. 


Read In ordering cloth change $24 to $20 If you prefer 
11-"04 to pay §1 per month alter coupon accordingly 
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NEW FICTION 


GOD’S GOOD MAN 


A Simple Lobe Story 
By MARIE CORELLI 


Author of 
“A Romance of Two Worlds,” “Thelma,” “The 
Master Christian,” etc. 
This story is on the lines of “Thelma.” 


$3.50 


THE 
FLIGHT OF A MOTH 
By EMILY POST 


A story of the social triumphs of a young 
American widow. 


$1.50 


HEARTS IN EXILE 


By 
JOHN OXENHAM 


Author of “Flowers of the Dust,” “Barbe of 
Grand Bayou,” etc. 


$3.50 


TOMMY & CO. 
By 
JEROME K. JEROME 
Better than “Three Men in a Buat.” 
$1.50 


A BOX OF MATCHES 


By 
HAMBLEN SEARS 


Author of “None But the Brave,” etc. 
Frontispiece by Harrison Fisher 
$1.50 


BEVERLY OF 
GRAUSTARK 


GEORGE BARR McCUTCHEON 
Author of - 
“Graustark,” “Castle Craneycrow,” etc. 
Illustrations in colors by Harrison Fisher 


$1.50 


THE BELLE 
OF BOWLING GREEN 


By AMELIA E. BARR 


Author of “The Bow of Orange Ribbon,” “The 
Maid of Maiden Lane,” etc. 


$1.50 


THE BETRAYAL 


By 
E. PHILLIPS OPPENHEIM 


Author of “The Traitors,” “Anna, the Adven- 
turess,” “The Yellow Crayon,” etc. 


$1.50 


THE LETTER D 
By 
GRACE DENIO LITCHFIELD 
Author of “The Moving Finger Writes,” etc. 
$1.50 


THE 
LOVES OF MISS ANNE 


S. R. CROCKETT 
Author of 
“The Lilac Sunbonnet,” “Strong Mac,” etc. 


$5.50 


DODD, MEAD &© COMPANY, Publishers, NEW YORK 
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Illustrated Gift Books-1904 


THE LOVE OF AZALEA 


By ONOTO WATANNA 
Author of 
‘CA Japanese Nightingale,’’ ‘‘ The Heart of Hya- 
cinth,’’ etc. Illustrated with beautitul colored plates 
by a Japanese artist. 
8vo. Illustrated. Net $2.00. 


LI'L’ GAL 


By PAUL LAURENCE DUNBAR 


Author of 


THACKERAY 
UNITED STATES 
By GEN. JAMES GRANT WILSON 


Author of ‘Life of General Grant,”” ‘‘Bryant 
and His Traveis,’’ etc. 


“(Lyrics of Lowly Lite,’ 
**Cabin and Field,’” etc. 


With illustrations by Mr, 
Miner of the Hampton 
Institute Camera Club, and 
Marginal Decorations. 
Containing Negro dia- 
lect poems, etc, 
Regular Edition 
2ve illustrated. Net 
$1.50. copies ~ 


OUR FRIEND THE DOG 
By MAURICE MAETERLINCK 


This is the first work of Maeterlinck having illus- 
trations, there being several full-page plates and marginal 
decorations, 


16mo, Illustrated. Net $1.00. 


THE NAUTICAL LAYS OF A 
LANDSMAN 
By WALLACE IRWIN 


Clever nonsense jingles with the amusing drawings 


of PETER NEWELL. 
12mo. Illustrated. Net $1.00. 


Nearly 100 illustrations. 
drawings, etc. 15 portraits of Thackeray. 


2 vols. 8vo. 


Japan Paper Fdition limited to 35 


NATURE AND CULTURE 


By HAMILTON W. MABIE 
Author of 
¢ My Study Fire,"* *(In the Forest of Arden,”’ etc. 
With page decorations. Illustrated with 24 full-page 
reproductions of nature studies. 
8vo. Illustrated. Net $2.00. 


LOVE FINDS THE WAY 


By PAUL LEICESTER FORD 


Author of 


«Janice Meredith," 
“Wanted: A Match- 
maker,”’ etc. 


With full-page illustrations 

in photogravure by 
HARRISON FISHER 

and elaborate decorations 

in many colors by 
MARGARET 

ARMSTRONG 
A Colonial story of the 
«Janice Meredith ’* type. 


Letters, portraits, 


- Net $10.00 


- Net $20.00 8vo. Hlustrated. $2.00 
e 


SCROGGINS 
By JOHN URI LLOYD 


Author of *Stringtown on the Pike,’ etc. 
Numerous illustrations and decorations by 
REGINALD BIRCH 


8vo. Milustrated. $1.50. 


RAIDERLAND 


By S. R. CROCKETT 


Author of ‘©The Lilac Sunbonnet," etc. 
With 100 illustrations by JOSEPH PENNELL. 


12mo. Illustrated. Net $2.00. 


OUTLINES OF THE HISTORY OF ART 


By DR. WILLIAM LUBKE 


Edited, minutely revised, largely rewritten and brought up to the present time by RUSSELL STURGIS, A. M., 
Ph. D., F. A. 1. A. Fully illustrated with 130 half-tone plates and 660 line cuts. 


2 vols., 8vo. 


Net 10.00. 


Dodd, Mead & Co., Publishers :; New York 
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New Books from Fohn Lane’s Lust 


; NOVELIST AND 
EMILE LOLS REFOR ak 
AN ACCOUNT OF HIS LIFE AND WORK 


By ERNEST ALFRED VIZETELLY 


WITH NUMEROUS ILLUSTRATIONS, PORTRAITS, ETC. 8v0. $3.50, nel 
“Indispensable to the student of literature."—Guy CARLETON LEF, Baltimore Sun 


With the Pil- 
grims to Mecca 


BEING THE ADVENTURE OF 
Haji Raz ON THE OCCASION 
OF HIS PILGRIMAGE TO THE 
Hory City 1n_ 1320 OF THE 
HeGirRA (1902 A.D.) AND AN 
ACCOUNT OF THE RELIGIOUS 
CEREMONIES OF THE HAJI AND 
THE SOCIAL ASPECTS OF THE 
Faitu 
As composed from his notes 


By Wilfrid Sparroy 
8vo. $3.50, net 


WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE 
PEDAGOGUE AND POACHER 
A Drama by Richard Garnett 


x 
A LATER 
w! -) T 
PEPYS 
THE CORRESPONDENCE OF 
Sir WILLIAM WELLER 
Pepys, BART., MASTER IN 
CHANCERY, 1758-1825, WITH 
Mrs. CHAPONE, Mrs, 
HARTLEY, Mrs. Mon- 
TAGUE, HANNAH More, 
WILLIAM FRANKS, SIR 
JAMES MACDONALD, MA- 
JOR RENNELL, SIR Na- 
THANIEL WRAXALL, AND 
OTHERS. 


Edited with an introduction 
and Notes by 


Alice C. C. Gaussen 


With numerous illustrations 


8vo. 2 Vols. $7.50, nef 


Daumier and 
Gavarni 


The Greatest of French Humor 
ous Draughismen 
Special Autumn Number of 
the STUDIO 
With A LARGE NUMBER OF 
PHOTOGRAVURES, COLOR 
PLATES, FULL PAGE BLACK 
AND-WHITE REPRODUCTIONS, 
Etc. With an Essay on Dau- 
mier by HENRI FRANTZand 

an Essay on Gavarni by 
OCTAVE UZANNE 
Large 4to. $3.00, net 


A NEW PAOLO AND 
FRANCESCA 
A Novel by 
Annie E. Holdsworth 


“The editor has done her work 


12mo. $1.25, net admirably."—London Daly Matt 12mo. $1.50 


LMPERIAL 
VIENNA 


ACCOUNT OF ITS HISTORY, TRADI- 


FIFTY LEADERS OF 
BRITISH SPORT 


A Series of Fifty Portraits of Living Sportsmen 
By Ernest Elliott TIONS AND ARTS 
With Biographical Sketches and an Introduction By A.S. Levetus 
By F. G. Afialo With 180 Ilustrations 4y Erwin Puchinger 


Large 8vo. $6.00, net 8v0. $5.00, net 


THE SPECIALIST 
A Novel 


BEFORE THE CRISIS wat ae 


F Jove author of “ Eliza 
By A. M. Irvine A Novel beth's Children 


12mo. $1.50 By F. B. Mott I2mo. $1.50 


eee I2mo. $1.50 SIR BEVILL 
1 picture of the stirring times on the Kansas border pounce 
A Novel Carew) Sead : . ~ By the Rev.Cannon 
By E R. Punshon | after the Nattonal advance had crossed the Mrssts Arthur Thynne 


ES stppi, when John Brown led tn the preliminary duel eo 
12m. $1.50 of factions along the Osage and Ossawatomtie. 12mo. $1.50 


Fo hn Lane WRITE a Fifth doe — LIST New Vor f 
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EVELYN BYRD 


By GEORGE CARY EGGLESTON 
Author of A Carolina Cavalier.” ° Dorothy South,” etc. 


Dark red cloth, i!luminated cover, rough edges. Five illustrations by Charles Copeland. Postpaid, $1.50 


Mr. Eggleston’ Dorothy South and other characters endeared to the readers of his previous novels 
appear again as friends and advisers of Kilgariff, who is himself the embodiment of Southern 
daring and chivalry. The heroic fortitude and devotion of the people of the South in the last stage 


of the war are strikingly shown. 


"The beautiful love story is woven in and out 
through the fights along the Rapidan, the trenches at 
Petersburg, and the thinning lines that Marse Robert 
held between the doomed confederate capital and the 
forces of Gen. Grant. 

* Mr. Eggleston has very strongly depicted the scenes 
preceding the fall of Richmond, and without a trace of 
partisanship."—Chtcago Evening Post. 


ifthe that ruleth his own tongue is greater than he 
that taketh a city,’ then Kilgaritf isa very great man. 
Well matched with him is Evelyn Byrd herself, a girl 
as Well versed in reserve as the courageous soldier who 
has won her heart, but who fancies he has no right to 
offer her his hand. There are all sorts of complications, 
but Dorothy South is, in a sense, in command of the 
field—and quite able to induce order to emerge from 
chaos.”—San Francisco Bulletin. 


Mr. Eggleston’ quaintly didactic style is in keeping with the period which he delineates. The high-flown senti- 
mentof Evelyn and Kilgariff, the saturated atmosphere of romance in which they move, the Rollo-like seriousness 
and circumlocution with which they analyze to each other their theories of honor and of education, remind the 
reader pleasantly of the romantic fiction of the late '608."— The Churchman. 


THE LOVES OF EDWY 


By ROSE CECIL O’NEILL 


“The strength of the author’s writing, as to be expected, is in character delineation, the book is 
unique in construction, not only in its originality, but in its illustration. . . The denoue- 
ment is an unexpected one, and is worked out on novel lines which hold one’ curiosity piqued to 
the very end’—Boston Herald, 9-10-"04. 

“Thou-h the central theme is the mystery and passion of love, the story glints and flashes in 
the play of a pretty wit?—Chicago Evening Post, 9-10-04. 


Over sixty illustrations by the author. Buckram cloth, rough edges 
All bookstores, or postpaid, $1.50 


LOTHROP PUBLISHING COMPANY : BOSTON 


THE KNITTING OF THE SOULS 


A ROMANCE OF 17TH CENTURY BOSTON 
By MAUDE CLARK GAY 


Until now, Hawthorne has stood alone as historical novelist of eastern Massachusetts. The 
Puritan Conscience, King Philips’ War, and many other Colonial incidents furnish abundant 
material for the imaginative writer. Maude Clark Gay has found here a triumphant opportunity, 
and her book will at once take rank with the strongest American fiction of recent years, and is 
in a number of respects worthy the high claim of being better than any previous Colonial novel. 


Six iNastrations in colors by Frank T. Merrill 
Cloth, 12mo. Price, $1.50 


LEE & SHEPARD, PUBLISHERS : BOSTON 
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By SARAH 
P. McLEAN GREENE 


Deacon 
Lysander 


Author of 


“Cape Cod Folks” 
and “Vesty of the Basins” 


—~ 


Mrs. Greene’s strongest and 
most humorous novel. In many 
ways a new vein, this book has 
a rare charm and a strong human 
interest. 


By Rvusse.u 
Srurais 


By RICHARD 
LE GALLIENNE 


Old Love 
Stories Retold 


A Book for 


Lovers and Booklovers 


Bound in leather and art paper, 
with illustrations and decora- , 
tions in brown. 


Net $1.50, Postage 10c 


A book of great beauty of man- 
ufacture and charm of text— 
Mr. Le Gallienne at his best. 


THE APPRECIATION OF SCULPTURE 
Quarto, 80 illustrations, net $1.50; postage l4c. Special edition, net $3.00 


The Third Volume in the Popular Art Series, * HOW TO JUDGE ARCHITECTURE” 
Quarto, 80 illustrations, net $1.50; postage l4c 


These volumes are a companion to “PICTORIAL COMPOSITION AND THE CRITICAL 
JUDGMENT OF PICTURES,” by HENRY R. POORE. Net $1.50, postage 4c. 


By Dr. TuEopore 
L. Cuyier 


OUR CHRISTMAS TIDES 


Handsomely printed in two colors, with carbongravure illustrations. 
Net $1.50 


A gift book of great beauty. In a sense it is a continuation of “RECOLLECTIONS 
OF A LONG LIFE? Dr. Cuyler’s autobiography. 


A new book by OWEN KILDARE 
Author of “My Mamie Rose” 


THE GOOD OF THE WICKED 


And The Party Sketches. Strong stories from 
Mr. Kildare’s Bowery life. 75 cts. 


A QUINTETTE OF GRAYCOATS 


By EFFIE BIGNELL 
Author of “Mr. Chupes and Miss Jenny” 
Illustrated, net $1.50 


A charming tale of the author’s Five Pet 


Squirrels. 


THE ROLFE SHAKESPEARE 


IN LIMP LEATHER 


90 cents net per volume. 40 volumes, boxed, net $36.00 


The Latest Revisions of All Volumes. Send for circular 
matter. Standard in text and notes. 
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ON THE PLAINS OF LIAO-YANG 
By Chang Yow Tong 


AUTHOR AND DIPLOMAT. SECRETARY OF THE ROYAL CHINESE COMMISSION 
TO THE LOUISIANA PURCHASE EXPOSITION 


On the plains of Liao-yang 
The Russians are waiting for battle 
With the Japs; 
Their bayonets glimmer and rattle 
O’er their caps ; 
Was ever such waiting, 
Was ever such hating, 
On the plains of Liao-yang ? 
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On the plains of Liao-yang 
The rain is incessantly pouring 
All the day; 
The thunder has joined, with its roaring, 
The affray ; 
The storm fairly drenches 
The men in the trenches 
On the plains of Liao-yang. 
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On the plains of Liao-yang 
The Japanese are pushing their columns 
T'ward the foe; 
Madly they are rushing in volumes 
For the blow; 
O, how they are dashing, 
O, how they are clashing, 
On the plains of Liao-yang! 


IV 
On the plains of Liao-yang 
The chargers are jaded and panting 
For their breath; 
The cannon are belching and planting 
Certain death; 
The heavens are tumbling, 
The mountains are crumbling, 
O’er the plains of Liao-yang. 


Vv 
On the plains of Liao-yang 
The Japs and the Russians, unflinching, 
Meet to die; 
They never give quarter, but clinching, 
Close the eye; 
Was ever such fighting. 
Was ever such smiting, 
On the plains of Liao-yang ? 


From the plains of Liao-yang 
The mothers and children are hiding 
In the hills; 
The blood of the native ‘s gliding 
Like the rills; 
Was ever such crying, 
Was ever such dying. 
On the plains of Liao yang? 
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GETTING INTO PORT ARTHUR 


THE STORY OF THE ONLY RUSSIAN-JAPANESE WAR CORRESPONDENT 
nO REACHED THE GIBRALTAR OF THE EAST DURING 
THE PRESENT SIEGE 


By Hector Fuller 


PREPARING FOR THE JOURNEY 


and Louis Eppinger, the major- 

domo of the Grand Hotel, which 
every globe-trotter speaks about as 
“palatial,” waxed fat in the land. 

Already by the middle of February 
there were over a hundred of us gathered 
in Yokohama and Tokio and the biting 
edge of hope was being slowly ground to 
nothingness under the constant strain of 
shaking dice for Yen, playing billiards 
on wretched tables, losing at all-night 
poker with diplomats and statesmen, or 
else recovering from injuries received in 
trying to teach China ponies to go ahead 
instead of backward, when one touched 
the bridle. 

This was what it meant to be a spe- 
cial correspondent to the Russian-Jap- 
anese war: heartache and disappoint- 
ment; worry and chagrin; longing more 
eager than that of a man for a maid, and 
over all the days a constant and pound- 
ing anxiety to know whether the people 
at home understood! We have since 
found out that the bosses knew all about 
it and sympathized with us, even as they 
honored our drafts. But there was a pe- 


Ei steamer brought new arrivals, 


riod when the advent of a telegraph boy 
with a pink envelope, into the billiard 
room of the Imperial, Tokio, caused a 
suspension of whatever games might be 
going and made all of us look with com- 
passion on the recipient of the message, 
until he smiled, showing that it was all 
right, and that he had not been recalled. 

The funny thing about it was that 
there was scarce a man present who had 
not come armed with something very spe- 
cial in the way of credentials. Every one 
of course, had his passport, his papers, 
and the regulation letter from the Assist- 
ant Secretary of State. But besides this 
some of us had personal letters from Sen- 
ators, Governors and what-not, to Mar- 
quis Ito, to his Excellency Count Kat- 
sura, the Prime Minister, or to some other 
Japanese high in the Empire. There was 
not a man who would have taken an un- 
fair advantage of his fellows in the eager 
chase for the front, but I think we all 
cherished our personal introductions ; pre- 
sented them with such stealth as was pos- 
sible and lived for days in a heaven of 
delight because of the politeness and the 
ambiguous encouragement we had received. 
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“The first couumn goes next Tuesday ; 
I have it from the General Staff Office.” 

“Captain Tanaka says we are sure to 
get off early next week.” 

“Well, General Fukushima told me—” 

This was the sort of thing the morn- 
ings opened with in the lobby of the Im- 
perial. 

For every arrival the method of pro- 
cedure was the same: You presented 
your credentials to the United States 
Minister, Lloyd C. Griscom; the secre- 
taries looked mysterious and if you were 
lucky the Minister shook hands with you. 

Your name was entered for a pass, and 
in due course—when you got sufficiently 
impatient—your pass came. There was 
a wad of instructions printed in Japanese 
in purple characters; a little slip of yel- 
low paper bearing your name and 
stamped with the government seal in red, 
and you were told to cherish this thing 
carefully as being priceless. We all 
cherished them; I have mine vet. 

Then we held solemn meetings in the 
board room of the Imperial and elected 
ourselves to the various columns. We 
made hifalutin’ speeches about duty and 
recorded our doings as carefully as did 
the memorable Tailors of Tooley Strect, 
and all the while we felt that this was real 
business and was helping us toward the 
front. Daily we received news that a gi- 
gantic army was moving to the fighting 
line and that a great battle was imminent 
in the vicinity of the Yalu. We had our 
tickets to the show, but they would not 
open the doors. 

There was a lot of excitement to be had 
in purchasing kit. Some one discovered 
sheepskin-lined sleeping-bags in Tokio. 
They were sold out in a week. You sce it 
snowed in Tokio in February and we all 
looked for a cold campaign. One day 
when we were more impatient than usual 
one of the chaps dressed up in full kit, 
riding breeches, gun on the hip, binocu- 
lars and all, and called on General Fuku- 
shima to point out to him the vast ex- 


pense the newspaper men had been put 
to in fitting out. The General looked him 
over carefully, examined his traps, smiled 
at the sleeping-bag. 

“Perhaps one thing you have forgot- 
ten,”’ he said. 

“Indeed,” said the surprised corre- 
spondent, who thought his armor was 
proof. 

“Yes,” said the General, “you have not 
included a mosquito net.” 

That was one of the straws that showed 
us which way the official wind was blow- 
ing. 

At this early stage some of the fellows 
vanished “on their own,” as the British 
say. Clarkin of the Post and Dunn of 
Outing disappeared mysteriously for 
two wecks and returned sun-browned and 
healthy. They had been to Chemulpo on 
a native steamer and had been turned 
back. Another man was arrested in 
Seoul for taking photographs and sent 
back. Bennett Burleigh of the London 
Telegraph asked permission to go and 
was refused. Off he went; got to Naga- 
saki and was negotiating for a steamer 
to Korea when the Japanese officials ex- 
amined him, found him thin and pale 
(Burleigh weighs something like two 
hundred and fifty pounds and is as 
healthy as a grizzly bear), and put hin 
in quarantine. When he came back to 
Tokio he used to spend his days telling 
his troubles to Melton Prior of the Illus- 
trated London News, the medals on 
whose chest made all the rest of us envi- 
ous. 

There was a regulation promulgated 
that we all had to have interpreters and 
these had to be approved by the Govern- 
ment. They were absolutely of no use 
except to carry notes or examine our Iet- 
ters as part of the cursed censor system, 
but we all had them. They, too, blos- 
somed out in semi-uniform kit, and most 
of us were afraid of them. 

When the united kicks of the steadily 
increasing army of the discontented be- 
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came too loud or threatened to be pro- 
longed there came invitations. A dinner 
given by the House of Peers, a cherry- 
garden party at the palace; a Japanese 
dinner here, a Geisha-girl dance there, all 
very solemn, very stately and very official. 

So passed away February and March 
and then the first column of newspaper 
men were’ allowed to go. Here was a 
chance to kick; the number of English 
correspondents allowed was over double 
that of the Americans! Protests through 
the United States Minister; round-robins 
to the officials: We felt we were getting 
on. But nothing happened. The days 
ticked away to the click of the lop-sided 
billiard balls and the hour’s passing was 
marked by the consumption of scotch and 
soda. 

April and May came and went, the 
expense accounts grew and nothing had 
been done. 

There was a friend of mine, serving a 
newspaper in the middle West, who had 
waited long, many years, for a chance to 
do something. He was a chap who loved 
activity, but who, by one of those pecul- 
iar tricks of fate had won up to a desk 
on his newspaper and had spent his days 
reviewing books and his nights in writing 
notices of plays. His paper was not of 
the size that usually sends out special cor- 
respondents ten thousand miles after 
news, and so, because of the exception, 
this fellow felt that it was up to him to 
justify the expenditure. “They had 
thought that the campaign could be made 
for about one hundred and fifty dollars 
a week, which seemed liberal—before he 
started, but he soon learned that as an 
army is uscless without ammunition, so is 
a war correspondent helpless without 
funds. The drafts were mounting up, 
London and New York papers had re- 
called their men, deeming the case hope- 
less. Illustrated papers were cabling 
frantically to their representatives to do 
something or to quit drawing money, but 
this man’s paper worried him not with 
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instructions, they simply wrote him let- 
ters declaring that they understood per- 
fectly the difficulties of the situation— 
and honored his drafts as promptly as if 
he had earned the money. 

All this created a situation that was 
unbearable and so one day he consulted 
some business friends in Yokohama and 
proposed to start out on his own hook. 

“But where will you strike for? The 
Japs are sure to turn you back,” he was 
told. 

“That is the reason I am going to 
avoid the Japs,” he replied. “I’m going 
to Port Arthur.” 

“You can’t do it. How can you go?” 

“T haven’t the remotest idea,” he said. 
“Please let me make a draft on you for a 
thousand dollars. I want to engage my 
passage on the Wingsang for Shang- 
hai.” 

And he did. 

But before he went he thought per- 
haps he had better try to square things 
with the powers that were. So he trotted 
off to Tokio and got an audience with 
General Fukushima, who was then Chicf 
of the General Staff Office in Tokio, but 
who has since left for the front, and it 
will be recalled, commanded a division at 
the battle of Liao-Yang. 

The correspondent had to be cautious, 
because only a few days before this an- 
other newspaper man, more anxious than 
politic, and emboldened, perhaps, by the 
knowledge that he was a cousin of the 
United States Minister to Japan, had 
gone to the General, and, without minc- 
ing matters, had declared that he was off ; 
bound for St. Petersburg with Russian 
credentials just arrived from home. Lit- 
tle Fukushima drew himself up to his 
full height of about five fect two inches 
and roared: 

‘How dare you come to my office and 
tell me you are going over to the enemy.” 

He demanded that the man surrender 
his pass, but the correspondent, who had 
grit enough and who was sick of Jap- 
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At point where the sampan was launched 
anese lies and evasions, retorted that his 
pass had come to him through his lega- 
tion and if it was returned it would be 
through the same channels. 

Then it was that General Fukushima, 
after raging for a few moments, instruct- 
ed his secretary to notify the paper to 
which this rash correspondent belonged 
that all its passes would be rescinded at 
once. This would never do, as the illus- 
trated paper in question had already ad- 
vertised its enterprice by pictures of a gi- 
gantic hand with finger-points resting in 
Korea, in Manchuria, in the Gulf of Pe- 
chi-li, and other places, and an exposé of 
this sort would have shown that most of 
these “fingers,” to each of which was at- 
tached a distinguished name, were quiet- 
ly resting in Tokio. 

So the cables were put to work, and 
after the expenditure of several hundred 
dollars and a lot of patience a message 
came from New York disavowing the acts 
of the obstreperous correspondent and 
declaring that he had no connection with 
the paper. 
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With this in mind the man of whom I 
am writing went “‘with bondman’s mien” 
to Fukushima’s office and stated that he 
was going to China. 

“What for?” 

“Well, you see,” he replied, “we have 
not been able to do much here, have we? 
and so, in view of the fact that there is 
some talk about unrest in China and that, 
because of the Japanese successes, which 
have been marvelous, the Chinese are sus- 
pected of a desire of taking the field 
against Russia, I am going to Pekin to 
find out for myself the state of feeling 
in that country.” 

The General, very urbanely said he 
would be glad to see my friend when he 
got back from China and then added: 

“But your war-pass to the front, we 
should like to have it.” 

“You don’t mistrust me?” 

“Not at all, but then adventuring 
around, as you seem about to do, you 
might lose it and it then might be put to 
an evil use.” 

The correspondent did not like to let 
go of it, so he said, and truly, that it was 
in the safe of a business man in Yoko- 
hama and would remain there until he got 
back. This was satisfactory, so he was 
bowed out of the General Staff Office, 
bound for the focal point of the war. 
And away he went to Yokohama. 

His steamer, the Wingsang, belong- 
ing to the Nippon Yusen Kaisha line, 
sailed on Wednesday. He saw his traps 
on board and then went to the races, 
where all the Europeans and Americans 
in-Yokohama and Tokio were gathered. 
On the lawn stand were most of the dis- 
appointed ones, looking very fit as they 
tried to pick winners among the China 
ponies for the ladies. He said good-by 
to some of them and they wanted to know 
if he was bound home. 

“No,” he said, “I’m thinking of tak- 
ing a cast up China way; there’s nothing 
doing around here.” 

On board the Wingsang he was the 
only white passenger and he had cabin 
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No. 13. From the beginning he imag- 
ined he was having luck because there 
was no restraint put on his photography. 
Coming into Yokohama harbor in Feb- 
ruary on a British steamer he had i 
been warned not to take any photo- / Xe 
graphs of forts under penalty of 
arrest, but on the Wingsang the 
English officers said: ‘Go ahead 
and take all you want; to hell with 
the Japanese and their rules.” So 
he kept his camera busy. He got some 
beautiful snap-shots of the Yokohama 
forts; pictures of the grim guns lying 
snugly in the hills; pictures of the guard 
gun-boats that go ahead of all merchant 
steamers as they come in or go out of 
Japanese ports. They are supposed to 
know the only narrow lane that is un- 
mined in these harbors, and if you don’t 
“follow the man from Cook’s” your vessel 
is apt to run her forefoot on a floating 
mine. 

The officers were a jolly lot and in- 
clined to be chummy. They did not ask 
as many questions as to this man’s desti- 
nation and purpose as Americans might 
have done, but perhaps this was because 
it was not necessary. The Wingsang 
had hardly reached the open sea before 
the purser came sidling up in the char- 
acteristic Japanese way and with a polite 
bow said: 

“The war correspondents; do many of 
them now leave Japan?” 

“How the deuce do I know?” was the 
reply. 

“It is, I understand, that you repre- 
sent one American shimbum (newspa- 
per).” 

**How do you know that?” 

“From the company’s office they tell 
me.” 

Now, the man I am writizg about had 
secured his passage ticket through an 
English clerk of a European business 
house in Yokohama and he had taken care 
to give only his name and to see that the 
marks were carefully scratched from his 
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It was too much for him, this wonder 
of Japanese information, so he went be- 
low. 

What passengers there were on board 
were all Japanese except one very digni- 
fied Chinese with an enormous family. 
There were so many first-cabin passen- 
gers that they had to put in another table 
in the saloon for the officers and the news- 
paper man, for, as a rule, in spite of the 
Briton’s boasts about liberty and equal 
rights, he won’t eat at the same table with 
Japanese or Chinese. The Japs have a 
hissing way of devouring their food that 
grates on one’s nerves. 

The voyage as far as Kobe was as 
tame as a voyage could be. Of course 
there was the inevitable Fujiyama rear- 
ing its too-perfect cone into the clouds 
on the coast line to the left (how one does 
get sick of Fuji after a while in Japan), 
and, of course, some of the Japs were 
ill, but that didn’t count. 

At Kobe the Wingsang had to stop 
for twenty-four hours, and so my friend 
went ashore for breakfast at the Oriental 
Hotel, just off the Bund. He knew no 
one in Japan save war correspondents 
and a few officials, but the first man he 
saw was Collins of Reuter’s, a corre- 
spondent assigned to the first column, and 
supposed to be in the vicinity of the 
Yalu. : 

“For heaven’s sake, what are you do- 
ing here?” 

“Hulloa,’? was the answering saluta- 
tion, “come in to breakfast.” 

In the breakfast room, early as it was, 
the newspaper man found four of his fel- 
lows; all of the first column, and all sup- 
posed to have been at the Yalu River 
battle which had happencd a little over a 
week before. There was, besides Collins 
of Reuter’s, Oscar King Davis of the San 
Francisco Chronicle, John Bass of the 
Chicago Daily News, and Donahue of the 
London Morning Chronicle. 

There were greetings and a drink, and 
then: 
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“What are you fellows doing down 
here?” 

“We’re down here to purchase sup- 
plies,” and then the story came out. I 
will summarize it thus: When the corre- 
spondents got their passes from the Gen- 
eral Staff Office one clause of the rules 
that came with them was underlined; it 
was to the effect that the army could not 
be expected to carry rations for the cor- 
respondents and so they would have to 
cater for themselves. 

There was also a suggestion that a 
special caterer, to be recommended by the 
government, would be the best way out of 
the difficulty. It turned out that the ca- 
terer recommended was connected with 
the Imperial Hotel, Tokio. He asked 
from cach correspondent Yen five hun- 
dred down, and he agreed to furnish three 
meals a day at the army’s front, wherever 
that might be, provender for the horses 
at a fair price and to draw the army ra- 
tion allowed for the correspondents” serv - 
ants and interpreters, all for Yen fifteen 
a day. 

They all went into it, and, of course. 
the whole thing was a job. The first row 
came with the first rain, when the army 
was just north of Seoul in Korea. After 
a night of downpour the army splashed 
on across the paddy fields, but the ca- 
terer could not, or would not, move his 
wagons. What were the correspondents 
to do? Some were for remaining with 
the base of supplies; others were for fol- 
lowing the army; where the customers 
disagreed what could the caterer do? 
Those who rode away reccived two small 
sandwiches as their Yen fifteen worth; a 
day’s rations. This was the beginning. 
Things grew worse and worse; the caterer 
had no food and could not supply it; 
again and again he called for money 
from the hungry correspondents, who 
paid, in all, something over Yen one 
thousand, and then they kicked. At last, 
as a special favor, just after the Yalu 
battle, General Fuji allowed these four 
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men, Collins, Bass, Donahue and Davis, 
to come down and purchase supplies for 
the rest. 

More glad than ever that he had _ re- 
solved to get out of this mess, the corre- 
spondent whose fortunes we are follow- 
ing went on his way. At every port the 
Japanese police came aboard and de- 
manded the name of the correspondent 
and all other information he would 
give until the constant examinations be- 
came a bore and he declined to answer 
any more questions. Two days of sailing 
through the Inland Sea brought the 
Wingsang to Moji and another day 
brought the ship to Nagasaki. 

Here were many forts, and a lot of 
torpedo boats. Some fine pictures of 
these were taken and as the camera was 
filkd the rolls of films were carefully 
locked away in a portmanteau. At Na- 
gasaki there were more passengers for 
Shanghai, among them the wife of an 
army officer stationed at Manila, and on 
the first afternoon out the correspondent 
spent the afternoon in her company. 
When he went down to dinner he found 
his stateroom unlocked, his portmanteau 
open, and, on his bed, all his rolls of ex- 
posed films now unrolled in the light and 
utterly ruined. It was the work of some 
government agent and there was no use 
kicking. 

Three days in Shanghai waiting for a 
boat northward and then our correspond- 
ent got off on the Yochow for Cheefoo. 

In the meantime rumors grew of the 
grim attacks on Port Arthur. All the 
news came through alleged refugees from 
the Russian Gibraltar, from Dalny, Kin- 
chow and Newchang. This was the sum 
of the rumors: The mouth of Port 
Arthur harbor was sealed; the Japancse 
bombardment of the town had been so 
terrific that all business had ceased and 
the people were taking refuge in their 
cellars!) The garrison was disaffected 
and discontented! The soldiers were on 
half rations; they had no ammunition; 
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they were thinking of surrendering! The 
Russian ships in the harbor were so badly 
injured they had been beached and the 
guns of the ships had been mounted on 
the hills! General Stoessel had been 
wounded! The place could not hold out 
much more than fifteen or twenty days at 
the outside! All this, be it remembered, 
in the middle of May—all from Japancse 
sources. 

No wonder my friend was anxious to 
get northward. Without any  under- 
standing of the lay of the land he still 
had a well-defined idea that he could suc- 
ceed in getting into Port Arthur. 

“But how,” asked a friend in Shang- 
hai, Sabout getting out again?” 

“IT don’t want to get out,” he replied; 
“I will be there when the place is taken 
and I expect then to be released. I shail 
he able to get away and will have the 
first accurate story of the fall of the for- 
tress.” 

So away he hurried north, five days 
from Shanghai. Three days of the Yel- 
low Sea, and then came evidences of war; 
men watching in the bows for the floating 
mines which both Russians and Japs ac- 
cused each other of turning loose. It was 
considered so dangerous that no merchant 
steamers went northward after nightfall, 
and so, running along the coast, the 
Yochow came to Wei-hai-wei and put 
in there for the night rather than run the 
risk of going the other forty miles in the 
dark. 

Here, besides British men-of-war, grim 
and in war paint (that slate-gray invisi- 
ble color against the background of the 
sea) and significant of the possibilities of 
future complications, the Hai-mun was 
found; the big despatch steamer of the 
London Times with Lionel James in 
charge, her wireless telegraphy mast wag- 
gling against the sky as she rolled at 
anchor. 

Now indeed one could feel that he was 
near war, at last. Why, scarce had night 
fallen before off to the Yochow came a 
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JAPANESE PASSPORT 


picturesque loafer who wanted deadhead 
passage to Cheefoo. He told how he and 
another had left Dalny in company with 
Edward J. Soper, the richest man in 
Dalny; how now Soper was missing— 
washed overboard, the derelict told the 
Wei-hai-wei police. But all this has been 
registered, in disguise, in another place. 

The next morning Cheefoo!—dirty, 
ill-smelling, crowded, vermin-infested 
Cheefoo—from the garlic-reeking streets 
of which it was a joy to look seaward 
across the waters of the Gulf of Pe-chi-li, 
blue and tranquil under the blazing sun, 
and realize that just eighty miles north, 
with a little westing, lay Port Arthur— 
- the goal of hope. 

But how to get there? 

Once in the Beach Hotel you might 
be anywhere. Inside is civilization; out- 
side, Chinese life. It was soon learned, 
by cautious inquiries, for Cheefoo was 
full of Japanese spies, that the man most 
likely to be of avail in bridging that span 


across the Gulf was one Sing-Tai, the 
richest Chinaman in Chcefoo. 

One could write a book about Sing- 
Tai’s shop. Up a narrow, dirty, foul- 
smelling street, it disclosed itself, through 
the grime and smoke, to be a large gen- 
eral merchandise store, selling everything 
from American threc-dollar shoes to Chi- 
cago canned meats, Birmingham imita- 
tion jewelry, sharks’ fins, jade beads and 
temple idols. One necds a pass to the 
presence of a great man, and it took di- 
plomacy to get into that holy of holies, 
the sanctum of Sing-Tai, but once there 
you found yourself in a tall dark room, 
heavy with joss incense and opium fumes ; 
the walls hung with priceless screens of 
silken tapestry, and the panels of rich 
gilding and carving and lacquer work. 
Silken cushions were on the floor; a huge 
Hall’s safe stood in one corner; the light 
came through a jeweled lantern suspend- 
ed by steel chains from the ceiling. 

In the center of the room sat Sing-Tai 
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smoking his water-pipe; each suck of the 
tobacco causing a hubble-bubble that, to- 
gether with the smell, brought to mind 
the burning-ghats of India and the friz- 
zling corpses of them that died in the 
faith. Of course Sing-Tai was fat—all 
Chinese grow fat as they grow rich, and, 
of course, he smiled one of those inscruta- 
ble, oriental, oily smiles when he learned 
that the newspaper man wanted some- 
thing that meant money. “There would 
be difficulties,” he said; there always are 
difficulties. So many junks recently had 
been ‘blown up by mines; the Japanese 
were keeping such a strict watch on the 
Gulf; the men would not go unless they 
were paid well and so on, ad nauseum. 
But money was shown and promises were 
made and stores for the voyage were 
bought from Sing-Tai’s store and Sing- 
Tai smoked an American cigarette and 
offered the correspondent an American 
drink and by and by the bargain was con- 
cluded and in a short time,—that is short 
for China, it really took about a week,— 
the correspondent had, not a junk, but a 
sampan; a two-masted sampan, with two 
Chinese for the crew, moored at the little 
wooden pier hard by the Beach Hotel 
and was ready for his venture. 

A sampan! Well, this one was about 
sixteen fect long over all, with a beam of 
something like five feet. She approached 
in model more nearly to a fishing punt 
than any other American craft. Bow and 
stern were alike square. She was flat-bot- 
tomed and drew about ten inches of water 
with three men and the stores aboard. 
There were no bulwarks, but in the middle 
ran a little hold, divided amidships, and 
all of the craft forward of the mainmast 
was the quarterdeck of the owner of the 
craft. Down in his hold, which smelled 
to heaven, though he had seen it 
scrubbed, he kept his “grub,” all canned 
stuff; some water in bottles and a little 
spirit lamp for making cocoa—this, as 
being more sustaining than tea or coffee. 
There was an American battleship in 
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port and from her the correspondent got 
an American flag, which looked strangely 
out of place on such a dirty craft, but 
which really made the boat seem more 
homelike to him who was about to adven- 
ture forth in her. He had no right to 
fly the flag, he knew, but he was willing 
to take his chances and explain his au- 
thority afterward. 

Of course this correspondent from the 
middle West could speak no Chinese. It 
was too much to expect that his two Chi- 
nese, ignorant sailors, could speak any 
English. It was likely to be a lonely 
voyage. Still, through an interpreter, 
the Chinese understood well what they 
were to do and that their fee was to be 
two hundred Mew. dollars—a fortune to 
them. 

Also the correspondent learned to say 
Boo tung, which means “I don’t under- 
stand”; chop-chop, which means “hurry 
up”; man man, which means “wait,” and 
Lussian Co, which stands, in the Chinese 
mind, for Port Arthur. Surely enough 
Chinese speech for the Gulf of Pe-chi-li! 

So came the sixth of June. A beauti- 
fully clear day with a gentle breeze and 
a fine promise of adventure to come in 
the dull rumble and sullen boom that 
came with the early dawn from across 
the Gulf, over there at Port Arthur. It 
quickened the pulse and made one eager 
to get closer to the scene. 

Out from the hotel safe there came a 
package of fifty Mex. dollars. This was 
handed over as an advance fee to the two 
Chinese, Wong Foo Sung and Sear Jin 
Chong, and, at the same time, the other 
one hundred and fifty was handed to the 
interpreter with the understanding that 
it would be paid to the boatmen when- 
ever they returned with a card from the 
correspondent saying he had been landed 
safely on the Liao-Tung peninsula. You 
see it was necessary to take some precau- 
tion, for it were easy for the story of 
Soper, the rich man from Dalny, to be 
repeated, and if these piratical looking | 
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brutes proved treacherous who was to 
deny, should they so report, that he had 
fallen overboard by the way? Yes, it was 
like to be an exciting voyage, and it was 
with satisfaction that the correspondent 
felt the big forty-four-caliber Colt on his 
hip and knew that his supply of car- 
tridges was ample. Down to the beach 
at eight in the morning, to see him off, 
there came some fellows from the club 
who thought him crazy, or, at best, a 
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fool; the fine old skipper of the Yochow, 
who gave him some final hints on naviga- 
tion, and a lot of idle Chinese beach loaf- 
ers mildly curious as to where a Christian 
could be bound for. There were hearty 
handshakes all round, the correspondent 
helped his men to hoist the mainsail, the 
sampan’s head was turned slowly to the 
northward and catching the favoring 
breeze she moved lazily off on her voyage 
—in search of trouble. 


PHARISEES 
By W. D. Nesbit 


ES, yes; I know the Pharisee— 
: Have seen him, with his wagging beard ; 

Have heard his voice in scornful key 

As at the other men he jeered. 
Yes, yes; I know the times that you 

Have indicated him to me; 
And I have pointed at him, too, 

Have whispered: ‘“‘Ah, the Pharisee!” 
Have heard him say, time and again: 
“Thank God, I’m not as other men!” 


And I, and you—and all of us 

Have held our garments in a clutch 
That kept us at a distance—thus— 

Lest we might suffer from his touch, 
Lest we be taken for his kin 

Or in some way resemble him; 
Lest we acquire the wagging chin 

And trick of speech all proud and grim. 
I say to you, you say to me: 
“Thank God, I’m not a Pharisee!” 
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through the pine-woods, they pre- 

sented quite the air of a cavalcade. 
The ambassador himself headed the pro- 
cession. He was broad and elderly, and 
wore a suit of dust-colored linen with 
black bone buttons and a broad straw hat. 
He carried a large white umbrella over 
his head and walked leisurely, looking 
neither to right nor left. His progress 
contrived to be altogether impressive. 
Behind him one of the Eskimo dogs, 
bushily constructed and of a gray and 
black color, with a wonderfully curled 
tail, draped a pink tongue between his 
jaws as he jogged along. Occasionally 
he made side excursions into the under- 
brush, toward which he cocked at all 
times a watchful eye. Quite a distance to 
the rear the French maid struggled pa- 
tiently, holding the second Eskimo dog 
by a leash. She was dressed in black 
with a white ruffled apron, and her cap 
had starched streamers, which trailed be- 
hind her on the breeze. Once in a while, 
bracing her feet against the tuggings of 
the big dog, she put up a hand to settle 
it more securely upon her head. The dog 
pulled her at times into a run. Up this 
empty road, under blazing sunshine, she 
toiled with a brave effort to appear dust- 
less and unconcerned. 

As they passed into immediate view, 
one of the young men who was practising 
tennis in the clay court at the side of the 
house said: “Look. Here comes the Am- 
bassador.” 

“Queer old bird,” said the other. 

They paused with lowered racquets to 
watch the little cavalcade go by. 

A girl, presumed to have been reading 
a book in a hammock slung between two 
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big pine-trees near the fence, craned her 
head to get a further glimpse of the 
road. Her voice was the first to break 
the hush occasioned by the passing of the 
ambassador. 

“Isn’t he funny! she cried. “Jsn’t he 
funny? He comes by here nearly every 
morning for a walk. Some one told me 
about him when we first came down, but 
I never believed them. I do wish they’d 
come back the same way. He is funny!” 

By a common impulse the two young 
men moved toward the hammock. One 
of them dropped promptly into a restful 
attitude upon the grass. The other, who 
leaned against the fence, appeared the 
younger of the two. He had reddish hair, 
and his name was Holmes. 

The girl regarded their advent in com- 
plete astonishment. “Why, I thought 
you were playing tennis!” she said. 

_ “We thought you were reading,” re- 
torted the young man on the ground, 
whose name was Curtis. 

“Well, and I am reading. But did 
you ever see anything so queer? They 
say he lives all alone by himself with a 
whole lot of servants and things, and he 
doesn’t know a word of English. I be- 
lieve he’s crazy. He ought to let the 
nurse-girl have the umbrella, anyhow. 
And making her walk behind that way 
—I wouldn’t do it. They say he keeps 
that maid just to take the dogs out. Did 
you know?” 

“Considering it was I told you—” 
Curtis began. 

‘He hires her,” said Holmes solemnly, 
“to protect him when he goes out for 
walks. To protect him from the Ameri- 
can summer girl.” 

“Oh!” she cried. 
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“That’s true. He is a confirmed 
woman-hater. Didn’t you see the way he 
keeps on the other side of the road when 
he passes this house? Well, he does. You 
notice.” 

“Don’t be silly.” 

“You know,” Holmes continued mus- 
ingly, “‘we are tony this summer. What 
with me and the ambassador, and there’s 
a bishop—Bishop of Rumtifoo—taken 
that little red cottage up the river. Right 
close to the landing. He can hear the 
carousal organ out of his bedroom win- 
dow, playing ‘Put Me Off at Buffalo’ 
and things like that. All right for a 
bishop, isn’t it?” 

“Bishops have to take holidays some- 
where, the same as other business men,” 
Curtis objected. ‘He doesn’t like to min- 
gle with the giddy throng, so he does 
the next best thing. Perhaps he feels his 
nearness will shed a dim religious light 
over the festivities. They had fireworks 
there on the Fourth. You weren’t here 
then. Good show, wasn’t it, Miss Town- 
ley?” 

“Splendid,” said the girl. 

Holmes sighed, hitting his tennis rac- 
quet againts his shoes. 

“To return to the ambassador,” he be- 
gan. “He is a recluse, as I said.” 

“What is a recluse?” inquired Miss 
Townley, clasping her hands interestedly 
upon her knee. 

“A recluse,” said Holmes, “is a person 
who—er—like the ambassador—er—” 

“‘Uply and venomous, bears yet a 
precious jewel in his head.’ ” 

“What on earth are you talking 
about?”? asked Holmes. 

“I was trying to help you out,” re- 
turned Curtis pleasantly. 

“Well, don’t do it again. I was about 
to remark—Miss Townley, you aren’t at- 
tending.” 

“No,” said the girl. “I was thinking 
of something.” 

“Of what?” inquired Curtis intensely. 

Miss Townley turned her head and 
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smiled on him tolerantly. Holmes hit 
his shoes with the tennis racquet again. 
“Of the ambassador’s jeweled head, prob- 
ably,” he suggested. 

“No,” said Miss Townley. “I was 
thinking of snap-shots. I should love to 
have a good one of them.” 

“Pll get you one,” replied Curtis, in 
exactly the tone he would have employed 
had she asked him for Niagara or a white 
elephant. But Miss Townley was unap- 
preciative. “Oh, but I don’t want you 
to,” she said instantly. “A picture isn’t 
any good to me unless I take it myself. 
I shouldn’t consider it sportsmanlike.” 

“If you consider it sportsmanlike,’? 
Holmes began, “‘to go out and deliberate- 
ly stalk a poor old inoffensive gentleman 
like—” 

The girl was addressing Curtis. 

“T do want one, tremendously. And I 
got my shutter fixed yesterday, down at 
Heist’s. Don’t you think I might get a 
really good one, some time? Some morn- 
ing?” 

“You ought to get it in the morning,” 
Curtis said. ‘‘Look here, I tell you what. 
We'll walk up the road some morning 
and meet ’em coming along. See? How 
about to-morrow morning? We might try 
to-morrow morning. And that'd be a 
good idea, too, don’t you sce, because 
then if your camera went wrong or any- 
thing, there’d be my camera—” 

“If I take a picture,” Miss Townley 
interrupted, “TI like to take it all by my- 
self. I don’t intend to share the glory of 
this with any one. I shall set out alone—” 

“Now that’s just what I wouldn’t do,” 
said Holmes. ‘‘I’d want to take some one 
along, if it was only Curtis. Think of the 
adventure you’re setting out on—the ap- 
palling audacity of it! You don’t seem 
to realize it, but to my mind it’s some- 
thing awful. There might be a judgment. 
on you for even trying such a thing, and 
think how much better it would be for 
every one if you had Curtis along, too. 
Seems to me it’s going to take a good 
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nerve to stand up and photograph the 
ambassador, anyhow. I wouldn’t want to 
try it on!” 

“Not the ambassador,” Miss Townley 
corrected. ‘“The ambassador’s dogs. You 
didn’t suppose I just wanted a picture of 
a fat old man and an umbrella?” 

Holmes gazed. 

“Well, I do wish the ambassador could 
hear you!” he said at last. Curtis was 
evidently viewing the matter in a new 
light. ‘Oh, the dogs.” 

“And not even the French nurse!” con- 
tinued Holmes. “If I took anything, I'd 
want to take the whole shooting-match.” 

“If I wanted to do that,” said Miss 
Townley, “‘it would be easy enough! I 
want the dogs by themselves. I’ve got a 
whole lot of dogs’ photographs, but there 
isn’t an Eskimo among them. Do you 
know if they’re good-tempered ?” 

*Sullen and ferocious,” Holmes told 
her. ‘You read about them in the Second 
Reader. They live on fish, and that’s why 
they’ve got such good brains. Fish is a 
great thing for brains.” 

“It’s a wonder you wouldn’t try it,” 
Curtis murmured. 

The sunlight filtered through the pine 
branches on to Miss Townley’s muslin 
dress. She shut her book with a sigh. 

“It never stays shady in one place long 
enough to read,” she said. “I’m going 
up on the porch where it’s cool.” 

“If you go up on the porch,” said 
Holmes, “every one will talk to you. 
Much better stay here where it’s quiet. 
I’m not going up on the porch.” 

“Pll take your book for you,” Curtis 
said. 

They crossed the tennis court to the 
house. Holmes sat down in the vacated 
hammock, and resting his racquet across 
his knees, lighted a cigarette. 


II. 


The next morning a selection of the. 


guests were gathered at one end of the 
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veranda, discussing probabilities for the 
day. It was early, but already the heat 
was beginning to strike upward from the 
sandy ground. Miss Townley, in a newly 
starched suit of white duck, was en- 
deavoring to preserve a fictitious air of 
coolness. She leaned against the veranda 
rail, her back to the road, and so was un- 
aware of any impending feature in the 
landscape until Mrs. Devine made a sud- 
den exclamation. 

“Kittie! Where’s your camera?” 

“Don’t be silly,” said Miss Townley, 
without turning her head. But every one 
combined in a chorus that approached 
the operatic. 

“Look what’s coming! Now, Miss 
Townley, here’s your chance. Hurry up. 
We'll see he doesn’t hit you!” 

Miss Townley said: “How can you 
all be so absurd!” 

“Lovely view,” said a young artist. 
‘See how it composes. Miss Townley, the 
gods won’t send you such a chance twice!” 

“Shall I fetch your camera?” Curtis 
asked. 

The little cavalcade approached, 
passed, and faded into middle distance, 
after the manner of the suppositious 
musical patrol. 

“Now the whole show’s finished and 
put away until to-morrow,” said Holmes. 
“See the evils of procrastination! You'll 
have to wait a whole twenty-four hours 
before you get an opportunity again. 
Think of it. Twenty-four hours!” 

“I believe,” said Mrs. Devine, regard- 
ing her, “‘that you’re simply scared. You 
wouldn’t dare go out there in the road 
with a kodak for anything. I’m sure of 
ity? 

‘Her nerve fails her at the critical mo- 
ment,” Curtis added. 

“Yes, that’s it,” put in Holmes. “Like 
Curtis showing us how to dive off a boat 
backward the other day. Sudden and un- 
foreseen collapse.” 

There was a general laugh. Curtis 
headed it, with the intense mirth of a man 
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who laughs at himself when he slips on 
the ice in a crowd. 

Mrs. Devine expressed a further belief. 
“You’ll never photograph those dogs in 
this world.” 

“I shall,” said Miss Townley calmly. 

6*When?” 

“When the robins nest again,” 
Holmes, gazing skyward. 

“TI never knew anything like the way 
one’s intentions get advertised in this 
house,” Miss Townley observed. “I’m 
sure I never said anything to any one 
about getting snap-shots.” 

“Now she’s trying to back out of it!” 

“T’m not at all.” 

“You're afraid of the dogs,” said Mrs. 
Devine. 

Holmes began: 
of—” 

“Of what?” Miss Townley demanded, 
swinging round upon him. 

“I didn’t speak,” said Holmes. “TI 
never speak. I’m sure you’ve all noticed 
it. Now, did I so much as mention the 
ambassador’s name?” 

° * . * ° e 

“I do think,” said Miss Townley, when 
later they stood upon the veranda steps, 
“that you needn’t have gone around talk- 
ing. Now nobody will let up on those 
dogs for about a month.” 


said 


“More likely afraid 


Holmes tried to combine truth with 


consolation, and failed. 

“I’m afraid they won’t,” he said. “I’m 
awfully sorry. It isn’t my fault.” 

“Oh, no!”? 

“It isn’t! I never said a thing. Why 
should I? I’m not one of the—the photo- 
graphic set. Why, you’ve talked about it 
yourself, at the table one time!” 

“Oh, well. Never mind. But the people 
here are such busy-bodies. I'll simply 
have to take that picture now.” 

“Why, how funny you are!” he said. 
“I thought you said you wanted to. 
What have you been driving at all 
along?” 

“If you can’t see the difference between 
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doing a thing because you want to, and 
doing it because you’ll get laughed at if 
you don’t— 

“But don’t you want it, now?” 

“Oh, I want it!” 

“Then I’ve got a plan,” said Holmes, 
gazing at her dramatically. “A daisy 
plan. It’ll knock Cur—I mean, it’ll just 
fix everything. What you want, now, in 
order to make every one shut up—the 
whole lot of them—is just to get a real 
good picture of those two dogs by them- 
selves, and not say a word about it, and 
then just spring it on them some time 
when they’re trying to be smart. It’ll go 
lovely. They won’t be able to say an- 
other word.” 

“Yes, but how—” 

“Did you ever hear of taking the bull 
by the horns?” 

“Well?” 

In his most enthusiastic moments 
Holmes never allowed minor opportuni- 
ties to slip. 

“We must keep this very dark,” he 
said. ‘We'd better not do any talking 
here. Come for a walk round the back 
of the tennis-court and I’ll tell you.” 


Iil. 


“I don’t believe he ever comes by here 
at all,” said Miss Townley. 

They were seated upon a fallen pine 
trunk, a little back from a narrow foot- 
path which wound ribbon-like to the river. 
The woods were very silent. Between 
Holmes’s feet on the ground reposed an 
oblong black box with an eye in one end. 

““He does,” Holmes affirmed. ‘I know 
for a fact. It’s the direct way from his 
house to the river. He takes the dogs 
down in the afternoons, nearly always.” 

“Are you positive he speaks English?” 

“If he doesn’t,” said Holmes, “he’s 


more kinds of a chump than I take him 
for.” 

‘What had I better say?” 

“And you call yourself an American 
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girl! Simply say to him that you are a 
very great admirer of dogs,—er—and 
that—er—you’ve noticed those dogs of 
his, and—and that you would be greatly 
indebted to him if he’d have no objection 
to your taking a photograph of ’em, or— 
or something like that. You can fix it 


up allright. Don’t be too apologetic.” 
“Shall I begin: ‘I beg your par- 
don— 999 


“No. What’s the sense of that? What 
do you want to begin by begging any 
one’s pardon for, for nothing at all?” 

“It would sound polite.” 

“Sound silly! You’re paying his dogs 
a big compliment. That’s the way to 
look at it. Of course the old chap’ll say 
he’d be delighted, and then you'll get 
your photograph, properly posed and 
everything, and there you are.” 

“T wish you hadn’t come.” 

“My dear girl,” Holmes began, “you 
don’t for an instant suppose that I’d 
let-—” 

“Now you are here,” she said, “you'll 
just have to come along and help me out. 
I’m not going to do all the talking my- 
self and have you hanging in the back- 
ground.” 

“Certainly I'll come. I'll do the ask- 
ing, if you say so. I don’t care!” 

“No, I don’t think you’d better do 
that,” Miss Townley said thoughtfully. 
“Tl do the asking. But you’ve got to 
come along.” 

“T believe you’re scared.” 

“I’m not at all. But suppose he has 
an awful temper?” 

*‘He’s a gentleman, anyway,” Holmes 
said splendidly. ‘‘He’s bound to be po- 
lite. Besides, I shall be right there.” 

“Well,” Miss Townley sighed, ‘mind 
you are.” 

Seven minutes passed. There came to 
their ears a massive trampling of pine 
needles. In the excitement of the mo- 
ment Holmes put out a hand and caught 
Miss Townley’s wrist. ‘“There—listen !” 
he whispered. ‘That’s him. I know his 
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step. Now—go on! Only don’t for 
heaven’s sake begin by apologizing be- 
fore you say anything at all.” 

“Am I likely to?” she retorted indig- 
nantly. 

The ambassador was approaching pon- 
derously down the narrow path. His 
white umbrella had on this occasion been 
left at home. He carried a silk bandanna 
handkerchief in one hand, and breathed 
deeply at each step. His bristling white 
beard and whiskers gave him an air of 
incalculable ferocity; he bore indistinct 
resemblance to a polar bear in a linen 
suit. He had shiny russet shoes. 

“Go on!” said Holmes. ‘‘Now’s your 
time. Quick!” 

The ambassador peered casually at 
them in approaching. 

Holmes gave her a little push. ‘Go 
after him. If you don’t he’ll be gone and 
you won’t have a chance.” 

“Well, you’ve got to come along then.” 

The ambassador tramped on inexor- 
ably in his russet shoes. ‘Go after him!” 
Holmes whispered again. 

Miss Townley accomplished a sudden 
dash of great resolve. “I beg your par- 
don—” she began aloud. 

Her voice sounded to her like a trum- 
pet. The ambassador wheeled around, 
glaring inquiry and _ astonishment 
through his glasses. Miss Townley was 
acutely aware of a solitaire diamond—a 
wonderful diamond—upon the hand 
which grasped the handkerchief. She 
was conscious of staring fixedly at this 
diamond during an awful pause. With 
impressive courtesy the ambassador lifted 
his straw hat. He addressed her, with a 
slight foreign accent, in a voice which 
seemed dragged from the depths of gruff- 
ness. ‘‘Yes, Madame?” 

“I beg your pardon,” Miss Townley 
began once more, “‘but I—my friend takes 
photographs —I don’t know whether 
you'll think me awfully rude—but—” 
She finished in wild entreaty. ‘Can you 
tell me the way to—to the village?” 
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The ambassador smiled in a manner of 
perfect deference. 

“If Madame will retrace the path until 
she reach the road, it will then be on the 
left. About feefteen minutes to walk.” 

“Oh, thank you so much!” she gasped. 
“Thank you!” 

The ambassador replaced his hat upon 
his head and turned around, eclipsing the 
diamond. He resumed his march to the 
river, a profoundly puzzled old gentle- 
man in the guise of a polar bear. 

Miss Townley nearly hurled herself 
upon the recalcitrant Holmes. “Oh, I’d 
never have believed it!” she cried. “If 
any one had ever told me anybody could 
be so mean, I’d never have believed them! 
You’re about the meanest person I ever 
came across! Why didn’t you come? 
It’s all your fault. I was counting on 
your being there!” 

“I—I couldn’t!” he returned with fine 
indignation. “I had to laugh. I should 
have bust up or something. You 
wouldn’t have had me stand up there and 
laugh! It would have been rude! What- 
ever made you say that?” 

“I had to. You weren’t there and I 
had to say something.” 

“Well, you’ve eternally scared the poor 
old chap, anyway. He probably always 
had an idea we were mad. Now he’s sure 
of it. He won’t dare walk through these 
woods again.” 

“Oh, you’re perfectly hateful!” 


“You did look scared! I wish you 
could have seen yourself.” 
“Come on!” she cried. ‘Do for good- 


ness’ sake come along before we have a 
chance of mecting him again.” 

“What for? Let’s just sit here a 
while.” 

“Here?” Tt was as though he had 
suggested suicide. 

“Certainly,” said Holmes tranquilly. 
He felt through his pockets for a cigar- 
ette. ‘The ambassador won’t come this 
way again. Not if he has to wait till 
midnight!” 
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“But—” 

“Or are you in a great hurry to get to 
—to the village, you know? Because, of 
course, if you are—” 

She sat down. 


IV. 


The end of Holmes’s fourth cigarette 
glowed upon the carpet of pine needles. 
Miss Townley regarded it earnestly. 

‘All the same,” she said, “it was very 
mean of you, and I’m never going to for- 
get it. It was the meanest trick I ever 
had played on me in my life. I shan’t 
forget it.” 

*“No?” Holmes said. 

He pitched a twig at a tree just in 
front of them. ‘Did you see that lizard? 
I nearly hit him.” 

“If I’d even got the picture I shouldn’t 
be so mad at you. But I am mad. I 
can’t help it.” 

“The dogs might come by here yet. 
You don’t know.” 

“There’s no good in waiting for that. 
Do you suppose there would be any use 
waiting to see, now?” 

“T couldn’t say.” 

“I would hate to just miss them,” she 
said. 

“Tt would seem a pity,” Holmes agreed. 

“What would?” 

“Why, to miss them.” 

Oh,” she said. ‘‘Yes.” 

Holmes presently broke the silence. 

“T think of returning to town in about 
a week.” 

“Oh, do you?” said Miss Townley, po- 
litely. ‘Do you have to?” 

“In a way. I guess I’d better. 
got to go on business.” 

“But still,” she said, “I suppose we 
shall see you again, some time?” 

“Oh, it’s very improbable,” he returned 
gloomily. ‘Most improbable.” 

“Why, however long do you have to 
stay away?” 

“Quite a week. 


T’ve 


It might be longer. 


MARGERY WILLIAMS 


It just depends. Well,” he added, pa- 
thetically brightening, “it’s a good thing 
it’s me and not any one else. It would 
break the party up so.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Oh, any of—of the others,” he said 
vaguely. ‘The Devines, or—or Curtis, 
you know.” 

“Mr. Curtis?” said the girl. 

There was quite a pause. 

+ * © © ® & # 

“Why, I think you’re the most ridicu- 
lous person !”’ she said. 

“Well, I didn’t know,” said Holmes. 
He was staring at the pine needle carpet. 
“I didn’t know. I just thought.” 

She said again: “I don’t see how you 
could ever have been so silly.” 

“Did you see that diamond he had?” 
she asked presently. 

“Who? Curtis?” 

“No. The ambassador.” 

“Oh. Did he?” 

She nodded. ‘‘A beauty.” 

“Well, we'll let him keep it,” said 
Holmes. 

By degrees the light shifted. “If you 
move up this way further,” he suggested, 
“you'll be out of the sun more.” 

Later she said: ‘‘Of course, I shall go 
on disliking you just as much as ever for 
being so mean this afternoon.” 

“Why, of course!’ Holmes agreed. 

Miss Townley said: ‘I don’t believe 
those dogs are coming at all.” 

His hand tightened. Look,” he said. 
**Now call me a liar.” 

Down the little vista of path the two 
Eskimo dogs were approaching slowly. 
They appeared hot and jaded; their pink 
tongues drooped from between their jaws. 
They were heading listlessly for the river. 

Behind them, at a distance, walked also 
the l'rench maid. 

* © * © © & 

It was in the middle of supper that 
Curtis, reaching forward for the sugar- 
bowl, made an announcement. 

“You will all of you,” he remarked, 
“congratulate me upon having stolen a 
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march on Miss Townley. To be brief, I 
have this afternoon accomplished a decd 
of prowess. I have got a snap-shot of the 
ambassador’s dogs.” 

He beamed around through his glasses. 
Amid a little turmoil of interest, Miss. 
Townley was studiously unconcerned. 

“Oh, did you?” she said. 

“Ves,” said Curtis. He wore with be- 
coming modesty the honors of the mo- 
ment. “Even so.” 

“T don’t know,” he pursued, ‘whether 
any of you are acquainted with a path 
that runs down to the river, not far from 
the ambassador’s house. There is a fall- 
en pine log on the way. Do vou happen 
to know the path, Miss Townley?” 
“No,” she said. ‘No, I don’t think 
” 

“That’s a pity,” said Curtis. ‘“Well,. 
it was there that I took them.” 

“Smart man!” murmured Holmes ex- 
pediently. 

“Yes, it was a good snap-shot, as. 
snap-shots go,” said Curtis. “Very good 
indeed.” 

His glance rested as by accident upon 
Miss Townley, who was stirring her tea. 

“May we see it?” asked one of the 
Rochester girls. ‘Is it developed yet? 
Do let us see it, Mr. Curtis !’’ 

But he shook his head gravely. 

“The picture, as I remarked, is excel- 
lent. The fault, however, lies in the 
great preponderance of what we might 
term local color. Local color,” Curtis. 
repeated, without altering the direction of 
his gaze. -‘‘This renders it, as the adver- 
tisements say, of no value save to the 
owner.” 

“T don’t know a bit what you’re talk- 
ing about,” said the Rochester girl, after 
consideration. 

“You would,” replied Curtis, “if you 
saw the picture.” 

Miss Townley’s voice broke at last su- 
perbly through the pause. 

“Exactly how many of us,” she asked, 
“are going to the Resort House hop on. 
Tuesday night?” 


so 
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THE FIRST SUCCESSFUL ATTEMPT IN AMERICA OF MUNICIPAL 
CONTROL OF STREET RAILWAYS 


By Hayes Robbins 


( endo has voted twice by tre- 
mendous majorities in favor of 
municipal ownership, and pre- 

sumably operation, of her street  rail- 
ways. The mandate will not be carried 
into effect for a good many years, if at 
all; no matter; the significant thing is 
the indication of a certain trend of pub- 
lic opinion. In New York there is 
enough sentiment of the same kind, and 
in sufficiently respectable quarters, to 
have warranted the Citizens’ Union last 
winter in pressing its bills before the leg- 
islature, permitting the acquisition by 
the city of several public service utilities, 
and this right on the heels of a Tam- 
many victory. 

To what extent do these (and other) 
signs reveal a general “drift”? In Chi- 
cago much is to be charged to the local 
conditions, which are bad cnough to come 
very near justifying a popular belicf 
that any kind of a change would be for 
the better. In New York, the very mag- 
nitude of the private transportation en- 
terprises now under way has stirred up a 
rather more than academic interest in the 
question, who is to be the ultimate lega- 
tee of this vast network,—the community, 
or a succession of private corporations? 
But there is no doubt that, apart from 
local situations, there is enough public 
ownership feeling “in the air” to bring 
the subject close to the point of a public 
issue of the first order. The pendulum 
happens to be swinging that way: before 
the discussion has gone much farther it 
would not be surprising to find it swing- 
ing quite as rapidly away from the hard 


and unlovely reality of actually turning 
over the vast public service interests of 
our chief cities to political control,—in 
practice instead of in theory only. 

But it is the habit of most pendulums 
in time to reach a dead center. We are 
not likely to rush into public ownership 
experiments on a large scale, even with 
the much-vaunted and overestimated 
British experiences dangled continuously 
before our eyes. Nor are we likely to 
give up the new-born realization that, as 
a community, it is not only legitimate 
and proper but desirable and even nec- 
essary to protect and sccure public 
rights quite as sacred as those of private 
interest, especially in the case of munici- 
pal public services where the natural 
safeguard of competition lost its effect- 
iveness long ago, and can not be galva- 
nized back to life. The practical issue 
thus becomes: What are the possibili- 
ties in the line of qualified and regulated 
private ownership? In other words, not 
public ownership but public control? 

When the Massachusetts legislature, 
some seven years ago, deliberately opened 
the way for a virtual monopoly in pas- 
senger transportation for the city of Bos- 
ton, surrounding it with a carefully de- 
vised system of public control, there 
was much shaking of heads. The scheme 
was going to fail either because it abol- 
ished competition, or because there was 
too much government interference, but 
fai] at all events. To-day the experiment 
stands an acknowledged and extraordi- 
nary success. It is bevond doubt the 
most important attempt made in this 
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country to effect a genuine union of pub- 
lic and private interest, and the net re- 
sult is of striking educational value as 
well as popular interest just in the pres- 
ent unsettled condition of public opinion 
on municipal problems in general. 
Under the act enabling the Boston 
Elevated Railway Company to lease or 
acquire other systems, that corporation, 
in 1897, did lease the West End Com- 
pany’s entire group of surface lines for 
twenty-five years. The West End Com- 
pany had among its assets a lease of the 
newly constructed Tremont Street sub- 
way, owned by the city, and this lease, 
good for twenty years, passed to the new 
organization. The financial basis of that 
amalgamation is a point of prime impor- 
tance because of the unusual extent and 
variety of the obligations resting upon 
it. For example, it is provided by law 
that in case a dividend is declared in ex- 
cess of six per cent., a tax shall be paid 
equal to the excess. In other words, the 
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company must divide equally with the 
towns and cities in which it operates, any 
profit distributed above six per cent.; but 
if it prefers it may spend its surplus over 
six per cent. on improving the system. 
This has been the policy of the Boston 
Elevated from the beginning. In the six 
and a half years since it succeeded the 
West End Company its dividends have 
ranged from four and one-half to six per 
cent. on all stock, there being no_pre- 
ferred. The capital stock originally was 
ten million dollars; it was increased in 
1902 to thirteen million three hundred 
thousand dollars. Of indirect ways of 
disposing of profits, such as bond issues 
and extravagant salaries, there are none; 
and the dividends actually paid accord- 
ingly seem moderate. The reasons come 
to light, however, if we glance at the 
company’s fixed obligations and general 
policies, and note how the public shares 
the gains in the shape of both money and 
service taxation. 

Under its lease of the West End sys- 
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tem the Boston Elevated is bound to pay 
to the stockholders of that corporation, 
as rental, a dividend cqual to the rate the 
West End Company had maintained for 
several years previously; namely, eight 
per cent. on its $6,400,000 of preferred 
stock, seven per cent. on $9,539,250 of 
common stock, and pay the interest on 
$15,219,000 funded debt. These three 
items, plus the Elevated Company’s own 
stock, are in effect equivalent to a total 
capitalization for the whole system of 
somethong less than $44,500,000 The 
company pays also to the city annually as 
rental for the Tremont Street subway, 
four and seven-eighths per cent. of the 
cost of constructing the subway—a rate, 
by the way, which gives the city enough 
margin above interest on bonds issued for 
this work to retire the bonds before ma- 
turity (forty years) ; in other words, pay 
for the subway free and clear, the rental 
then becoming a permanent source of 
gencral public revenue. 

A direct tax of seven-eighths of one 
per cent. on gross earnings is imposed on 
the Elevated Company, and when it as- 
sumes the lease of the new tunnel under 
Boston Harbor, to East Boston, this will 
be increased to one and one-fourth per 
cent. A state corporation tax is also lev- 
ied, amounting to about sixtcen dollars 
per one thousand dollars of market value 
of the stock on May Ist each year. In 
addition, the company is assessed and 
tuxed on its real estate in the various cit- 
ies and towns through which its lines 
pass, the rate varying from about fifteen 
dollars to twenty dollars per one thou- 
sand dollars. Further, the company is 
required to pave and maintain all street 
surface occupied by its tracks, and do its 
own snow and ice clearmg., The amount 
of paving the company has laid and 
maintains under this requirement is 
equivalent to a street sixty feet wide and 
about sixty-five miles long. The total of 
these various tax and service payments is 
about $1,550,000 annually, or nearly 
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thirteen per cent. of present gross carn- 
ings. 
In addition to rentals and taxes, large 


sums have been spent every year on gen- 


eral improvements. Practically all the 
inferior track of the old surface system 
has been replaced with new rails; large 
additions have been made to equipment ; 
about seventy-five miles of new surface 
lines constructed and service maintained 
on them as well as on the better paying 
portions of the road. The increase in 
service afforded appears in the fact that 
during the last four years earnings per 
mile decreased fifteen and four-tenths per 
cent. while expenses per mile decreased 
only one and four-tenths per cent.; one 
explanation of which appears in the fur- 
ther fact that the number of car miles 
run increased forty-six and six-tenths per 
per cent., while revenue passengers in- 
creased only twenty-three and eight- 
tenths per cent. In other words, the car 
service was increased twice as fast as the 
increase in paying traffic. 

The rapid extension of free transfers 
has undoubtedly had much to do with 
this relatively slow increase in paying 
business. Thus far, at any rate, it has 
cheeked the growth of revenue in greater 
proportion than the natural increase of 
traffic thereby drawn out. The company 
has interpreted liberally its legal obliga- 
tions in this respect. It has added nearly 
one hundred miles to the transfer system 
in four years, and to-day about fifty-five 
per cent. (or one hundred and_ thirty 
million annually) of the passengers who 
pay a fare make use of these free ex- 
change facilities. This means that the 
average amount received for cach trip on 
one car is about three and one-third cents. 
Six years ago, when the company leased 
the surface lines and began operation, the 
free-transfer passengers numbered only 
twenty-four million. 

The chief advantage of the transfer 
system to the company lics in the wider 
distribution of traffic over its many 
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AN ENTRANCE TO PARK STREET SUBWAY STATION, THE FOURTH LARGEST PASSENGER 
STATION IN POINT OF TRAFFIC IN THE WORLD 


lines, giving larger use of suburban and 
‘side street”? cars which must be operated 
anyway, whether well filled or not; thus 
making it possible to carry more passen- 
gers on the congested central lines than 
could otherwise be handled. 

The net result of these operating poli- 
cies is that the ratio of expenses to gross 
earnings is higher than in any of the 
other large urban transit systems; and 
when the tax and rental payments are 
added it is easy fo see that profits can not 
be excessive, and must be derived in large 
part from exceptionally skillful manage- 
ment. The rate would be insignificant 
if the stock on which it is paid were 
“diluted.” Under Massachusetts laws, 
“watering” of street railway stock is an 
extremely difficult process. The state 
Railroad Commission determines in the 
first instance whether the stock to be is- 
sued fairly represents the actual expense 
of construction, and no corporation may 


capitalize in excess of the commission's 
estimate. All increases of stock are sub- 
ject to the same authority, which also 
fixes the price per share—supposed to 
represent its actual market value—at 
which stockholders may subscribe for the 
new issue. 

What is the result? The capitaliza- 
tion per mile of street railways in Massa- 
chusetts is less than one-third the aver- 
age in New York state, less than half the 
average for the United States. In the 
case of the Boston Elevated Railway, the 
original capitalization of ten million dol- 
lars was the minimum allowed by the spe- 
cial law under which the company was 
organized, and when the increase of 
$3,300,000 was made in 1902, the Rail- 
road Commission fixed one hundred and 
fifty-five dollars per share as the fair 
market price to stockholders. New stock 
not taken up in this way must be sold at 
public auction. Stockholders may not 


628 


vote themselves valuable issues at 
par. 

Thus by virtue of common honesty in 
the fundamentals, Massachusetts is able 
to have a great state-controlled public 
service under private management, yield- 
ing a liberal revenue to the community 
and a fair return upon the capital in- 
vested. Under such conditions the 
“bogie” of public control does not 
frighten capital away from the enter- 
prise as an investment—orthodox theo- 
rics to the contrary, notwithstanding. 
Elevated Railway stock is quoted at 
about one hundred and forty, or almost 
exactly the same as stock of ‘the Manhat- 
tan Company in New York, whose cye 
has ever been single to the welfare of the 
dividend-receiver. 

So much, then, for the public control 
phase and some of its larger results. 
How docs this system work out in the 
more direct relations between the cor- 
poration and the people, the corporation 
and its employes? 

In respect to methods of operation, the 
Boston system is conceded in the engi- 
necring world to represent, for the most 
part, the best American practice. Some 
desirable features possible elsewhere are 
virtually impossible here, because of the 
natural conditions. For example, the un- 
derground conduit system of electric 
traction was tricd and found inadequate. 
It is poorly adapted to Boston conditions 
heeause of the extraordinary network of 
lines, the narrow and crooked streets, 
rolatively large amount of snow encoun- 
tered, and the disadvantage of having 
one method for city and another for sub- 
urban surface lines operated for continu- 
ous runs under the same system. Further- 
more, very long cars can not be operated 
in Boston because of the many sharp 
curves in the streets and present subway. 
The limitations of station room in the ex- 
isting subway are such that more than 
four cars can not well be run in one cle- 
vated train, Again, because of the sub- 
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way grades and curves, it is not consid- 
ered safe to operate trains with less than 
two minutes interval, while in New York 
the “headway” during rush hours is less 
than one minute. The new Washington 
Street tunnel is expected to remedy this 
difficulty. Boston is preparing to afford 
adequate facilities for whatever inercase 
may be added to the already immense 
traffic, and in pursuance of this plan im- 
portant and costly changes are about to 
be made in the system. ‘The new tunnel 
for the passage of clevated trains through 
the heart of the city will afford a trunk 
line of comparatively few curves and 
grades, provide larger stations, and sup- 
ply three times the present carrying ca- 
pacity. 

It must not be imagined that the quan- 
titative traffic problem in Boston is easy. 
Almost double the population of the city 
proper is now carried on its local transit 
system daily, or about three hundred and 
sixty-five million per year. The total 
daily mileage of the some three thousand 
three hundred cars operated (about one 
thousand three hundred in any one day) 
approximates one hundred and twenty- 


. five thousand. Park Street subway sta- 


tion, adjoining the shopping district, al- 
though of small size, is the fourth largest 
railway station in the world in point of 
traffic handled. 

The stations, especially in the subway, 
are models of convenience, cleanliness, 
good ventilation and general cheerful- 
ness. The walls are of white tile, and the 
lighting abundant. At terminal stations, 
transparencies announce the route and 
destination of cach approaching elevatcd 
train. The cars are notably clean—a 
point one learns to appreciate by com- 
parative experience. Electricity is the 
motive power for the entire system. With 
respect to safety, speed, comfort and 
convenience, the testimony of visitors to 
the city, and singularly uniform com- 
mendation from the people of Boston, 
who use it daily, are significant. Local 
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defects in service are as inevitable as are 
the complaints they bring out, but the 
preponderance of contrary experience 
seems to determine the general public at- 
titude. 

Crowding during “rush” hours has not 
been overcome. That it is not so bad as 
in certain other large centers is not wholly 
due, however, to relatively lighter travel. 
For one thing, the entire transit system, 


rules, especially within the city limits, 

were not confined to so-called rush hours. - 
The change from one method to the other 

several times a day is a source of con- 

fusion, and it is nothing remarkable to 

find crowded trains outside the decreed 

“rush”? limits. 

Accidents occur, of course, but there 
has been none of serious consequence, 
and not a passenger killed on the elevated 


THE “CUTTING SHIELD” WHICH WAS FORCED THROUGH THE CLAY AHEAD OF THE 
WORKMEN IN TUNNELING BOSTON HARBOR 


elevated, subway and surface is operated 
as a unit, and with so many opportunities 
of exchange from one line to another that 
the traffic is more evenly distributed, as 
already pointed out. Another simple de- 
vice for lessening rush-hour difficulties is 
the separation of passengers leaving 
from those entering the elevated cars by 
using end doors for. entrance and _ side 
for exit, and on surface cars the forward 
door for exit and rear for entrance. It 
would be a decided improvement if these 


lines. Important mechanical precautions 
are employed, while the “loop” system at 
terminal stations of the elevated road 
lessens the danger of terminal collisions. 
But the chief guaranty of safety lies in 
the painstaking care exercised in select- 
ing, training and testing employes. In- 
struction is thorough and discipline 
strict. A training school is permanently 
maintained at the Sullivan Square termi- 
nal. Here the men are put through all 
possible complications on a_ stationary 
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“skeleton” car, the instructor now and 
then purposely causing an acident to oc- 
cur, to see how the green man handles 
his car—and himself. In connection with 
this, instruction is given in manners and 
self-control to all employes whose duties 
bring them in direct touch with the pub- 
lic. The result, in politeness and forbear- 
ance, is noted by visitors to the New Eng- 
land capital from—everywhere. It was 
especially remarked upon by the army of 
teachers who came to Boston for the Na- 
tional Educational Association conven- 
tion of last summer. 

This state of affairs is, further, a re- 
flex of the pleasant relations that have 
existed from the beginning between the 
management and its eight thousand em- 
ployes. No strikes have occurred other 
than a small sympathetic strike of line- 
men, directed against the telephone and 
electric light companies and not against 
the Elevated Railway. The wages com- 
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pare favorably with those paid elsewhere 
for similar service, and include a plan of 
gradation calculated: to make the service 
more attractive. Surface car conductors 
and motormen receive $2.25 a day; ele- 
vated brakemen $1.85, guards $2.10, ele- 
vated motormen $2.30 the first year, 
$2.40 the second, $2.50 the third. All 
the men are paid five cents a day in addi- 
tion after five years of continuous service, 
ten cents after ten years, and fifteen cents 
after fifteen years. “Extra”? men are 
paid by the hour for work actually per- 
formed, but any man who is on call for 
a full day of ten hours is guaranteed 
approximately two-thirds regular day 
wages, even though no work is assigned 
him. At the end of each year every man 
having a good record receives fifteen dol- 
lars extra pay. All car-service men who 
have been in the employ of the company 
for fifteen years, upon reaching the age 
of sixty, or who have been in the service 
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twenty-five years, irrespective of age, arc 
promised a pension for the remainder of 
their lives, if they become incapacitated 
for useful work while in the service. 

Ten out of twelve consecutive hours is 
the regular day’s work in car service; 
extra time being paid for extra, and at a 
higher rate. The men have two organi- 
zations for providing sick and disability 
benefits, and life insurance, one paying 
one hundred dollars, and the other one 
thousand dollars in case of death. The 
company pays the running expenses of 
both these organizations, amounting to 
nearly seven thousand dollars annually, 
so that whatever the members contribute 
is available for bencfits. It provides, also, 
for the men, comfortable and sanitary 
waiting rooms, or “lobbies,” equipped 
with good reading matter and means of 
exercise and recreation. How the em- 
ployes regard their treatment appears in 
the fact, among others, that they have 
never considered it of any importance to 
organize either for mutual defense or to 
press new demands. An attempt was 
made within the last year to form a labor 
union among them, but the only practi- 
cal outcome was a mass mecting called by 
the men and attended by about one thou- 
sand five hundred, at which unanimous 
resolutions were passed expressing ap- 
preciation of the fair treatment and lib- 
eral attitude of the company toward 
them, and denouncing misrepresentations 
to the contrary. 

With the general results in evidence, 
it would appear superfluous to ask what 
kind of managerial ability is attracted 
into this service. The officers of the com- 
pany are, in fact, a body of trained spe- 
cialists—more, they are a body of gen- 
tlemen; men of broad, general culture, of 
university education, men with whom a 
commendable record before the public 
and the satisfaction of developing a 
model system, combined with a reason- 
able return on capital and adequate com- 
pensation for service, supply incentives 
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quite as effective as the possibility of ex- 
travagant profits. And of no one of 
them are these things truer than of Gen- 
eral Bancroft, the president of the Bos- 
ton Elevated Railway, admittedly one of 
the most efficient business managers in 
the Commonwealth. 

What, then, are we to conclude from 
the practical workings of public control 
in Boston? Is it feasible to try the same 
experiment in any or all other American 
municipalities, and with expectation of 
like success? 

Candor compels the opinion that such 
a system is feasible only where the stand- 
ards of civic life and public service are 
relatively high; where public support of 
decency can be relied upon as a fairly 
constant quantity instead of discounted 
in advance as “only a spasm.” Neither 
the Commonwealth nor its leading cities 
—not even Boston—is or ever has been 
in the grip of an utterly corrupt and 
largely criminal conspiracy of the ordcr 
of Tammany Hall, the Philadelphia ring, 
or the various groups of “boodle” alder- 
men in Chicago and St. Louis. Not that 
“boodle” aldermen are curiosities in Mas- 
sachusetts. By no means. “Grafters” 
and blackmailers often emerge in the 
minor public offices, sometimes in impor- 
tant ones; and should this class of men 
ever gain ascendancy there is no doubt 
public control would very promptly come 
to mean organized plunder, and the con- 
verting of all quasi-public enterprises into 
snug harbors of jobs for the incompetent 
“constituents” of ward bosses. But the 
“grafting” has not yet, at any rate, de- 
veloped into a close-knit, comprehensive 
system. It is sporadic and occasional; it 
does not honeycomb public life. On the 
contrary, great public works in the Bay 
State have been constructed with notable 
freedom from scandal. The present Bos- 
ton subway is one apt illustration of 
many. The sum of seven million dollars 
was authorized for its construction; it 
actually cost but a little over four mil- 
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lions, and the remainder will nearly pay 
for the new tunnel under Boston Harbor. 
Another instance is the Metropolitan 
Water Works system in process of de- 
velopment by a State Commission in be- 
half of Boston and its suburbs—a forty- 
million dollar undertaking, broadly com- 
prehensive and complicated both in its 
enginecring and financial aspects, yet 
one to which no suspicion of “graft” of 
any sort has ever attached. 

All these conditions are interwoven 
phases of the general Massachusetts situ- 
ation; all reflect the relatively high 
standard of civic and commercial life, 
which in turn rests upon centuries of 
honorable tradition, universal education 
on a high plane, largely successful ab- 
sorption of the foreign element, and ex- 
traordinary local pride. Not even these 
considerations have given more than a 
bare margin of safety. The struggle for 
clean government can no more be relaxed 
in Massachusetts than it can anywhere. 
The better the conditions, the more at 


stake; the more to lose through negli- | 


gence. 

Division of profits above six per cent., 
with the practical impossibility of stock 
watering, are held to be important safe- 
guards of the Boston system. Their in- 
fluence may be overestimated, but un- 
doubtedly the plunder in sight under 
such conditions is too small to attract the 
financial pirate. Danger of stock market 
“raids” to wrest control of the road from 
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its present owners—(about seventy-five 
per cent. of the stock is held in Massa- 
chusetts)—is reduced to a minimum; 
these tactics are worth while only when 
the chance exists to make the public sup- 
ply the ore for a private gold mine. It is 
further true, no doubt, that knowledge of 
this virtual security against displacement 
through causcs unrelated to merit and 
capacity is an element in attracting the 
kind of service the Boston system pos- 
sesses. 

Even these phases, however, come back 
to the standards prevailing, and that can 
be depended upon in the community. 
There must be a body politic ready and 
determined to safeguard the given enter- 
prise at the outset with such care that no 
loophole is left for either the “grafter,” 
stock inflater, or pirate. There must be 
unrelaxing vigilance against the vigilant. 
There must be a community sufficiently 
appreciative of decency to make public 
or quasi-public service attractive to men 
of the best class. And this community 
must contain a liberally recruited body 
of industrial experts with whom the com- 
mercial standard of reward is not virtu- 
ally the sole controlling factor, so that 
the service need never suffer through en- 
forced taking on cither of the conscience- 
less “money-maker” or the incompetent 
dreamer. : 

These things are indispensable. Where 
they do not exist they should be recog- 
nized as the first steps to the coveted goal. 
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SPELLBINDERS AND STRAW BALLOTS 


By Forrest Crissey 


AUTHOR OF “TATTLINGS OF A RETIRED POLITICIAN,” BTC. 


sound about the old-fashioned 

term “straw ballot” wholly at var- 
iance with the substantial and costly 
character of the thing itself. This may 
be realized from the carefully considered 
statement that the “straw ballots” or 
party polls of the electorate taken in the 
course of the Presidential campaign have 
cost the two great parties not less than 
two million dollars. 

The cardinal purpose for which this 
large expenditure of money and energy is 
made is to take the political temperature 
of the close or “doubtful” states. The 
party generals must know to what heat 
their orators, their printed arguments and 
their personal appeals through the ma- 
chinery of “the organization” have 
warmed the blood of the voter, and there- 
fore the great thermometer of the “straw 
ballot” is lowered into the political pot— 
and upon the reading of the mercury de- 
pend the tactics of the combatants. The 
frequency with which a party poll is tak- 
en depends mainly upon the political com- 
plexion of the state. Another element af- 
fecting this problem is the nature of the 
state statutes regulating the identifica- 
tion of legal voters. Indiana, for exam- 
ple, is undoubtedly the most closely can- 
vassed state in the Union because there 
the two great parties seem to be about 
evenly matched in voting strength, and 
also because the statutes of that state do 
not compel a registration of voters, but 
leave to the party managers a vast 
amount of work done at state expense in 
those commonwealths having a compul- 
sory registration law. 

As Indiana undoubtedly presents the 


[io is a flimsy and fragile 


highest type of political organization in 
the country, at least so far as the party 
canvass is concerned, let us take that state 
as an example of the manner in which a 
straw ballot is taken. In the course of 
all important campaigns in the Hoosier 
state three canvasses are made. The first 
poll is taken six months previous to elec- 
tion, for the reason that the statutes pre- 
scribe a residence of six months in the 
state before a citizen is entitled to vote. 
The next canvass comes four months 
later, inasmuch as the law provides that a 
citizen can not cast a ballot unless he has 
lived in his county for at least sixty days. 
One month previous to election the last 
poll is taken, and this is by all means the 
most thorough of the three canvasses. 
This time limit is fixed by the fact that 
the law requires, as a voting qualification, 
a thirty days’ residence in the township, 
ward or precinct. 

Except in close presidential years, the 
first canvass is ordinarily done in com- 
paratively a perfunctory way and for the 
purpose of giving the party managers a 
general line on the situation, as well as to 
establish who is entitled to a vote in the 
state. Next comes the sixty days’ can- 
vass, which draws the line closer and 
brings the party voting formation down 
to the unit of the county. It remains, 
however, for the thirty days’ poll to estab- 
lish the final test of citizenship, from the 
viewpoint of the ballotbox, and to indi- 
cate to the party managers the drift of 
political sentiment as it will be recorded 
at the polls. 

It will be seen from this statement that, 
in addition to serving each party as a 
thermometer of political sentiment, these 
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canvasses are protective and practically 
official in their operation, as any man 
whose name can not be found on the can- 
vass records taken at the first poll is sub- 
ject to challenge and can be estopped 
from voting. Every canvass is taken un- 
der the general supervision of the chair- 
man of the State Central Committee, al- 
though the actual work is done by the 
precinct committeeman. This prime unit 
of the political organization reports to 
the county central committee, and each 
county central committce, in turn, re- 
ports to the State Central Committee. 

As a general thing, the members of 
each party in a precinct bear the expenses 
of the precinct canvass; but in precincts 
where a party is especially weak the State 
Central Committee is generally called 
upon to help out and furnishes financial 
assistance. One of the shrewdest polit- 
ical managers in the entire country gives 
me this definition of the ideal precinct 
committeeman : 

“First, he is a man who is able to get 
the name of every voter in his precinct, 
and to learn, at first or second hand, his 
political preference at the time the poll is 
taken; second, he knows what arguments, 
influences and persons to bring to bear 
upon every man who is either in the 
doubtful list or who has departed from 
the faith, and to make those influences ef- 
fective in bringing the strays or the un- 
decided into the party fold; third, he is 
able to finish the final canvass without 
having a single “doubtful” voter on his 
list; fourth, he is able definitely to know 
that every man entitled to a ballot in his 
precinct and who intends to vote for his 
party candidates will be on hand on elec- 
tion day; fifth, he will know at preciscly 
what hour each voter can most conveni- 
ently cast his ballot and what voters must 
be brought to the polls in carriages or 
wagons.” 

While this list of qualifications for an 
ideal precinct committceman appears 
somewhat formidable, the realization of 
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that ideal, from the viewpoint of prac- 
tical experience, seems almost impossible. 
If it is attained anywhere it is realized in 
Indiana, where a love of politics is a well- 
nigh universal passion. 

The stumbling-block in the pathway of 
the energetic poll-taker is the ‘tindepend- 
ent” voter, who resents inquiries regard- 
ing his political convictions as an inter- 
ference with his personal liberties. In a 
case of this kind the adroit committee- 
man generally “‘gets a line” on the polit- 
ical intentions of the secretive citizen by 
consultation with the lattcr’s friends and 
familiars. 

There are thirty-four hundred voting 
precincts in Indiana, and to canvass each 
of them requires the service, both parties 
considered, of fully ten thousand men 
and an expense of at least one hundred 
and fifty thousand dollars. Probably the 
cost will foot up much more than that, as 
many canvassers have to be furnished 
with livery hire in addition to being paid 
ordinary day wages. 

From the party poll-lists are formu- 
lated the ‘“‘wagon books” used on election 
day, by the precinct committeeman, in 
gathering in the voters. Each “wagon 
man” is handed a set of slips, each bear- 
ing the name and address of a voter. It 
is the ambition of the precinct command- 
er to close the day of election without a 
slip remaining in his wagon book—a con- 
dition indicating that he has brought out 
the full vote of his party in his territory. 
How closely this work is done is suggest- 
ed by the fact that, four years ago, every 
Republican vote in Fulton county, In- 
diana, was brought out save nineteen. 
Allowing for the sick and infirm, this is a 
remarkable testimony to the perfection of 
party machinery in the Hoosier state. 

Often the first or second poll in a cam- 
paign reveals the fact that there are cer- 
tain precincts in which the party has not 
enough men to act as election officers— 
men who are to be relied upon by the 
party managers. This means that men 


ied 
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must be moved into those precincts for 
that purpose, and the expenses thus in- 
curred are paid out of the party funds. 

In addition to the poll-takers, each 
party employs a corps of special “senti- 
ment testers.” These men are not known 
locally and are employed as a kind of se- 
cret service by the State Central Com- 
mittee. They are selected for their fa- 
miliarity with certain classes of voters. 
One may be a freight handler, another a 
commercial traveler, another an itinerant 
preacher, another a professional agricul- 
turist. Their work is accurately to de- 
termine any particular drift of sentiment 
among voters of their own class, to foster 
it if it is favorable to the party employing 
them, and to overcome it if it is antag- 
onistic. Each party in Indiana employs 
about twenty-five of these special agents, 
and in New York state fully fifty are 
used. In the selection of these scouts 
racial lines are carefully observed. 

The connection between the spellbinder 
and the “straw ballot” departments of a 
national campaign committee is far more 


direct than would seem possible to the 


layman. The purpose of a preliminary 
poll is, as I have said, accurately to deter- 
mine, in advance of the election, the drift 
of political sentiment. While the nom- 
inal mission of the orator is to create and 
control sentiment, every spellbinder is 
also a spontaneous missionary of the 
straw ballot department in that he is con- 
stantly observing the sentiment of the 
people, wherever he goes, and is regularly 
reporting his observations to the manager 
of the Speakers’ Bureau. From every 
point at which he speaks the spellbinder 
sends in to bureau headquarters a report 
upon the character of the meeting, the at- 
tendance, and the information he is able 
to gain in private conversation with citi- 
zens concerning the state of political feel- 
ing in that particular locality. He is 
especially watchful to discover any dan- 
gerous “undertows” of sentiment, and, 
if these are sufficiently important, the ex- 


perienced spellbinder will not wait to re- 
port by letter, but will do so by wire, es- 
pecially if the campaign is nearing its 
close. 

National Committees are decidedly re- 
ticent about giving out figures regard- 
ing the number of orators that they em- 
ploy or the cost of conducting the ‘‘elo- 
quence department” of a national cam- 
paign. It may be said, however, that 
the Spellbinders’ Bureau of each Na- 
tional Committee, so far as the Eastern 
Headquarters are concerned, have this 
year sent out at least three hundred and 
fifty speakers, while the Western end of 
the campaign has had under its control 
at least three hundred orators in each 
party. Of these comparatively a small 
percentage are volunteers. Cabinet of- 
ficers, United States Senators, members 
of the National House of Representatives 
and distinguished party leaders and of- 
ficcholders seldom ask for any compensa- 
tion, and those who are in comfortable 
financial circumstances—as most of them 
are—do not, as a general rule, accept 
their traveling expenses from the bureau. 

It is not easy to arrive at the definite 
cost of the eloquence which is turned 
loose upon the country by the National 
Committees in the course of a presidential 
campaign; but a conservative estimate of 
this expenditure, from a somewhat inside 
knowledge of the situation, would place 
the expense at not less than three hun- 
dred thousand dollars for each of the two 
great parties. By far the heaviest item 
is that of traveling expenses, for your 
professional spellbinder does not consider 
it consistent with his dignity to skimp 
himself in this matter. He is prone to re- 
member that he is the chosen mouthpiece 
of a great party and that a presidential 
campaign comes only once in four years. 
Unless he possesses an uncommonly pru- 
dent disposition, he is inclined to apply 
the same expression to his expenses that 
Vanderbilt is said to have applied to the 
people. 
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About the top price paid to any cam- 
paign orator by the National Committce 
of either party is two hundred dollars a 
week, and probably neither committee 
employs men at less than fifteen dollars a 
week. It is not always the most celebrated 

“orator who receives the highest salary. 
Probably no spellbinder in the employ of 
the Republican Bureau is better paid 
than a certain man whose name is un- 
known to the majority of the readers of 
any literary magazine. Only a few years 
ago this “champion” spellbinder was an 
iron molder, and I am not altogether cer- 
tain that he does not still follow his trade 
in the intervals between state and national 
campaigns. 

The men who receive the minimum rate 
of salary are, of course, the novices on 
the stump. To a considerable extent this 
class is recruited from the universities, 
colleges and high schools, and it is the 
verdict of both the National Speakers’ 
Bureaus that the timber brought into 
party service from this source is of excel- 
lent quality. Young men trained in the 
modern college and abounding in patri- 
otic enthusiasm and lung power devel- 
oped on the athletic field make good rec- 
ords as spellbinders. As one Bureau Di- 
rector puts it: “The college yell is the 
best teething ring for infant spellbinders 
that has yet been devised.” 

It is only a slight exaggeration to say 
that the spellbinders sent out by the Na- 
tional Committees represent all stages of 
human development to be found between 
the cradle and the grave. The youngest 
of these orators are not yet upon familiar 
terms with their razors, while the eldest 
of them boast of having campaigned for 
Lincoln or for Douglas. 

Campaign novelties are by no means 
confined to the regular “novelty depart- 
ment” of a National Committee, but in- 
trude themselves into the Speakers’ Bu- 
reaus. One orator, for example, whose 
work is just closing as this page is being 
printed, has entertained his audiences 
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with stereopticon pictures showing scenes 
in our colonial possessions, group pic- 
tures of “‘the nation’s new charges,” mov- 
ing pictures of Senator Fairbanks de- 
livering his speech of acceptance, pictures 
of Judge Parker’s home at Esopus, of 
President Roosevelt’s Sag Harbor home, 
and of the great estates of Mr. Davis 
in West Virginia. Other orators go forth 
armed with cunningly devised maps and 
charts of wage scales with which to illu- 
minate their appeals to the intelligent 
voter. One of. the most effective workers 
employed by either committee is a witty 
Irishman, who collects his street au- 
diences by his skill as a performer on the 
fife. After his music has attracted a 
goodly crowd he makes a homely speech, 
sprinkled with the ready wit of his race, 
and seldom fails to score a hit with his 
hearers. Perhaps the most novel, and cer- 
tainly the most picturesque, adjunct of 
the Spellbinder’s Bureau is the deaf and 
dumb orator, who is employed for the 
purpose of delivering his speeches by 
sign language to groups of unfortunates 
who are not able to receive the spoken 
word. 

It is a curious fact that most of the 
ministers of the gospel who engage with 
the National Campaign Committees, stip- 
ulate that they shall not “travel under 
the cloth”; they prefer to drop their min- 
isterial connection and appear as indi- 
viduals, unhampcred by their clerical af- 
filiations. 

The word “booster,” as used in the 
Spellbinders’ Bureau, is a technical term 
intended to designate those applicants 
for assignments who not only fortify 
themselves with an elaborate list of refer- 
ences, but who think to stimulate their 
chances of appointment by causing ap- 
plications for their services to be sent in 
to the National Committee from various 
points where they have acquaintances. 


_ Sometimes, perhaps, this plan of inspired 


calls deceives the men at headquarters, 
but this occurs only in rare instances, and 
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then the plan is manipulated with uncom- 
mon shrewdness and tact. Generally, 
however, this system of boosting operates 
as a boomerang and completely foils the 
efforts of the candidate for oratorical 
honors. In one instance, a Republican 
applicant for assignment caused a call 
for his services to be sent in from the 
town in Arkansas where he had lived 
years before. At once, on receipt of this 
letter, an inquiry was sent from the bu- 
reau to a political leader in that .commu- 
nity asking if the spellbinder in question 
was known there. The answer came back: 
“He did live here once, but nobody seems 
to know anything about him. As this 
county has never failed to give a big 
Democratic majority, it would not be 
safe to send any speaker here who is not 
true and tried. This is the enemy’s coun- 
try and we don’t want any experiments.” 
While the logic of this report caused a 
ripple of laughter in the family council 
of the bureau managers, it was decided 
that the applicant was a “‘self-rising 
booster,” and that his valuable oratory 
would better be under the control of the 
Central Committee of his own state. 


The modern Spellbinders’ Bureau is an . 


example of high organization in the com- 
mercial as well as the political sense of 
the term. The entire routine of the office 
is reduced to system, and all the ap- 
pliances of the most highly developed 
commercial house are here employed. 
Card catalogue cabinets are the most con- 
spicuous decorations of the room. Prob- 
ably the most valuable volume in the of- 
fice, aside from the book of requisitions 
on the treasurer, is called the Speakers’ 
Record. This portly folio contains the 
name of every speaker sent out under the 
auspices of the National Committee in the 
previous campaigns. Under each orator’s 
name is a concise but complete record of 
his services, the dates which he has filled, 
the places at which he has spoken, the 
approximate attendance upon his meet- 
ings, the acceptability of his efforts as 
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commented upon by the local committee 
at each point, and last, but not least, the 
quality of his service as indicated by his 
tactfulness or his blunders. And it must 
be confessed that the blunder column is 
well filled, especially in connection with 
the cheaper class of speakers. 

All of these orators are graded ac- 
cording to an alphabetical classification 
which at once indicates their relative 
standing and desirability, based on their 
actual services and the results obtained in 
the hustlings. 

One of the busiest and most important 
employes in the Speakers’ Bureau is the 
“routing man,” whose duty it is to fill 
out the route forms for each speaker, 
showing him, in black and white, the rail- 
way lines and their connections by which 
he is to make his various appointments. 
Usually this functionary has seen service 
in the passenger office of a railroad and 
is thus equipped with a special technical 
training for his position. 

The “transportation man” is another 
individual whose duties in the Spellbind- 
ers’ Bureau are scarcely less important 
than that of the director himself. As his 
title implies, he is the person who secures 
from the various railroads the mileage 
and transportation used by the speakers, 
and it should be said that his pathway 
in no manner resembles a bed of roses, 
particularly if he chances to belong to 
the party least popular with the great 
railroad interests. 

When the oratorical part of the na- 
tional campaign is in full blast the move- 
ments of all speakers of great impor- 
tance, who are scheduled to fill ‘close 
dates,” are manipulated by telegraph in 
a manner corresponding to that by which 
a train despatcher governs the movements 
of trains over his division. Each Speak- 
ers’ Bureau has an expert telegraph oper- 
ator, at the end of a special wire, sta- 
tioned in a room close to that occupied 
by the Director, in order that he may be 
called into service on all emergencies. 
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The question of race is an important 
one to the Spellbinders’ Bureau, which 
must sce to it that all the nationalities 
numerously represented in our American 
civilization are appealed to in their na- 
tive tongues. Each party has in its em- 
ploy a small but carefully selected corps 
of speakers who are not only accom- 
plished linguists but sound orators. 
While many orators speaking the Ger- 
man, French, Bohemian, Polish, Italian, 
Greek and Armenian tongues are em- 
ployed, the colored race has altogether 
the most numerous representation in the 
department of “special” speakers; and it 
is admitted at both party bureaus that 
the negro race has a marvelous natural 
gift of oratory. 

It should be remembered that a Na- 
tional Committee does not make direct as- 
signment of speakers, but leaves this de- 
tail to the State Central Committees of 
the various commonwealths, on the the- 
ory that the men on the ground should be 
better posted regarding local conditions 
and requirements than a National Com- 
mittee could possibly be. 

One of the most difficult tasks which 
the Bureau of Spellbinders has in hand 
is that of satisfying the demands of local 
campaign committees. These bodies are 
decidedly exacting and almost invariably 
insist that any speaker assigned to them 
from the National Committee’s headquar- 
ters shall be an orator of national celeb- 
rity, and very generally the local com- 
mittee will name a list of two or three 
star speakers and will not take “No” for 
an answer when informed that the en- 
gagements already made for the men 
specified will not permit them to respond 
to the call. As a usual thing these inci- 
dents result in disappointment and dis- 
satisfaction, the local campaign commit- 
tee being disgruntled and in an attitude 
to receive any substitute, no matter how 
excellent an orator he may be, with ill 
grace, if not with actual complaint. 

Occasionally, however, the reverse of 
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this general proposition proves true and 
by his tact and eloquence the substitute 
is able to reconcile his audience to the dis- 
appointment at first felt because the 
speaker originally requested was not to 
be had. Back in the °80’s, when the 
late President McKinley and ‘“Tom” 
Reed were making their reputations on 
the floor of the House, the Republican cit- 
izens of Yonkers, New York, undertook to 
organize the greatest political rally in 
the history of that place. Consequently 
their first effort was to secure a campaign 
orator of the highest order, and the com- 
mittee on speakers, after much debate, 
decided that only Mr. McKinley or Mr. 
Reed would measure up to the standard. 


- Their request was forwarded to the 


Chairman of the State Central Commit- 
tee, who at once made requisition on the 
Spellbinders’ Bureau, at national head- 
quarters, for the services of one or the 
other of these distinguished statesmen. 

There was great gloom at Yonkers 
when a telegram was received there read- 
ing substantially as follows: ‘Impossi- 
ble to send either McKinley or Reed. 
Their time all taken. Will send you Hon. 
William E. Mason.?? Almost instantly 
this was answered by a curt message read- 
ing: “Don’t send Mason. He is not 
known here. Will postpone rally one 
week so that you can give us either Mc- 
Kinley or Reed.” At this point the chair- 
man of the New York State Central Com- 
mittee saw that the time had come for 
him to take things into his own hands— 
a condition which often arises when it be- 
comes evident that the party leaders in 
any community are given over to a stub- 
born insistence that they will take no sub- 
stitute for the particular star orator upon 
whom they have set their hearts. The 
only reply sent to the second telegram 
from the Yonkers committee was a non- 
committal one indicating that matters 
would be all right if they would go ahead 
with the rally and do everything to make 
it @ success, 
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An hour or two before the time set for 
the introduction of the speaker the re- 
ception committee met the incoming train 
and looked upon the jovial face and ro- 
tund form of “Billy” Mason, who was 
then in the lower House of Congress and 
who has later represented Illinois in the 
United States Senate. 

The reception which they gave to this 
prince of campaigners was anything but 
cordial. The disappointment and resent- 
ment at the failure of the State Central 
Committee to send either Mr. McKinley 
or Mr. Reed was ill concealed and at once 
apparent to Congressman Mason, who 
had been forewarned that he would have 
to “thaw out” both the local committee 
and the audience. 

After the “unknown” speaker of the 
day had listened to a nicely qualified and 
adroitly noncommittal introduction of 
himself he arose and began his address in 
these words: 

“As the servant of the National Com- 
mittee, and subject to its dictates, I have 
been sent here against your will and 
against mine to do service as a substitute 
for Mr. McKinley or Mr. Reed. It may 
shock the modesty and good taste of some 
of the inhabitants of this beautiful and 
aristocratic place, but I am bound to tell 
you, right at the start, that I can make 9 
better political speech than either Wil- 
liam McKinley or Tom Reed—even if I 
am ‘not known here.’ Now, if I fail to 
make good this boast you can, when I 
have finished my speech, call me down 
publicly and as severely as you wish.” 

At this astounding announcement the 
entire audience drew a long breath and 
began to sit up and take notice. Before 
the address was half delivered Mr. Ma- 
son’s hearers were shouting with laugh- 
ter and delight at his stories, his inimita- 
ble flashes of wit and his cutting charac- 
terization of Democratic doctrines and 
foibles. At the conclusion of his speech 
Mr. Mason was almost carried bodily 
from the platform and later in the day he 
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was waited upon by a committee of 
wealthy Republicans, who offered to buy 
him a beautiful residence overlooking the 
Hudson if he would remove from Illinois 
and become a citizen of Yonkers. A tele- 
gram was sent to the state committee in- 
dicating that the Republicans of Yonk- 
ers accepted the substitute which it had 
sent and that in the future they wanted 
“Billy” Mason and no other. 

Almost every spellbinder, especially if 
not seasoned by long and hard service 
on the stump, carries with him, when he 
starts out into the open to “save the 
country,” a lurking dread of the unex- 
pected, of the absurd blunders or the ma- 
licious devices of the enemy by which a 
speaker is confused, confounded or sud- 
denly swept off his feet and turned into 
a public laughing-stock at the moment 
when he would be most eloquent, digni- 
fied and impressive. It is scarcely too 
much to say that not an orator is sent out 
under the auspices of a National Cam- 
paign Committee who does not encounter, 
in the course of the campaign, expe- 
riences of this disagreeable sort. No man 
could possibly have a keener appreciation 
of the terrors of the unexpected than has 
Representative Tawney, of Minnesota, 
Director of the Speakers’ Bureau at Na- 
tional Republican headquarters in Chi-— 
cago. The cause of his fellow feelings for 
those orators who suffer from unexpected 
and disturbing incidents arises from his 
own experience as a campaigner. The 
particular episode of this kind which has 
left the most lasting scar on Congress- 
man Tawney’s memory is so thoroughly 
typical of this class of campaign expe- 
riences that it can not be omitted from 
this article. It will be recalled that Hon. 
Charles A. Towne, the eloquent advocate 
of free silver, was once a large figure in 
Minnesota politics and, for a few weeks, 
represented that state in the United 
States Senate. In the days of “Charley” 
Towne’s greatest power and popularity, 
Congressman Tawney went to fill an en- 
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gagement where Mr. Towne was billed to 
speak a week later. One of the first ques- 
tions which the man who has now com- 
mand of the Republican spellbinders in 
the West asked of the local committee 
was: “Have you provided any music for 
to-night??? When he was answered in the 
negative and was given the information 
that there was an excellent colored glee 
club in the village that might possibly be 
secured, the orator of the evening said: 
“Well, they may not care to come on 
so short a notice, but you just tell the 
leader of the club that Mr. Tawney would 
greatly appreciate his services.” This 
message very much flattered the manager 
of the club, who sent back word that he 
would “sho’ly hab somet’ing fine foh Mis- 
tah Towney.” That evening, after the 
audience had assembled and the speaker 
and the chairman and several distin- 
guished citizens had taken seats on the 
platform, the glee club came marching 
from the wings of the stage, formed the 
traditional semi-circle of the minstrel 
show and waited for the signal from their 
leader. Each dusky face was the picture 
of grinning good nature, and the speaker 
of the evening felt that the colored glee 
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club was certainly a most happy inspira- 
tion. But, when the end man gave out 
the theme and the circle took it up, Con- 
gressman Tawney’s face was white and 
purple by turns—for the song which was 
ringing through the hall was the one in- 
variably sung by all the Towne glee clubs 
and cclebrated, in melodious measures, 
the glories of Mr. Bryan, sixteen-to-one 
and the whole Democratic platform, with 
a ringing refrain devoted exclusively to 
“Charley”? Town-e.” Before the second 
stanza was finished, however, Congress- 
man Tawney realized that what he had at 
first blush considered a trick of the enemy 
was in fact only an innocent mistake ; 
that the leader of the glee club had con- 
fused the name “Tawney” with that of 
“Town-e,” and was under the impression 
that the brilliant free silver leader of 
Minnesota was the orator of the evening. 
The song, it is needless to say, did not 
get beyond the second stanza, and the 
speaker, by a few tactful words, ex- 
plained the cause of the mistake and 
turned the incident into an effective in- 
troduction to certain remarks which ap- 
plied most pertinently to Mr. Towne and 
the campaign he was then making. 


DUMB ANIMALS 
By Richard Burton 


WE call them dumb—yet daily there uprise 
A million piteous calls of agony, 
Pleading for peace, and to be let alone; 
For every inch of earth there is a moan, 
Through all the air, athwart the land or sea, 
God, how the wailings storm the very skies! 


Call them not dumb, until the master, man, 
Slow-taught by fellow-feeling, learns to give 
Each humblest creature in the Mystic Plan 
The privilege of breath, the chance to live: 
Then haply shall the clamor die away, 

Lost in the love of that diviner day. 
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By Elliott Flower 


AUTHOR OF “THE SPOILSMAN,” ETC. 


ATURALLY, when Harry Beck- 
N ford married he began to take a 

more serious view of life. If 
there is anything at all of thoughtful- 
ness and consideration in a man, mar- 
riage brings it out: he begins to plan. 
He has some one dependent upen him, 
some one for whom he must provide. 
That he should “trust to luck” before 
was solely his affair; that he should 
“trust to luck” now is quite another mat- 
ter. 

In the case of Beckford, as in the 
cases of most other young men, this feel- 
ing was of gradual growth. He was op- 
timistic and happy; his future looked 
long and bright; he had ample time in 
which to accumulate a comfortable for- 
tune; but—he wasn’t even beginning. 
He and his wife so enjoyed life that they 
were spending all that he made. It 
wasn’t a large sum, but it was enough to 
make them comfortable and contented, 
enough to give them all reasonable pleas- 
ures. Later—he thought of this only in 
a hazy, general sort of way—they would 
begin to save. There was plenty of time 
for this, for they were both young, and 
he had proved himself of sufficient value 
to his employer to make his rapid ad- 
vancement practically certain. The em- 
ployer was a big corporation, the general 
manager of which had taken a deep per- 
sonal interest in him, and the opportuni- 
ties were limitless. But the feeling of re- 
sponsibility that came to him with mar- 


riage gradually took practical form, per- 


haps because the girl who sat opposite 
him at the breakfast table was so very 
impractical. She was loving, lovable, de- 
lightfully whimsical, but also unreason- 


ingly impractical in many ways. Before 
marriage she never had known a care; 
after marriage her cares were much like 
those of a child with a dollhouse—they 
gave zest to life but could be easily put 
aside. If the maid proved recalcitrant, it 
was annoying, but they could dine at a 
restaurant and go to the theater after- 
ward, and Harry would help her with 
breakfast the next morrfing. Harry was 
so awkward, but so willing, that it all be- 
came a huge joke. Harry had not passed 
the stage where he would “kiss the cook” 
under these circumstances, and an occa- 
sional hour in the kitchen is not so bad 
when there is a fine, handsome young 
man there, to be ordered about and told 
to “behave himself.” So even marriage 
had not yet awakened Isabel Beckford to 
the stern realities of life. 

It was her impracticalness, her delight- 
ful dependence, that finally brought 
Harry to the point of serious thought. 
What would she do, if anything hap- 
pened to him? Her father had been suc- 
cessful but improvident: he would leave 
hardly enough for her mother alone to 
live in modest comfort; and, _ besides, 
Harry was not the kind of a youth to 
put his responsibilities on another. He 
began to think seriously about cutting 
expenses and putting something aside, 
even at this early day. The really suc- 
cessful men had begun at the beginning 
to do this. Then there came to his notice 
the sad case of Mrs. Baird, who was left 
with nothing but a baby. Baird had been 
a young man of excellent promise and a 
good income, but he had left his widow 
destitute. He had put nothing aside, in- 
tending, doubtless, to begin that later. 
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“Just like me,” thought Harry, as he 
looked at his girl-wife across the table. 

“Isn’t it frightful?” she asked, refer- 
ring to the little tragedy contained in 
the item he had just read to her from the 
morning paper. “Every one thought the 
Bairds were so prosperous, too.” 

“Every one thinks we are prosperous,” 
he commented thoughtfully. 

“Oh, that’s different!’ she exclaimed. 
“You mustn’t talk like that or you'll 
make me gloomy for the whole day! 
Why, it sounds as if you were expecting 
to die!” 

“Not at all,” he replied, “but neither 
was Buird.” 

“Please don’t!” she pleaded. “I won’t 
have another happy minute—until I’ve 
forgotten what you said.” 

He laughed at the ingenuousness of 
this and blew her a kiss across the table; 
but he did not abandon the subject. 

“Baird was a young man,” he per- 
sisted, “but with a little care and fore- 
thought, he could have left things in fair 
shape.” 

“Perhaps we ought to be saving a lit- 
tle,” she admitted in a tone of whimsical 
protest. “Ill help you do it, if you just 
won’t make me blue.” 

“He hadn’t even life insurance,” he re- 
marked, “and neither have I.” 

“Oh, not insurance!” she cried. “TI 
wouldn’t like that at all.” 

“Why not?” he asked. 

“Why—why, think how much you 
could do with the money you’d be paying 
to the old life insurance company !” 

“Wouldn’t it be just the same if you 
were saving it?” he argued. 

“Oh, no; not at all,’? she asserted. 
“Why, you can get moncy that you’re 
saving whenever you want it, but life in- 
surance money is clear out of your 
reach.” 

“A policy has a cash surrender value, ’ 
he explained. “Every cent paid in prem- 
iums adds to its value, if you want to 
give it up.” 
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“But then you lose the insurance,” 
she argued, with feminine inconsistency. 

“Of course,” he admitted, “just as you 
lose your savings when you spend them.” 

“Oh, but you can get at your savings 
casicr,. and it’s easier to start again, if 
you happen to use them,” she insisted. 

“The very reason why life insurance 
is better for us,” he said. “I want to 
make sure of something for you that 
we’re certain not to touch while I live.” 

But she took the unreasonable view of 
insurance that some young women do 
take, and refused to be convinced. 

“If I should die first,’ she said, with 
a little shudder at the very thought of 
death for either of them, “all the money 
you’d paid the company would be 
wasted.” 

“Not necessarily,” he 
“There might be—” 

“Hush!” she interrupted, blushing so 
prettily that he went over and _ kissed 
her. Then he dropped the subject tem- 
porarily, which was the wisest thing he 
could have done. She had the feminine 
objection to paying out money for which 
she got no immediate return, but she 
wanted to please her husband. She was 
capricious, impcrious at times and then 
meekly submissive—a spoiled child who 
surrendered to the emotion of the mo- 
ment, but whose very inconsistencies were 
captivating. So when she decided that 
victory was hers, she also decided to be 
generous: to please him she would make 
a concession. ss 

“T’ve changed my mind about insur- 
ance,” she told him a few days later. As 
a matter of fact, she had changed her 
mind but not her opinions: she was not 
convinced, but she would please him by 
accepting his plan—with a slight modi- 
fication. 

“I knew you would see the wisdom of 
it!’ he exclaimed joyously. 

“How much insurance did you plan to 
get?” she asked, with a pretty assump- 
tion of business ways. 


returned. 
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“Ten thousand dollars,” he replied. 

“Well, we’ll divide it,” she said, “and 
each get five thousand dollars.” 

“You mean that you’ll be insured, 
too?” he asked doubtfully. 

“Of course. Isn’t my life worth as 
much as yours?” 

“More! a thousand times more! he 
cried, “but—but—” 

Her eyes showed her indignation, and 
he stopped. 

“You don’t want me to be insured!” 
she exclaimed hotly. “You don’t think 
I’m worth it!” 

“Why, dearest,” he protested, “you’re 
worth all the insurance of all the people 
in the world, but it isn’t necessary in 
your case. It’s my earning capacity 
that—” 

Unfortunate suggestion! There was 
an inference that she considered uncom- 
plimentary. 

“Haven’t I any earning capacity?” 
she demanded. “Don’t I earn every cent 
I get? Isn’t the home as important as 
the office?” 

“Surely, surely, darling, but—” 

“Doesn’t a good wife earn half of the 
income that she shares?” she persisted. 

“More than half, swectheart.” 

“Don’t say ‘sweetheart’? to me in the 
same breath that you tell me I’m not 
worth being insured!” she cried. “It’s 
positively insulting, and—and—you al- 
ways said you loved me.” 

Her voice broke a little, and he was be- 
side her in an instant. 

“You don’t understand,” he*explained. 
“Insurance has nothing to do with your 
value to me or my value to you, but there 
is a more worldly value—” 

“Oh, you’re of some account in the 
world and I’m not!” she broke in, her in- 
dignation driving back the tears. 

“Isabel, you’re simply priceless 
me!” 

“But, if I hadn’t happened to meet 
you, I suppose I’d be a nonentity!”’ she 
flashed back at him. “I’m just a piece 


to 
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of property that you happen to like, and 
— Why, Harry Beckford, men insure 
property, don’t they?” 

“Of course, but—” 

“And I’m not worth insuring, even as 
property,” she wailed. “Oh, I didn’t 
think you could ever be so cruel, so heart- 
less! You might at least let me think 
I’m worth something.” 

The young husband was in despair. 
He argued, pleaded, explained in vain; 
she could only sce that he put a value 
on his life that he did not put on hers, 
and it hurt her pride. Besides, they 
were partners in everything else, so why 
not in insurance? 

“But I wouldn’t want the insurance on 
your life,” he urged. 

“Do you think I’m any more merce- 
nary than you?” she retorted. “I don’t - 
want the insurance, either; I want you— 
when you’re nice to me.” 

“We'll think it over,” he said wearily. 

“T’ve thought,” she returned, decisive- 
ly. “If it’s such a good thing, I think 
you’re mean not to let me share it with 
you.” Then, with sudden cheerfulness: 
“It would be rather jolly and exciting 
to go together, just as we go to the thea- 
ter and—and—all other amusements.” 

He laughed at her classification of life 
insurance among the pleasures of life, 
and then he kissed her again. Her un- 
reasoning opposition distressed him, but 
resentment was quite out of the question. 
There was momentary exasperation, and 
then a little love-making, to bring the 
smiles back to her face. All else could 
wait. 

It is a noteworthy fact, however, that 
life insurance takes a strong hold on a 
man the moment he really decides that 
he ought to have it, and opposition only 
adds to his determination. He who finds 
that, because of some unsuspected physi- 
cal failing, he can not get it, immediately 
is possessed with a mania for it. So long 
as he considered it within his reach, he 
turned the agents away; now he goes to 
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them and lies and pleads and tries des- 
perately to gain that which he did not 
want until he found he could not get it. 
Thus, in minor degree, the opposition of 
Beckford’s wife served only to impress 
on Beckford’s mind the necessity and ad- 
vantage of some such provision for the 
future. Perhaps the explanation of this 
is that in trying to convince her he had 
convinced himself. At any rate, the sub- 
ject, at first taken up in a desultory way, 
became one of supreme importance to 
him, and he went to see Dave Murray— 
Dave, the jovial friend and business en- 
thusiast. If any one could straighten 
the matter out for him, he was assured 
that Dave could do it. The moment he 
mentioned insurance a friend had said 
to him: “See Dave Murray. There isn’t 
a better fellow or a more upright man in 
the city. The only thing I’ve got against 
him is that he’ll insure a fellow while he 
isn’t looking and then make him think he 
likes it. But if you want insurance, go 
to him.” So Beckford went, and pres- 
ently he found himself telling Murray a 
great deal more than he had intended to 
tell him. 

“The fact is,” he explained, “my wife 
was violently opposed to the idea at 
first.” 

“Not unusual,” said Murray, and 
then he added sententiously, ‘wives 
don’t care for insurance, but widows do.” 

Beckford smiled as he saw the point. 

“It doesn’t do a widow much good to 
care for insurance, if she objected to it 
as a wife,” he suggested. 

“It may,” returned Murray. “It isn’t 
at all necessary that a wife should know 
what’s coming to her when she becomes 
a widow. She may be provided for in 
spite of herself.” 

“That would be rather difficult in my 
case,” said Beckford, “for my wife knows 
just what my salary is, and we plan our 
expenditures together. It’s a pretty 
good salary, but we have been living 
right up to the limit of it, so I can’t pro- 
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vide for premiums without her knowl- 
edge, although I can do it easily with it.”” 

“That complicates matters a little,”’ 
remarked Murray. 

“Besides,”? Beckford added, “we have 
been so frank with each other that I 
would be unhappy with such a life-secret, 
and, if I acted on my own judgment and 
took the policy home to her, she says she 
would tear it up and throw it away.” 

“J knew a woman to do that once,’’ 
said Murray reflectively. ‘Her husband 
insured his life before going on the ex- 
cursion that ended in the Ashtabula dis- 
aster. A few days later her little boy 
came in to ask if anything could be done 
about the policy that she had destroyed.” 

“I don’t think Isabel would really de- 
stroy it,” said the troubled Beckford, 
“but it would distress her very much to 
have me go so contrary to her wishes in 
a matter that we had discussed.” 

“It would distress her very much to be 
left penniless,” remarked Murray. 

“I think,” said Beckford thought- 
fully, “I really think, if I had known 
that she was going to take this view of 
the matter, that I would have insured 
myself first and talked to her about it 
afterward. Then the situation wouldn’t 
be so awkward. But I thought that all 
women favored life insurance.” 

“Not at first,” returned Murray, “but 
usually there comes a change.” 

“When?” asked Beckford, hopefully. 

“When they begin to think of the 
needs and the future and the possible 
hardships of the first baby,” replied 
Murray, whereat Beckford blushed a. lit- 
tle, even as his wife had done a few days 
before, for young people do not consider 
and discuss prospective family problems 
with the same candor that their elders do. 
“Woman, the true woman,” Murray con- 
tinued, “is essentially unselfish; she 
thinks of others. Careless for her own 
future, she plans painstakingly for those 
she loves. The insurance premium that 
is for her own benefit she would rather 
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have to spend now, but you never hear 
her object to the investment of any 
money that is to benefit her husband or 
children, even when she has to make sac- 
rifices to permit it.” 

“But that doesn’t help me,” com- 
plained Beckford. ‘I don’t want any in- 
strance on her life; I don’t need it, and 
there is no reason to think that I ever 
will need it. It’s for her that I am plan- 
ning, but she won’t listen to anything 
but this dual arrangement.” 

“I quite understand the situation,” re- 
turned Murray. ‘What insurance you 
are able to take out must be to protect 
her.” 

“Precisely; and I never knew before 
that a woman could be so unreasoningly 
wilful in opposition to her own inter- 
ests.” 

“My dear sir,” said Murray, with 
some feeling, “you have a great deal to 
learn about women. I have more thaa 
twenty thousand dollars in commissions 
that I have lost, after convincing the men 
interested, charged up to them. But if 
I can help you to provide for this one 
perverse sample of femininity, in spite 
of herself, I shall feel that I have taken 
a Christian revenge on the whole sex.” 
Beckford rather objected to this refer- 
ence to his wife, but there was nothing of 
disrespect in the tone, and somehow the 
quaintness of the sentiment made him 
smile. ‘I wonder,” Murray went on, “if 
we could refuse the risk without fright- 
ening her.” 

“I’m afraid not,” returned Beckford, 
“but,” and an inspiration lighted his 
face, “couldn’t you put in some restric- 
tions that would frighten her away?” 

Murray leaned back in his chair and 
gave the matter thoughtful considera- 
tion. Somehow he had become unusually 
interested in this young man’s effort to 
do a wise and generous thing for his wife 
in the face of her opposition. If the man 
had been seeking to gain some benefit for 
himself, Murray would not have listened 
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to even a suggestion of deceit. But the 
aim was entirely unselfish, and Beckford 
had brought a letter of introduction that 
left no doubt as to his responsibility and 
integrity. Then, too, the situation was 
amusing. Here were two business men 
plotting—what? Why, the welfare of 
their opponent, and that only. 

“So many women have beaten me,” 
said Murray at last, “that I would really 
like to beat one of them, especially when 
it’s for her own good. Bring your wife 
up here, and I'l] sce what I can do.” 

But here again feminine capricious- 
ness was exemplified. Having apparent- 
ly won her point, Isabel Beckford began 
to wish she had lost it. 

“I’m afraid,” she said. “Suppose I 
should find that something frightful was 
the matter with me. Those insurance 
doctors are awfully particular, and—and 
—T’d rather not know it, if I’m going to 
die very soon.” 

“Oh, very well,” acquiesced her hus- 
band. “We'll go back to my original 
plan and put the whole ten thousand dol- 
lars on my life.” 

“No, no, no!” she protested. “It 
would be even worse, if I learned that 
there was anything wrong with you. I 
couldn’t bear it, Harry; I couldn’t, real- 
ly! There wouldn’t be anything left in 
life for me. Let’s not go at all.” 

“That’s foolish, Isabel,” he argued. 
“Tm all right, and the very fact that I 
am accepted as a good risk will remove 
every doubt.” 

“That’s so,” she admitted. 
sure, then, won’t we?” 

“Of course.” 

“Then we'll both go,” she announced, 
with a sudden reversal of judgment. “I 
hadn’t thought of it that way, but I’ll 
feel a lot better and stronger when I’m 
insured, because the companies are 80 
particular, and it will be comforting to 
know that you are all right. It’s worth 
something to find that out, isn’t it? And 
sometimes a family physician won’t tell 
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you the truth, because it won’t do any 
good and he doesn’t want to frighten 
you. We'll go right away.” 

“Hardly this evening,’ he answered, 
smiling, although he was sorely troubled. 
“We'll go to-morrow afternoon.” 

“But it’s so long to wait,” she pouted. 

He regretted the delay quite as much 
as she did, for his experience up to date 
led him to think that there might be an- 
other change. First she had refused to 
consider the matter at all; then she had 
insisted that they should go together; 
after that she had backed out; next she 
had demanded that he should give up 
the idea, also; and now she was again de- 
termined that it should be a joint affair. 

“No man,” he muttered, as he dropped 
off to sleep, “knows anything about a 
woman until he marries, and then he only 
learns enough to know that he knows 
nothing at all.” 

Then he mentally apologized to his 
wife for even this mild criticism, and 
dreamed that, through some complica- 
tion, he had to insure the cook and the 
janitor and the grocer’s boy before he 
could take out a policy on his own life, 
and that, when he had attended to the 
rest, he had no money left for his own 
premiums, so he made all the other poli- 
cies in favor of his wife and hoped to 
thunder that the cook and the janitor 
and the grocer’s boy would die before he 
did. 

However, she was still of the same 
mind the next day, so they went to see 
Murray. 

“Of course,” she said, as they were on 
the way, “if this thing wrecks our happi- 
ness by showing that the grave is yawn- 
ing for either of us, it will be all your 
fault.” 

That made him feel real nice and com- 
fortable—so nice and comfortable that 
he heartily wished he never had men- 
tioned life insurance. Still, he cheered 
up a little when Murray took charge of 
matters in a masterly, confident way. 
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“I understand, Mrs. Beckford,” said 
Murray, “that both you and your hus- 
band wish to have your lives insured.” 

“Yes,” she replied, “and for some rea- 
son he has selfishly wanted to put all the 
insurance we can afford on his own life.” 

“So he has told me.” 

“What right had he to discuss family 
matters with you?” she demanded with 
asperity. 

Thus Murray was jarred out of his air 
of easy confidence the first thing. 

“‘Why—why, he didn’t exactly tell 
me,” he explained, “but my experience 
enabled me to surmise as much. Most 
men are like that.” 

“I never thought Harry would be,” 
she said, looking at him reproachfully. 
“But it’s all right now,” she added. 

“Yes, it’s all right now,” repeated 
Murray. He had intended to argue first 
the advisability of accepting her hus- 
band’s plan, but he deemed it unwise. He 
had suddenly lost faith in his powers of 
persuasion, so he resorted to guile. “Of 
course, you understand that life insur- 
ance is hedged about by many annoying 
restrictions,” he went on. 

“J didn’t know it,”? she returned. 

“Oh, yes,” he said glibly, with a wink 
at Beckford. ‘Do you use gasoline at 
all?” 

“Why, I have used it occasionally ta 
take a spot out of a gown,” she admitted. 

“Barred!” asserted Murray. 

“T can’t do even the least little mite of 
cleaning with gasoline!’ she exclaimed 
in dismay. 

“None at all! It’s dangerous! Might 
just as well fool with nitroglycerine. 
People who handle it at all become care- 
less.” 

There were indications of a rising tern- 
per. That a mean, old insurance com- 
pany should have the audacity to tell her 
what she could, or could not, do was an 
outrage! 

“And you can’t use street-cars,” added 
Murray. 
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“Can’t use street-cars!” she cried. 
“What will Harry do?” 

“Oh, that rule doesn’t apply to men,” 
returned Murray calmly, “for men don’t 
get off the cars backward and all that 
sort of thing. Street-cars are considered, 
in our business, a danger only for wo- 
men.” 

“Well, it’s a hateful, insulting, unfair 
business !” she cried, rising. “I wouldn’t 
let such a contemptible lot of people in- 
sure me for anything in the world.” 

“But please don’t blame me,” urged 
Murray insinuatingly. “I want to do 
the best I can for you.” 

“Oh, I don’t blame you,” she returned 
magnanimously. 

“T admit that it sounds unfair,” Mur- 
ray persisted, “but there was a time when 
we wouldn’t take risks on women at all, 
so, even with the restrictions, it’s quite a 
concession.” 

“Oh, very likely, very likely,” she ad- 
mitted, “but I have too much pride to 
accept any such humiliating conditions. 
Harry can do as he pleases,” with dig- 
nity, “but nothing could induce me to he 
insured now. I’m going home.” 

Harry took her to a cab, and then re- 
turned to Murray’s office. 

“Well, it’s settled,” said Murray, with 
a sigh of relief. 

“Yes, it’s settled,” returned Beckford, 
“but I don’t feel just comfortable about 
it.” 

“She sort of bowled me over the first 
thing,” commented Murray. “I haven’t 
quite recovered yet. But it’s her welfare 
that we’re considering. Better put in 
your application and take the examina- 
tion before there are any more complica- 
tions.” 

“Perhaps that’s wise,” admitted Beck- 
ford gloomily, for he was not at all at 
ease about the matter. She had said he 
could do as he pleased, but there had been 
something in her tone that was disquiet- 
ing; she might think there was disloyalty 
in his patronage of a company that had 


FLOWER 651 
so offended her. And this was the first 
cloud that had appeared in the matri- 
monial sky; in all else there had been 
mutual concession and perfect agreec- 
ment, 

He was thinking of this when he went 
home—and found her in tears. 

“IT know what’s the matter,” she 
wailed. “I didn’t think of it at first, but 
I did afterward, and I’ve been crying 
ever since. I have heart trouble; that’s 
why he didn’t want to give me a policy.” 

“Nonsense!” he protested. 

“Oh, I know it; I know it!” she cried. 
“He didn’t want to tell me, so he put in 
all that about street-cars and gasoline. 
But it’s heart trouble or consumption! 
Those insurance men are so quick to see 
things that no one else notices. Why, I 
could see that he was worried the very 
first thing!” 

Beckford got on his knees beside the 
bed on which she was lying and tried to 
comfort her, but she was inconsolable. 
He insisted that she was the strongest 
and healthiest woman of her size in the 
world; that he knew it; that Murray 
himself had commented on it later; that 
the company physician, who happened to 
be in the outer office as they passed 
through, had spoken of it; that even the 
clerks were impressed; but he failed to 
shake her conviction that she had some 
fatal, and hitherto unsuspected, malady. 
Finally, assuring her that he would have 
that matter settled in thirty minutes, he 
rushed to the nearest cabstand and gave 
the driver double fare to run his horse all 
the way to Murray’s house. 

Murray was just sitting down to din- 
ner, but Beckford insisted that he should 
return with him immcdiately. 

“You’ve got to straighten this matter 
out!” he told him excitedly. ‘‘You’ve 
got to give her all the insurance she 
wants without any restrictions!. Make it 
fifty thousand dollars if she wants it! 
I'll pay the premiums, if we have to 
starve!” 
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“But I can’t give her a policy to- 
night!” protested Murray. 

“You can tell her about it to-night, 
can’t you?” demanded Beckford. “And 
you can take her application to-night, 
can’t you? Why, man! she has con- 
vinced herself that she’s going to die in 
a week! We can settle the details later, 
but we’ve got to do something to-night.” 

“Oh, well, I’ll come immediately after 
dinner,” said Murray. 

“You come now!” cried Beckford. “If 
you talk dinner to me, I'll brain you! In- 
surance has made a wreck of me already.” 

“T haven’t been getting much joy out 
of this particular case myself,” grumbled 
Murray, but he went along. 

The moment he reached home, Beck- 
ford rushed to his wife’s room. 

“Tt’s all a mistake!’ he exclaimed joy- 
fully. ““You—you mustn’t cry any more, 
dearest, for it’s all right now. Mr. Mur- 
ray didn’t understand at first—thought 
you were one of these capricious, care- 
less, thoughtless women that do all sorts 
of absurd and foolish things on impulse 
—but he knows better now. There aren’t 
any more restrictions for you than for 
me, and he’s waiting in the parlor to take 
your application for all the insurance 
you want.” 

“Really?” she asked, as the sobs began 
to subside. 

“Really.” 

“And there isn’t anything the matter 
with me?” 

“Of course not, sweetheart.” 

“Well,” she said, after a pause, “I 
can’t see him now, because my eyes are 
all red, but I wish he’d write that out for 
me. I’d feel so much more comfortable.” 
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“Indeed he will,” asserted Beckford, 
“and we can fill out the application in 
here, and I’]] take it back to him.” 

Hopefully and happily the young 
husband returned to Murray and told 
him what was wanted. Murray sighed 
dismally. He had missed his dinner for 
a woman’s whim, and the woman was 
merely humiliating him. Still, he felt in 
a measure tfesponsible for the trouble; he 
ought never to have resorted to duplic- 
ity, even for so laudable a purpose. So 
he wrote the following: “Investigation 
has convinced me that the restrictions 
mentioned this afternoon are unnecessary 
in your case, and I shall be glad to have 
your application for insurance on the 
same terms as your husband’s.” 

Mrs. Beckford read this over care- 
fully. Then she read the application 
blank with equal care. After that she 
wrote at the bottom of the note: ‘In- 
surance has almost given me nervous 
prostration now, and I don’t want to have 
anything more to do with it. If Harry 
can stand the strain, let him have it all.” 

“Give him that, Harry,” she said, 
“and get rid of him as soon as possible, 
for I want you to come back and comfort 
me. I’m completely upset.” 

Murray lit a cigar when he reached 
the strect, and puffed at it meditatively 
as he walked in the direction of the near- 
est street-car line. 

“‘What’s the matter with nervous pros- 
tration for me?” he muttered. “One 
more effort to defeat a woman who is 
fighting against her own interests will 
make me an impossible risk in any com- 
pany; two more will land me in a sani- 
tarium.” 
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THE GREAT HEMP DEAL 
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Seymour Hutton, the war corre- 
spondent of a big American daily, 
was to catch the twelve-thirty launch at 
the dock of the Captain of the Port. It 
was his last chance to join the military 
expedition scheduled to sail at one o’clock. 
When his carommatta clattered out on 
the broad Plaza Calderon he turned an 
anxious eye to the clock in the Binondo 
Church and saw that he was twenty min- 
utes ahead of his calculations. 

If Hutton had not looked up at that 
clock he never would have become a Napo- 
leon of Hemp. He did look up, however, 
and that made all the difference in the 
world. 

When he found that he had twenty 
minutes to spare, he poked his cochero 
and pointed off to where a narrow street 
led from the Plaza. 

“Pronto, hombre, to Sefior McAn- 
drews,” he said, briefly. Hutton spoke 
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Spanish briefly at all times. If he had 
tried to do otherwise he should have re- 
peated himself, for he knew only a few 
eloquent and vital words, and “pronto” 
was one of them. It meant “hurry,” and 
if spoken with sufficient emphasis, it meant 
“hurry” with a large “H.” 

“T’ll just have time to see McAn- 
drews, and get some pointers about these 
Southern ports. He knows the islands 
from end to end, and if he can’t tell me, 
no man can. What’s the use of knowing 
these merchant princes if you can’t use 
them now and then?” 

While Mr. Hutton was reflecting, Mr. 
McAndrews, head of the great importing 
and exporting firm of McAndrews & 
Company, was preparing for his noonday 
siesta. He was leaning over his desk in 
his private office and his eyes were droop- 
ing heavily. A punkali was swishing 
lazily above his desk and he knew by in- 
stinct that the time had come for the rest 
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that he had taken every day at this hour 
during twenty-five years of life in the 
tropics. A few minutes before he had 
heard the big bell in the Binondo Church 
strike twelve and immediately afterward 
he had heard the busy drone in the ad- 
joining counting-room die away to si- 
lence; and then a few minutes later he 
had heard the roar of traffic in the Plaza 
Calderon grow fainter and fainter, until 
only an occasional carommatta clattered 
over its blazing cobblestones. The city 
was “knocking off” for its midday rest. 

He was aroused by a sudden rattle of 
wheels in the street below and he became 
mildly interested when the vehicle stopped 
with a jerk at his door and flying foot- 
steps echoed in the court and then on the 
stairs that led up from it. 

“One of those Americans,” he thought. 
“No one else would be crazy enough to 
rush about that way in the middle of the 
day.” 

An instant later Mr. Seymour Hutton 
swooped in upon him. He had _ not 
stopped to be announced, but unceremoni- 
ously had rushed through the counting- 
room and had pushed open the flapping 
screen-doors that led into Mr. McAn- 
drews’ private office. 

“Well, well, Hutton, 
hurry?” 

“I can’t stop a minute, Mr. McAn- 
drews. I’ve dropped in for some infor- 
mation and you’re the only man that can 
give it. In the first place, I’m going on 
that expedition that leaves to-day.” 

“TI hadn’t heard,” said McAndrews, 
with a mild show of interest. 

“Of course not; it’s a secret expedi- 
tion. We sail at one o’clock—two cruis- 
ers, a battery of artillery, a fleet of trans- 
ports and four weeks’ supplics—lots of 
fighting expected, and nobody’s supposed 
to know where we’re bound for.” 

“Well?” 

“Now, I’ve had a ‘bamboo’ tip that 
we’re going down to open up those South- 
ern ports.” 
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A clerk who had paused near the 
screen-doors looked up sharply as he 
caught these words and then, fumbling 
with some books, listened with eager ears. 

‘What ports?” mechanically asked Mc- 
Andrews. “You don’t mean—?” 

“That’s right—the hemp ports. And 
I wanted to—” ; 

“Great Scott—the hemp ports at last !”’ 
exclaimed the merchant, sitting bolt up- 
right. 

“Why, what’s the matter?” 

McAndrews was tapping a pencil ner- 
vcusly on the table. 

“The hemp ports at last.” He spoke 
slowly, half to himself, but his mind was 
on fire. ‘When does the expedition 
leave?” he asked, hoarsely. 

“At one—it’s supposed to.” 

The clerk softly left the screen-doors 
and disappeared downstairs. Five min- 
utes later he was excitedly whispering 
something in the ear of a great English 
merchant whose hemp offices were nearby. 

“Too bad, too bad, it’s too late-to send 
a man,” muttered McAndrews. Then his 
face lightened and he leaned forward and 
said in a low tone: “Hutton, why don’t 
you buy some hemp down there?” 

“Buy hemp! Great guns, I couldn’t 
buy enough hemp to make a clothes-line. 
And what in the world do I want with © 
hemp?” 

“Listen. Ill give you all the money 
you want. Don’t you see? There’s a 
world famine in hemp since the hemp 
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man, hemp has been going up until it’s 
almost worth its weight in silver, but the 
people in the blockaded ports don’t know 
it. They haven’t had any news from the 
outside world in four months. Hemp is 
now worth three times as much as it was 
before the blockade, and yet the store- 
houses in the hemp ports are full. The 
people down there need money. You’ll be 
the first buyer on the spot when the ports 
are opened. Don’t you see? You can 
give twice what they’ve ever received and 
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still make money. It’s the chance of a 
lifetime.” 

Hutton’s face underwent a series of 
sharp changes. He glanced nervously at 
the clock. 

**Two firms here in this city,” Mc:An- 
drews went on, hastily, “have contracted 
to deliver two hundred and fifty thousand 
bales of hemp in Liverpool in May. They 
haven’t got it! They can’t get it! You 
can buy all the visible supply—and— 
Lord, how we can make ’em sweat!” 

He rose, looked anxiously at the clock 
and then sat down, breathing fast. He 
leaned forward. 

“You can make a fortune if you want 
to—half a million if you’re lucky. Hemp 
has been as low as eight dollars Mexican 
a ‘picul,’ or sixteen dollars a bale, before 
the blockade. The ports have been closed 
for months, and you’ll be the first buyer. 
The supply in Europe and America is 
cornered by a syndicate, and the farmers 
and cordage people are howling for re- 
lief. Now, I'll give you carte blanche to 
buy as much as you can, with authority 
to sign contracts and checks in my name. 
You can pay as high as twenty-three dol- 
lars fifty cents a ‘picul’ and be safe—no 
higher, though, understand,—but I know 
you can get thousands at fourteen dollars 
and sixteen dollars. Vl make a blank 
contract, and all you’ll have to do is to 
locate the hemp, buy it at the lowest fig- 
ure possible, and have the seller sign the 
contract. We'll divide the profits half 
and half. What do you say?” 

“How much can you stand?” Hutton 
asked. He could think of nothing better 
to say, for his mind was on the clock. 

“You may sign my checks up to a mil- 
lion dollars. Only remember the maxi- 
mum price—twenty-three dollars fifty 
cents, and don’t go above that.” 

Hutton was overwhelmed. 

“Why not?” he thought. “Everything 
to gain and nothing to lose. Tl just 
chance it, anyway.” And then he said: 

“Well, I’ll make a try at it—but re- 
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member, I don’t know a blamed thing 
about buying hemp.” He started violent- 
ly as he glanced at the clock. ‘For heav- 
en’s sake, hurry up with the blank checks 
and contracts and three or four letters of 
introduction to some of the principal 
hemp people down there—somcthing to 
show that I have authority to sign con- 
tracts in your name.” 

Ten minutes later Hutton’s carom- 
matta dashed up the narrow street, and 
not one of the great traders in the build- 
ings along the way dreamed that there 
was passing a future Napoleon of Hemp. 

The fleet sailed at one o’clock. And 
scarcely had the black smoke begun to 
curl over the wakes of the vessels when an 
English merchant in the city, away across 
the shining waters of the bay, drove furi- 
ously up to the cable station to send a 
cablegram. It was addressed to his agent 
in one of the big open shipping ports of 
the South. 

“Thompson, care Welles, Sheldon Co., 
prepare Mactan take fifty thousand cash, 
proceed direct Pagloban, wait till expedi- 
tion opens port, land instantly, buy all 
hemp possible, part payment cash, expe- 
dition started to-day to open hemp ports; 
you be first buyer present, great oppor- 
tunities—S. B.” 

And then, with a gleeful heart, the 
English merchant leisurely drove away. 

The expedition was an imposing one. 
Black plumes of smoke curled from a 
dozen funnels. At night there was sing- 
ing and band playing, and the lights of 
the vessels resembled constellations of 
stars moving in stately columns across the 
restless bosom of the China Sea. There 
was jubilation in the hearts of all, for 
many a gallant “rooky” had before him 
the prospect of his first fight—and was 
happy. There also was an ominous oiling 
of Krag rifles and Colt revolvers. 

Hutton sat by the rail with his feet 
cocked up and his eyes fixed dreamily far 
off beyond the horizon. Going to war 
was an old story with him, for he had 
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“hiked” to battle and scrap and skirmish 
over many a rice-field where the bamboo 
groves, silent to oppressiveness one min- 
ute, were echoing the next with the rattle 
of a thousand Mausers. But this thing 
of being a financicr, a “‘captain of indus- 
try,” was new, and he reflected rosily. 

“Say, I get fifty thousand ‘piculs’ at six- 
teen dollars,” he thought. “If we sell at 
twenty-four dollars, there is a profit of eight 
dollars a ‘picul’—four hundred thousand 
dollars. Half of that is two hundred thou- 
sand dollars. Or, suppose I pay more,— 
even at twenty dollars, I could make one 
hundred thousand dollars.” 

At dawn on the third day the fleet 
reached the first of the hemp ports. Hun- 
dreds of soldiers were piled into lifeboats 
and towed ashore by the ships’ launches. 
In one of the first boats to land was Hut- 
ton, carrying a camera and a mystcrious 
roll of papers. And when the soldiers, 
with rifles in readiness, rushed along the 
rickety piers, Hutton was at their heels. 

There was no fight, for the garrison 
had fled before the invaders landcd. 

In half an hour the town was full of 
“amigos” and Spanish merchants who ap- 
peared as if by magic from stone cellars 
and from behind stone walls and from the 
neighboring jungle of palm trees. 

Early in the forenoon Hutton disap- 
peared, but from time to time he was seen 
talking earnestly with various swarthy 
Spaniards, who seemed much mystified. 

That night on shipboard Hutton made 
a confession to Barton, the representative 
of the Consolidated Press. 

“Barton,” he said, and he looked about 
him to see that others might not overhcar 
him, “Barton, I’m trying to buy some 
hemp on the side down here. That’s what 
I was dickering on when you saw me talk- 
ing to those Spaniards to-day. I have 
authority from a big merchant to buy— 
any amount—clear up to a million dol- 
lars,” he added impressively. Barton 
stared. “But, confound it, I can’t speak 
Spanish well enough to make _ these 
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darned idiots understand what I want. 
They don’t know whether I want to buy 
hemp or ‘huevos.’ Now, say, old man, you 
speak it perfectly, and you’ve simply got 
to help me out. It’s a great chance, and 
you’ll come in on the plunder. What do 
you say?” 

Barton was not long in deciding. The 
dazzling prospect’ of the venture, or 
rather adventure, appealed to him with 
force. And, furthermore, the impressive 
mention of one million dollars was power- 
ful enough to reach out and fairly yank 
him into the hemp business. He was will- 
ing to be a tradesman. 

The taking of the second hemp port 
was a great event. For a time there was 
a deadly short-range ducl between the 
transports and the huge earthworks on 
the shore. Several hundred soldiers land- 
ed far down the beach and enfiladcd, 
while the cruisers opened up with shrap- 
nel. Thirty or forty insurgents were 
trapped in a stone warehouse, partly sur- 
rounded, and as they fled across the open 
plaza, through which lay their only way 
of escape, they were shot down, one by 
one, as marksmen shoot clay pigeons as 
they fly from traps. The plaza was thun- 
dering with bursting shells and the old 
stone warehouses were echoing back and 
forth the angry clatter of rifle shots. 
Dozens of insurgents lay twisted and 
torn by Krag and shrapnel, while two 
great hemp “go-downs” were roaring 
from the fire caused by exploding shells. 

Out of the white blanket of smoke that 
rested on the water a boatload of soldiers 
left a transport and crept painfully to‘ 
ward the shore through the spatter of 
Mauser bullets. As the boat grounded in 
shallow water a figure leaped out; 
splashed ashore, then raced up to the 
plaza and looked hastily about. It was 
Hutton with his roll of hemp contracts. 

He joined the skirmish line that 
charged across the plaza, jumped 4 
trench and paused before a wounded in- 
surgent. 
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“Say, hombre, where does Don Rod- 
riguez, the hemp merchant, live?” He 
showed a letter of introduction on which 
was written “Sr. Don Rodriguez, Mcr- 
cante de Abaca.” 

“Alli,” groaned the Filipino, pointing, 
and an instant later Hutton was flying 
down the street toward a prosperous-look- 
ing dwelling-house. Bullets were whip- 
ping up the dust and clipping the banana 
leaves at his sides. Twice were shots fired 
pointblank at him from the shacks at the 
roadside. 

“This must be the place,” he said, and 
he pounded the brass door-knocker vigor- 
ously. A nipa hut nearby was roaring in 
flames and the bursting bamboo was pop- 
ping loudly. From all sides came the 
sound of rifle and revolver shots, but as 
the minutes passed the firing slackened 
and seemed to recede. 

Hutton’s efforts to find Sefior Rodri- 
guez were in vain, for the Sefior had de- 
parted to his country seat to wait until 
the shooting was over. The whole town 
was deserted, and the streets lay empty 
under the broiling sun. 

At dawn a ghostly procession of ships 
crept out of the harbor and sailed for the 
South. 

Conditions were unpropitious for calm 
business transactions for the next few 
days. As soon as the fleet reached a port 
the natives and merchants fled for their 
lives. Even by landing with the first boat’s 
crew, and racing madly into town, Hut- 
ton was unable to arrest the swifter prog- 
ress of the hemp merchants. 
twelve-pounder shells overtook some of 
them, but it was past human speed to do 
it. And, what was worse, the merchants 
ran so far in one day that they could not 
return in a week’s hard walking. So com- 
merce languished and Hutton’s dreams of 
opulence were tinged with disappoint- 
ment. 

Even in the face of such discouraging 
conditions, it must not be inferred that 
the firm of Hutton & Barton despaired of 
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success or that they relaxed in their ef- 
forts. On the contrary, they redoubled 
their attempts to transact business. They 
became desperate, for the chances were 
growing slimmer and slimmer. Of the 
three remaining ports two proved hope- 
lessly impossible for peaceful commercial 
transactions. 

As Hutton put it, “There’s lots of 
hemp here, but how can we get men to 
talk business when the town’s burning up 
and the air is full of shells?” 

Everything now depended upon the 
one last port that remained to be occu- 
pied. Fortunately it was a very impor- 
tant onc—in a hemp sense—and the two 
Napoleons prepared for some valiant 
work with the local merchants. 

The expedition arrived at daybreak. A 
little white steamer flying a British flag 
lay anchored a short distance from the 
shore. Her nameplate, clear in the sun- 
light, read “Mactan.” On the beach, 
through the mists of early morning, were 
seen dimly the figures of many people 
walking up and down the waterfront. 
Two or three earthworks paralleled the 
shore, and with glasses, a number of men 
in insurgents uniforms were  distin- 
guished. From many of the finer build- 
ings fluttered Chinese and British flags 
as indications of the neutrality of the oc- 
cupants, while from the windows of one 
pretentious building a number of China- 
men looked with evident confidence that 
their flag could insure them safety. 

Hutton was studying the shore with a 
critical eye. 

“That looks like a hemp warehouse,” 
he thought; ‘and so do those two. By 
jingo, there’s hemp here, all right!” 

Soldiers with their  service-gear 
strapped on were restlessly waiting near 
the sea-ladders for something to happen. 
Officers were hurrying back and forth as 
they inspected the troopers. There was 
little talking and no noise save the con- 
stant shuffling of feet and the clatter of 
accoutrements. 
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Barton was talking with Lieutenant 
Hare up forward. Presently he came 
back to where Hutton was standing with 
his glasses glued on the hemp ware- 
houses. 

“I’m afraid we’re up against it, old 
man,” he said. “You sce that little 
‘hooker’ over there? Well, there’s the 
man we’ll have to look out for.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“He’s a hemp merchant up from Cebu 
with a barrel of cash. Hare sent a boat 
over there a little while ago, and the 
Englishman on board said he had just 
come up from Cebu to buy hemp as soon 
as the port was opened. He represents 
Welles, Sheldon & Company, and he has 
lots of ready money, so Hare says.” 

“Oh, ho,” said Hutton. “Well, as they 
say in the melodrama, ‘we'll just block 
his little game’.” 

“Then, we'll have to get ashore first, 
for if he lands with all that money I can 
see what happens to us.” 

“Well, by the great Lord Harry, he’ll 
not land first—not if I have to swim 
ashore before the town is taken. Not by 
a thundering sight! I can see ourselves 
being outmaneuvered by a Britisher with 
a few ‘dobey’ dollars, and a ‘ballyhoo’ of 
a coaster.” 

“Then we must get in the first boat,” 
said Barton emphatically. 

“Say, Bart, those ‘Chinos’ over there 
have hemp—lI’m sure of it. And we must 
round ’em up the minute we get ashore.” 

At the expiration of an hour the land- 
ing boats in tow of the launches started 
for shore, and immediately all signs of 
life in the town disappeared. This indi- 
cated resistance—trenches for comba- 
tants, typhoon cellars for non-combatants 
and the “boskics” for those who had 
neither rifle nor typhoon cellar. 

The shore was oppressively silent as 
the landing party drew nearcr and nearer 
the picr. In one of the foremost boats 
Hutton and Barton looked inquiringly at 
the apparently deserted buildings, while 
the soldiers clutched their Krags more 
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firmly in preparation for the expected 
volley. 

Three hundred yards—two hundred— 
a hundred and fifty, and still that omi- 
nous silence. 

“See, the Englishman hasn’t started 
yet,” whispered Barton. 

“Good. Now, just as soon as we strike 
the beach, we’ll make straight for that 
‘Chino’s’ house over—” 

Boom! Crash! A tumbling | shell 
screamed angrily over their heads and 
struck the water a few hundred yards be- 
hind them. 

“Hurry up there, you men. Point 
blank,” yelled an officer in the first boat. 
“Fire !” 

A volley followed and an instant later 
a shrapnel shell from one of the cruisers 
burst with a splitting crash over one of 
the earthworks. 

“There goes the Colt’s automatic,” 
cricd Barton as the never-to-be-forgotten 
clack, clack, clack of the machine-gun 
joined the chorus. 

The first boat landed at the pier, but 
the succeeding one pushed farther in and 
beached on the shelving sand. There was 
a mad charge through the streets; vol- 
leys were sweeping the exposed places, 
and from the bamboo groves came the 
pop of scores of Mausers. 

“You try that door and I'll try this 
one,” a voice was heard to yell above the 
din. “If you can’t get in, try that next 
house—the one with the British flag.” 

The first door, however, swung open 
as Hutton pressed against it, and an in- 
stant later he and Barton were beaming 
affably upon a throng of terrified Chinese 
merchants who were seeking protection 
from the bullets, in the first stone story 
of the building. 

In the half-darkened interior were 
thousands of bales of hemp piled high 
on either side! 

“Here’s our chance, Barton,” cried 
Hutton, joyously, as his eyes swept the 
mountains of clean, dry hemp. 

A Chinaman dressed with scrupulous 
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care in rich silks nervously led them up- 
stairs to a great room with polished floors 
and splendid furniture. Several other 
Chinamen, talking excitedly, followed 
them with astonishment and curiosity ex- 
pressed on their faces. 

The windows were thrown open and a 
flood of light illuminated the room. 

“This is Sefior Hutton, the great hemp 
merchant,” began Barton, in Spanish, as 
he introduced Hutton to the Chinaman, 
who was unable to speak English. The 
correspondent made a desperate effort to 
look like a great merchant. His trousers 
were wet and bedraggled, several days’ 
beard was on his face, while the battered 
camera-case swung from his shoulder. 
The Chinaman looked at him with interest 
but not awe. “He wishes to speak with 
you in private,” continued Barton. 

The three men entered a small room 
and each, bowing with profuse Spanish 
politeness, settled down in chairs at the 
side of a small table. The bay lay 
stretched out before them. 

“Now, Barton,” said Hutton, “tell him 
that I am here to buy his hemp if he has 
any to sell, and that I am prepared to 
give him the very best price for it. Put 
it on strong. Give him a letter of intro- 
duction as a starter.” 

The Chinaman listened to Barton’s in- 
terpretation with profound interest and 
read the letter, punctuating it with many 
“Ahs” of recognition and pleasure. 

“Ah, you represent Sefior McAndrews 
of Manila? I know him well. He is a 
great merchant,—also.” 

The “also” sounded suspiciously like 
an afterthought. 

“TI see that you have some hemp here,” 
said Barton. “Is it contracted for—no? 
How much have you?” 

“T have ten thousand ‘piculs,’ Sefior, 
in the storehouse below.” - 

“Well,” after a few words with Hut- 
ton; “Sefior Hutton wishes to buy it. He 
will give you a good price for it.” 

“What will he give, Sefior?” 
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“Well,” said Hutton, very thought- 
fully, with a pretense at looking over 
some imaginary contracts in his hands, “if 
it is very good hemp I might be able to 
go as high as sixteen dollars a ‘picul.’ 
But it must be extra good. That’s a high 
figure, you know.” 

“Oh, Senior, no—no; I can not think of 
it,” cried the Chinaman after hearing the 
interpretation. 

“What? not scll at sixteen dollars? 
Why, what do you expect?” And then 
to Barton, in English: “Do you suppose 
this slant-cyed celestial has heard what 
hemp is worth?” 

“He seems to be ‘on,’ surely. Try him 
at seventeen dollars and sce how he takes 
it.” 

“Well, to be fair, Sefor,—let’s see; 
what is your name, Sefior?” 

“Artega—Seior.” 

“Yes, Scfor Artega,—that’s a good 
Chinese name, isn’t it, Barton? You 
necdn’t translate that, though. Tell him 
that I'll give him seventeen dollars, but 
that such a high figure cuts down my 
profit considerably.” 

“It’s not enough, Sefior. Hemp is very 
high,” solemnly said Artega. 

Hutton and Barton leaned close to 
each other and pretended to discuss the 
Chinaman’s last words. 

“Is he ‘on’ or is he just sparring for 
better terms? We must pretend to be 
firm.” 

“Sefior,” said Barton, as if imparting 
a great scerct, “hemp has recently been 
pretty high, but the opening of all the 
hemp ports has thrown such a quantity 
on the market that prices have gone down. 
We wish to be fair, but we shall expect 
you to be fair, too. Sefior Hutton is now 
offering more that he has offered anyone 
else—more than you have ever received 
for your hemp before. What better terms 
can you expect ?” : 

“TI have heard, Sefior,” said Artega, 
watching them through half-closed eyes, 
“that hemp is now worth much more than 
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you offer. A friend has told that he can 
sell for twenty-two dollars a ‘picul.’ ” 

“Ha, ha,” laughed Hutton, leaning 
back. “He has been deceiving you, surely. 
Ah, Sefior, we can’t do any business with 
you. We can get shiploads of the best 
kind for eighteen dollars, and even less.” 

“Let’s try him at nineteen,” whispered 
Barton. 

“No, not yct, old man; we mustn’t be 
too eager. Let’s leave him to think over 
it and bye and bye we’ll drift back and 
tackle him again.” 

They laughed good-naturedly and 
gathered up the contracts and prepared 
to go. Sefior Artega made no effort to re- 
strain them. 

‘“‘He’s standing pat, isn’t he?” mur- 
mured Barton. “He doesn’t act like a fel- 
low who’s losing a good thing.” 

They shook hands in preparation for 
departure. Barton scratched a match to 
light a cigarette and his eyes wandered 
casually out toward the placid harbor. 

“Great Scott, Hutton,” he whispered ; 
“the Englishman is warping in toward 
the pier.” 

“What id 

“Don’t show any excitement, but that’s 
what he’s doing.” Barton’s voice quiv- 
ered, but he tried to speak as if he were 
merely commenting on the weather. 

“Well, if he sees this Chinaman it’s all 
off with us. We must not leave this room 
until we have that hemp. That English- 
man has cash and may offer the top-notch 
figure—possibly twenty-four dollars. We 
must get busy.” 

So he looked at his watch, yawned 
slightly, and then appeared to be deeply 
interested in a picture that hung nearby. 
Sefior Artega deferentially watched them. 

“Where is he now, Barton?” and Bar- 
ton handed him a cigar as if in answer to 
a request. 

“About a hundred yards from the pier. 
He’s on the bridge, and he is looking over 
toward this house now. This is the man 
he’s after.” 
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“Well, back to the bargain-counter, 
then. Tell the ‘Chino’ that we want to 
close a contract to-day. Try him at nine- 
teen dollars and tell him that is the very 
last figure.” And as if to illustrate the 
finality of his remark, he adjusted his hat 
and made a movement as though to go. 
The Chinaman smiled affably ae he lis- 
tened to the interpretation, but exhibited 
no sign of acceptance. He even partly 
opened the door to allow the “great mer- 
chant” a free exit. 

Hutton and Barton held a whispered 
conference. 

“Let’s tempt his cupidity,” suggested 
the latter. “Show him figures and dollar 
marks. See, confound him, he’s watching 
the Englishman.” 

Barton pretended to be arguing with 
the Napoleon of Hemp. 

“Oh, very well,” the latter said, re- 
signedly, and his face revealed absolute 
indifference. 

“Sefior Artega,” Barton began, turn- 
ing to the Chinaman, “‘Sejior el Mercante 
asks me to offer you twenty dollars.” 
And as he spoke these words with mo- 
mentous deliberation, he wrote down on a 
slip of paper a figure—10,000. “You 
have ten thousand ‘piculs.? At twenty 
dollars a  ‘picul’—let’s see—twenty 
times ten thousand—two hundred. thou- 
sand. Two hundred thousand dollars. 
And the money will all be sent to you 
when the Sejior sends his ship here in ten 
days.” 

What a look of amazement shot over 
the face of Artega as he looked at the 
figures! He snatched up the paper and 
glared at it in trembling incredulity. He 
ran out into the large room, where a 
swarm of Chinamen flocked around him, 
and a buzz of excited chatter, like the 
hum of a Roman mob, arose when he ex- 
hibited the paper. 

“Look !? he whispered, with intense 
meaning, “he’s a fool. He doesn’t know 
how to buy hemp. Sce those figures; he 
offers twenty dollars alike for first grade 
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and fourth grade.” His hand shook with 
avaricious pleasure. “I'll sell him the 
hemp and McAndrews will murder him.” 

Hutton and Barton watched, but tried 
to appear indifferent. One was ostensibly 
examining a picture, while the other was 
winding his watch. 

“In the name of heaven, why doesn’t 
he hurry? The Englishman is now at the 
pier and is making fast.” 

“We mustn’t let Artega talk to him for 
a second.” 

But the Chinaman evidently enter- 
tained a fear that the Englishman would 
talk to them. He ran back to the room 
and hastily closed the door. 

“What ails this heathen, anyway?” 
thought Hutton, as with vague misgiv- 
ing, he noticed the Chinaman’s eager- 
ness, 

‘“We will sell you our hemp,” Artega 
announced, as he bustled about in search 
of pen and ink. 

Barton filled out the blank contract. 
The articles stated that Sefior Artega did 
then and there sell ten thousand piculs of 
hemp—one thousand eight hundred pic- 
uls first grade, three thousand six hun- 
dred second grade,—four thousand four 
hundred third grade and two hundred 
fourth grade, at twenty dollars a “pic- 
ul,” to Sefior McAndrews, represented by 
Sefior Hutton. 

There was absolute silenee in the room. 
Barton was busily writing. Artega was 

feverishly watching the formation of the 
words, his long, lean fingers working con- 
vulsively. Hutton smoked with assumed 
calmness, but his blood was leaping 
through his veins. The Englishman was 
walking toward the house and a number 
of agitated Chinese were thronging about 
him. 

“Five minutes more,” thought Hutton, 
“and forty thousand Englishmen may 
come, for all I care.” 

What’s this? Artega’s long finger nail 
was indicating something in the contract. 
He spoke a few words tremblingly. 
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“Say, Hutton, he wants something 
added to this contract—‘sin rebaja nin- 
guna del precio convenido,’ which means 
‘without rebate.” Shall I put them in?” 

“What in thunder has rebate got to do 
with it? McAndrews didn’t say anything 
about rebate to me, and we can’t ask the 
Chinaman without showing our ignorance. 
McAndrews told me to fill out the printed 
contract in duplicate of the one he made 
out, but there’s nothing about rebate in 
the duplicate.” 

“Pll be hanged if I know what it 
means.” The sound of a strong, clear 
voice came from the outer room. 

“The Englishman is out there. For 
heaven’s sake, hurry. Put in the words. 
I don’t think they cut much figure, any- 
way—probably wear or tear, or some- 
thing of that sort. Put ’em in and we'll 
take our chances.” 

Alas for Mr. Hutton and alas for Mr. 
Barton. And alas for Sefior McAndrews! 
Barton wrote these fatal words—“‘sin re- 
baja ninguna del precio convenido,” and 
Artega’s eyes gleamed exultantly as: he 
added his name to the foot of the contract. 
Hutton signed his name and_ then 
breathed a sigh of great relief. He hard- 
ly noticed the uproar of voices out in the 
big room as Sefior Artega announced that 
he had just sold ten thousand “piculs” at 
twently dollars “without rebate.” If Hut- 
ton had understood, that smile of com- 
placency which wreathed his face would 
have frozen into a sickly grin. Hemp at 
twenty dollars a picul without rebate! 
Great Confucius! Without rebate! 

Thirty seconds after the contract was 
signed a Chinaman rushed down the 
stairs and told a fellow hemp merchant 
that Artega had sold his hemp for twenty 
dollars a “picul” without rebate, which, 
of course, meant that—with the custom- 
ary rebate—a price equivalent to thirty 
dollars had been paid. He neglected to 
add that Artega had tricked the buyer. 
Two minutes later a second Chinaman had 
told another that hemp was worth more 
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than thirty dollars a “picul,” and the lat- 
ter rushed off to tell others that the mar- 
ket price of hemp was far above thirty 
dollars. In an hour the conviction among 
hemp merchants was firmly fixed that the 
actual market price was at least thirty- 
five dollars. 

The news flew on the wings of the 
wind. 

Two hours after the deal was consum- 
mated a Chinaman rushed in to see Arte- 
ga. He said that he had just heard from 
somebody that hemp was worth thirty- 
five dollars a picul. Artega, who had been 
exulting over his cleverness in tricking 
the Americans, turned pale. Suppose it 
was true and that it was he, instead of 
the Americans, that had been victimized. 
His exultation turned to perplexity, and 
from perplexity to doubt, and from doubt 
to terror. 

He was so alarmed that he rushed off 
to call a mecting of hemp merchants at 
once. He carefully explained that he had 
received twenty dollars a picul for his 
hemp—without rebate, and in answer to 
his statement, a number of his fellow 
merchants testified that they had heard 
positively from somebody that hemp re- 
ally was worth thirty-five dollars—possi- 
bly more, for all they knew. Artega was 
heartbroken. The more he thought of it 
the more he regretted having sold even 
at such a splendid price. He felt con- 
vinced that the Americans had _ tricked 
him and that by waiting he surely would 
have received a much better price. There 
was but one faint hope left for him and 
he resolved to cling to it. 

It is safe to say that news never spread 
more quickly through the Southern 
islands than did the stupendous announce- 
ment that a mysterious dealer in hemp 
had arrived and had bought hemp at 
twenty dollars a ‘“‘picul”—twenty dollars 
a picul without rebate. Tt was as if our 
own farmers had awakened from a long 
sleep to find corn worth two dollars a 
bushel. 


Hutton looked uneasily from the win- 
dow. 

‘Barton, for some unknown reason, we 
seem to have raised particular thunder in 
commercial circles here. Look, there goes 
the Britisher. And see, the Chinese won’t 
listen to him; they won’t have anything 
to do with him.” 

“Hutton, do you suppose we actually 
got the best of the trade with a ‘Chino’? 
It doesn’t seem possible.” 

In the dusk of the evening of that 
eventful day, as Hutton and Barton sat 
smoking on the afterdeck of the trans- 
port, a Chinese coolie came gliding out of 
the shadows and made a profound bow. 

“Sefior Artega wishes to speak with 
Scfior Mercante in private,” he said 
pointing to a dim figure on the shore. 
The two correspondents walked down the 
gangplank, and were greeted with a def- 
erential salaam from Artega. 

“‘Sefior,” he said to Barton, “how soon 
will the ships come for the hemp?” 

“In about six days, I think. We reach 
Manila in three. A ship is waiting there 
already to sail and should be here in three 
more.” 

“Well, to protect myself, Sefior, would 
Scfior Hutton object to signing an agree- 
ment, saying that if his ship does not 
come within fifteen days the contract will 
be void?” 

“Why, what’s the matter? Aren’t you 
satisfied with the contract as it now 
stands?” 

“Yes, yes, Sefior, but just to protect 
myself, you see,” he smirked apologetic- 
ally. 

‘How about it, Barton? I guess it’s 
all right, isn’t it? It won’t cut any figure, 
anyway, for the ship’ll be here in less 
than ten days at the outside.” 

Half an hour later an agreement was 
signed, and it is said in effect that if a 
ship did not call for the hemp within fif- 
teen days from date, the contract would 
expire. A Filipino notary made out the 
agreement and murmured frequently— 
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“That’s a very high price for hemp, 
Sefior. Mucho, mucho.” Hutton told 
him to shut up. He knew what he was 
doing. Sefior Artega was disturbed and 
uneasy, but he felt that he had done all 
he could in preparing a possible escape 
in case hemp really had reached such a 
fabulous price. It was his last faint hope. 

“You shall pay me one hundred thou- 
sand dollars cash when your ship comes 
for the hemp, and the remaining hundred 
thousand you shall pay to my partner in 
Manila, Sefior Pando,” he said in parting. 

Never was a voyage more joyous than 
the one the two hemp kings now made to 
Manila. The world was full of sunshine 
and every little China Sea wave that 
touched the transport’s bow sang a song 
of gold. Hutton and Barton didn’t know 
how much they had made, but their prof- 
its would be up in the thousands, so they 
exulted greatly and left a trail of happi- 
ness wherever they went. They were so 
happy and jubilant that it was perhaps 
well that they did not know clearly what 
a change a few words can make in a hemp 
contract. 

In three days Hutton walked briskly 
into the private office of McAndrews. 

“Ah, back at last,” shouted the mer- 
chant, leaping to his feet. ‘What luck?” 

“Only fair, only fair—I picked up 
ten thousand at twenty dollars.” 

“Grand, grand, splendid!” McAn- 
drews rubbed his hands enthusiastically, 
sent for cigars and chocolate, and his face 
was glowing with satisfaction. “Ah, you 
see we have made a nice little sum—about 
forty thousand dollars, for to-day the 
market is twenty-four.” 

Hutton ‘carelessly tossed the folded 
contract to the merchant and a great 
feeling of happiness welled up within 
him. ‘The sun seemed brighter, the din 
of distant traffic was music to his soul, 
and the whole world about him was radi- 
ant. His share was to be twenty thousand 
dollars. And he tried hard to keep from 
leaping up and whooping for sheer glad- 
ness. 
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McAndrews was scanning the contract. 
He grew rigid as he read. 

Hutton glanced apprchensively at him 
as he felt the change of temperament and 
one look at the astonished eyes and trem- 
bling hands of the merchant told him in 
shricking tones that something was 
wrong. He nerved himself for the blow. 

“This—this—” screamed McAndrews, 
pointing to the words written at the foot 
of the contract—“* ‘sin rebaja ninguna’— 
without rebate.” 

“What?” 

“Why, Great God, man, you’ve given 
more than thirty dollars for that hemp!” 

“Where—what? What do you mean?” 

“Don’t you sce, you’ve given twenty 
dollars without rebate? Without rebate! 
Heavens, Hutton, what were you doing?” 

“Doing—confound it all; what differ- 
ence docs the rebate make?” 

“Difference—what difference? Oh, 
Lord!” He flung the contract aside and 
buried his face in his hands. ‘Difference, 
why, man, it means that I'll lose sixty 
thousand dollars. That’s all the differ- 
ence.” 

There was an uncomfortable silence, 
broken only by the noiseless wreckage of 
air castles, that, to Hutton’s ears, sound- 
ed like the din of a thousand thunder- 
storms. 

Sefior McAndrews gulped, jumped up 
and walked back and forth across the 
room twice, and then sat down. In a 
strained voice, which he controlled only 
by an effort, he finally spoke: 

“I suppose it was my fault, Hutton. 
I shouldn’t blame you. We were in too 
much of a hurry and I couldn’t explain 
fully. Ill try to tell you now, Hutton. 
Oh, Lord! In the first place, hemp comes 
in four grades—prime, second, third and 
fourth. When we make a hemp contract, 
we stipulate only the price of the first 
grade. It then is understood that the 
prices of the other grades are regulated 
by the first—a fixed ratio. For instance, 
second is just twenty-five per cent. less 
than first; third is forty per cent. less 
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than first, and fourth is about fifty per 
cent. less than first.” 

“Great guns!” exclaimed Hutton. 

“If you buy hemp at twenty dollars a 
‘picul’, it means that the first grade is 
twenty dollars, the second fifteen, the 
third twelve, and the fourth ten, dollars. 
Here you have added the words ‘Without 
Rebate,’ which makes the whole lot come 
to twenty dollars. Now, you have, I see, 
eighteen hundred piculs of first grade, 
thirty-six hundred second, forty-four 
hundred third, and two hundred fourth, 
grade. The first grade at twenty dol- 
lars amounts to thirty-six thousand dol- 
lars; the second, at fifteen, amounts to 
fifty-four thousand; the third, at twelve, 
comes to fifty-two thousand eight hun- 
dred, and the fourth, at ten, to two thou- 
sand dollars; making a total of—let’s see 
—of a hundred and forty-four thousand 
and eight hundred dollars. You have 
given two hundred thousand dollars. 
That’s all—fifty-five thousand and two 
hundred more than you thought you were 
giving. At that rate, you have paid 
about thirty-one dollars a picul. An 
enormous price.” 

“Well, Great Scott! no wonder those 
Chinese were excited. I thought the re- 
bate thing meant some little wear or tear, 
or loss on account of shipping, or some- 
thing like that. I never dreamed it made 
such a big difference. I wouldn’t have 
allowed the ‘chino’ to put in those words 
if it hadn’t been for the arrival of an 
Englishman with money. We had to 
work quick on account of him.” 

He leaned back and whistled when he 
thought of the commotion he had causcd. 
The whole blunder was caused by the mul- 
tiplying of ten thousand by twenty, and 
Artega had scen the process, and had 
taken advantage of their ignorance. 

“Yes, sir; it’s no wonder they were ex- 
cited. Why, we simply raised thunder 
down there,” and a smile dawned and 
spread broadly over his face. He leaned 
back and laughed long and loudly, while 
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McAndrews looked at him in rueful 
amazement. Thirty-one dollars a picul— 
the greatest price ever paid for hemp! 

“Good joke, isn’t it?” finally said the 
merchant, with undisguised sarcasm, for 
he was thinking of his loss of many thou- 
sand dollars. ‘Go on; enjoy yourself.” 

“Look at that,” shouted Hutton, again 
bursting into laughter, and he handed 
over the second agreement. “I don’t 
think the joke’s on us.” 

“Fifteen days—how did you get this?” 

“Why, that’s the joke. Artega wanted 
it himself. I guess he thought he was 
‘done’ in the trade, and tried to get out of 
it, hoping something might happen to 
prevent our sending for the hemp in time, 
He thought he was doing me when he 
got me to sign it,” and again there was a 
roar of laughter. 

“Well,” said McAndrews, rather sadly, 
“that clause saves us. We can let the 
contract die. But we should have made 
a good thing out of it if you hadn’t al- 
lowed the rebate clause to go in. Still, 
we’re lucky to get out of it as well as we 
do. The next time you’ll know better, 
Hutton, so there’s no use crying over spilt 
milk. We'll let it expire.” 

But that was not the end of it. 

On the same transport that brought 
Hutton from Leyte were two letters to 
famous hemp dealers in Manila. 

In substance they stated that a new 
buyer of hemp had come and paid about 
thirty-one dollars a picul. The news had 
spread so that not an ounce could be 
bought for less than that price. The 
native hemp dealers and Chinese middle- 
men were crazy and would not listen even 
to offers of twenty-five dollars. And, 
worst of all, the news was spreading all 
over the islands as fast as horses and 
swift sails could carry it. 

Hemp began to leap in price. The 
Manila merchants who were “short”? were 
panic-stricken. They sent agents out to 
every known port to buy all the hemp they 
could find in storage. 
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On the evening of that day hemp had 
risen to twenty-seven dollars! 

The two firms that had contracted for 
big shipments to Liverpool were well-nigh 
crazed. Who could the mysterious hemp 
dealer be and what great corner was he 
working? What was his object and whom 
did he represent? 

A letter also came from Seftor Artega 
to his partner, Sefior Pando, in Manila, 
saying that an American representing 
Sefior McAndrews had bought his hemp 
at twenty dollars and without rebate. 
The partner was dazed, for he knew that 
the product was worth only twenty-four 
dollars with rebate. He hastened to see 
McAndrews to learn why such a huge 
price had been paid, but McAndrews was 
not to be seen. So he stationed watchers 
at the waterfront to report to him when 
McAndrews’ ships sailed for the hemp. 
But the vessels lay idle at their moorings, 
and Pando was mystified and then re- 
flective. . 

On the third day hemp was up to twen- 
ty-eight dollars and a half, and the hemp 
houses of Manila were torn by whirlwinds 
of excitement and panic. And still the 
ships of Sefior McAndrews lay peacefully 
at their moorings. What could it mean? 

More letters came from the Southern 
agents repeating the dreadful news that 
hemp sellers were sticking to their demand 
for outrageous prices. Some even wanted 
thirty-five dollars a picul. The agents 
were desperate and wanted to know what 
they should do. 

At Sefior McAndrews’ office there was 
nothing to be learned, although a stream 
of men sought admission and information. 
He declined to talk to the partner who 
came to learn when the ships were going 
for the hemp. 

On the fourth day hemp was up to 
twenty-nine dollars in Manila and the 
feeling was spreading that the high price 
was due to some horrible mistake. The 
partner of Artega swore and raved in 
doubt and uncertainty. 
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“There is a faint possibility,” said Mc- 
Andrews to Hutton that day, “that the 
price may get to thirty-two dollars, so 
that even yet it may pay us to go after 
the hemp.” 

“Well, anyway, we have this ‘chino’ 
here in Manila on the verge of insanity. 
He’s sweating blood, and we can at least 
have the satisfaction of holding our op- 
tion until the very last minute of the fif- 
teenth day. Artega played me a nasty 
trick with the rebate clause, and I’m go- 
ing to ‘get back’ at his partner. I hope 
hemp goes down to fifteen.” 

On the fifth day the price was thirty 
dollars and a half. The panicky feeling 
among hemp firms had abated somewhat 
and the air was charged with a conviction 
that relief would come from some source 
—they knew not where. The hemp world 
held its breath and hoped and wondered. 

The house of Pando & Artega was in 
convulsions. McAndrews’ ships rocked 
idly against the docks and no blue peter 
flew at the fore. It was at this time that 
Sefior Pando felt the force of the boom- 
erang. He had exulted wildly when he 
read the letter from Artega detailing the 
magnificent price their hemp had brought. 
He had read wonderingly, but with jubi- 
lation, of how Artega had added the 
words ‘Without Rebate,” and he 
chuckled to think that any buyer should 
be fool enough to sign such a clause. He 
had read, too, the mild agreement declar- 
ing the contract void if vessels did not 
call for the product within fifteen days. 
That clause had not scemed significant at 
first, but now that five days had elapsed 
and no ships had been sent for the hemp, 
he became worried and the blood-freczing 
truth began to dawn upon him. The fool- 
hardy American had made a gigantic 
blunder and was going to let the option 
period expire. In the meantime he could 
not sell the hemp and the price would go 
down again. Great Confucius,—and the 
price now at thirty dollars and a half. 

Pando raced to Sefior McAndrews and 
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begged on his knees that the contract be 
canceled so that he might sell on the tre- 
mendous bulge. 

“You must see Sefior Hutton,” said 
McAndrews very firmly. 

Down the Calle Anloague—down the 
Escolta—across the Bridge of Spain, 
sped Sefior Pando to Hutton’s house as 
fast as his fast horse could take him. 

The correspondent was stretched out 
luxuriously on a steamer chair when 
Sefior Pando was announced by Ah Foo, 
the number-one boy. 

“Tell the Sefior that I am busy; tell 
him to drop around later,” said Hutton, 
with a grim smile. 

The Chinese boy marveled as he saw 
the wealthy merchant denied admittance. 

Four times that day Sefior Pando came 
to the house. By this time he was almost 
a nervous wreck. His face was haggard 
and his hands were trembling. Each time 
the number-one boy was instructed to tell 
him that Sefior Hutton was busy. Once 
it was because his master was napping, 
once because he was engaged in novel- 
reading, once because he was taking a 
bath and once because he was just going 
out to ride on the Luneta, and therefore 
could not be detained. 

Hutton did ride on the Luneta that 
evening and every time he thought of the 
unhappy merchant a determined smile 
curled his lips. When he returned to his 
home Pando was awaiting him. 

“T’ll see you presently,” Hutton said 
to him. 

The twilight aged into the first dark- 
ness of night. Lights began to glow 
in the shell windows, and _ still Sefior 
Pando, sick with worrying, waited to see 
the inexorable Napoleon of Hemp. 

After two hours of this miserable exist- 
ence the merchant was “‘received.”” Hut- 
ton did not so much as rise from his chair 
when the rich Chinaman made his pro- 
found bow. 

“Well?” came the stern, snappy ques- 
tion from the chair. 


THE GREAT HEMP DEAL 


‘‘Sefior, the contract,” Pando began in 
faltering English. ‘Why you not send 
for hemp? Five day makee pass—no 
steamer sail.” 

“Well, Sefior, I haven’t decided to 
send my vessels down just yet. A few 
days later will do just as well. I have 
ten days more, you know.” 

“Yes, Sefior, I understand. You no 
send for hemp at all. I sabey.” 

“Well, whether I send for it or not,” 
exclaimed the correspondent, rising and 
striking the table with his fist, “I’ll keep 
it for the full fifteen days, anyway. If 
you dare to touch that hemp before my 
option expires I’ll have you in prison. I 
may send a vessel for it in four or five 
days if the price goes higher. But, re- 
membcr, don’t you dare to touch it for 
ten days.” 

Pando saw that a change of tactics was 
necessary. He knew that until the twelfth 
day he could not touch the hemp, for even 
on the.twelfth day there would be time for 
a vessel to reach Leyte and get the hemp 
before the expiration of the option period. 
At the same time, he saw that Hutton had 
no intention of sending for the product, 
but was going to have his revenge by 
holding until the last minute. He also 
knew that the present abnormally high 
price could not last and that the twelfth 
day might again see the price back to its 
natural level. If he could have the con- 
tract annulled he now could sell for thirty 
dollars, whereas the real value was only 
twenty-four dollars. He must sell now or 
lose the difference between thirty dollars 
and twenty-four dollars, which on ten 
thousand piculs would be sixty thousand 
dollars. So he decided to compromise. 

“Sefior, how much you want for con- 
tract—to-day?” he slowly asked, watch- 
ing Hutton through half-closed eyes. 

“Ah, ha,” thought the Napoleon of 
Hemp; “‘here’s where little Seymie begins 
to get the sweet revenge.” Then aloud: 
“‘Sefor, I intend to retain the contract in 
its present form.” 
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“T will give five thousand dollars for 
contract now.” 

“No, sir.”’ 

“Ten thousand?” Pando asked, breath- 
ing fast. But Hutton had taken up a 
book, and, to all appearances, was deeply 
interested in it. 

“Fifteen thousand?” whispered the 
great merchant, and his breathing almost 
ceased in his expectancy. 

“Ah Foo,” called Hutton in a business- 
like voice, ‘‘you may show Sefior Pando 
out.” 

“No—no, no, no,” pleaded the mer- 
chant, piteously ; “‘please do not—” 

“You heard, Ah Foo. Make haste, 
j[—” 

‘*Sefior, listen—please, please, please,” 
wailed the trembling, heart-sore merchant. 


667 


Then—and the words came hard: “I 
give you twenty thousand dollar for con- 
tract—now !” 

Hutton’s thoughts flew to Barton, to 
home. The spirit of cold revenge had 
heard the voice of selfishness—and char- 
ity. 

"He arose and assumed the air of a great 
man of business—of the Napoleon that he 
felt himself to be. Then, as though suf- 
fering a sacrifice, he said to the helpless 
merchant : 


“It’s a bargain, Sefior. Give me your 


check for twenty thousand dollars now, 
and you may tear up the contract before 
me. And in communicating the result of 
this transaction to Sefior Artega, please 
express to him my very best wishes for a 
prosperous season next year.” 


WITHOUT PREJUDICE 


By Israel Zangwill 


AUTHOR OF “THK MANTLE OF ELIJAH,” “MERELY MARY ANN,” ETC. 


KRUGER IN EXILE 


M first personal impression of the 
Boers was gained at the last 
Paris Exposition. A_ full-size 
model of a Transvaal farmhouse was in- 
variably thronged by a curious and for 
the most part sympathetic crowd. And, 
indeed, the homely pastoral life, revealed 
in every touch, the primitive Biblical sim- 
plicity, might well give one pause at the 
thought of wiping out such a commun- 
ity. But in the bedroom I heard the 
other side of the question. The jug and 
basin of the washing-stand were scarcely 
larger than a milk jug and a plate, and 
a British voice exclaimed: “The dirty 
beggars—good riddance to them!” I re- 
flected that the water jug in my Paris 
hotel was scarcely less Lilliputian, and 
that if we sct about eliminating the non- 
tubbing races, we should have our hands 
full. I was not even able to trace distinct 
proofs of larger ewers in the majority 
of our maffickers. 

I had also the conviction that Oom 
Paul was a great man. My conviction 
was based not on anything his enemies 
said, but on a saying of his own. When, 
after the capture of Pretoria and most of 
his other towns, he was carrying on the 
affairs of state in a railway carriage, he 
was asked how he could go on fighting 
when his capital had fallen. “The capi- 
tal?? he exclaimed. “The capital is 
where I and my councillors are. The 
capital is this railway carriage.” That 
is the true heroic ring—the note of the 
classic world. You will not easily beat it 
even in Plutarch. 

Wherefore I followed the epical strug- 
gle without the cheerful British assur- 


ance of righteousness, and it was with a 
throb of interest that I learnt—on arriv- 
ing at Mentone toward the end of 1902 
—that Kruger had preceded me. He had 
arrived at midnight, and since then had 
shut himself up in his den like a sick lion, 
seeing absolutely no one from the outer 
world. The war was over, the dead were 
buried, but Oom Paul had just published 
his autobiographical apologia, and the 
halo of majesty still hovered over his 
exiled head. Even the modest little villa 
in the Garavan quarter (not half an 
hour’s walk from Italy) took on some- 
thing of the dignity of a palace. Inde- 
fatigable interviewers clamored at the 
gates, but they did not open. Kruger 
was too wise to say a word. But the in- 
terviews appeared, one may. be sure. 
Moreover, experienced snapshooters dis- 
covered that though he was never to be 
caught gazing from the front window at 
the sea, he still found a stoop in his back 
terrace, and sat there of an afternoon, 
brooding before the mountains. They 
found out the best spot in the back path 
at which to place themselves. They also 
registered the exact moment for his few 
steps in the garden. As a creature of 
regular habits, your Dutchman is the 
kodak’s destined quarry. 

The satellites of greatness were less in 
obscuration. A lady of his family oc- 
casionally took the air; his secretaries 
walked about like common mortals; Dr. 
Leyds himself dandered on the parade. 
It was not, therefore, impossible to es- 
tablish communication with Oom Paul, 
especially as the English publisher of his 
memoirs had asked me to draw his atten- 
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tion to some corrections. At first I was 
mechanically told that “the president”— 
nobody ever spoke of him otherwise, 
though his rule was shattered and super- 
seded—was absolutely invisible. Lire 
long, however, a secretary wrote to me 
that the president would make an excep- 
tion in my favor and would receive me at 
eleven on Saturday morning. “His Hon- 
or” also begged me to keep this very 
private, as otherwise he would be assailed 
by others, and he was refusing every- 
body. 

accordingly on the morning of Sat- 
urday, January 81, 1903, I passed 
through the jealously-guarded portal. 
At the entrance, in a narrow passage 
whose .only notable feature was a tele- 
phone, I was received by an under-secre- 
tary, who looked like a Dutch Jew, and 
was by him introduced to the chief secre- 
tary, a charming man with the leonine 
head and white beard of Max Nordau, 
and even with the same accentuation of 
English. The room looked on the moun- 
tains. There were some traces of affairs 
—a scattering of letters, papers in Dutch 
pinned on the wall, a copying press. The 
white-bearded secretary politely inquired 
about a tramway accident at which I had 
unfortunately assisted. The conversation 
passed on to Roosevelt and other things. 
But no mention of Kruger. At last the 
secretary said apologetically: ‘The 
president does things on Saturday morn- 
ing that make him a little late. For in- 
stance, he shaves.” 

I could have blessed the man for this 
delicious touch. The simple Dutch 
farmer, shaving himself for Sunday, has 
remained my strongest impression of the 
ruler of the Transvaal, the mighty 
hunter before the Lord. 

But still the hero dallied. Both secre- 
taries went in and out to see if he was 
ready, occasionally reporting progress. 
Once I was told, “His Honor has not 
finished smoking.” 

At last I was ushered into his pres- 
ence. And truly it was a presence. The 
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room was so dominated by Kruger’s mas- 
sive figure that the rest of it was blotted 
out. And although he towered so, he was 
not standing. He was seated statuesque 
in an armchair before a great family 
Bible on a reading-stand. The Bible was 
open at Matthew, was in Dutch but in 
German type, and had a commentary 
running down the sides. Kruger’s most 
conspicuous feature was the lower lip, 
monstrously thick and pendulous with 
age. The lower eyelids were pouched. 
His upper lip and cheeks were bare— 
after that Saturday shave—but there 
was a short beard.’ His scanty hair was 
combed back sprucely, and there were no 
indications of a Lilliputian ewer. In fact, 
there was a very cleancd-up and Sunday- 
fied air about him in his very neat black 
suit, with a locket and a perpendicular 
gold chain in his waistcoat. Perhaps he 
had got himself up for my edification, 
and hence the tardiness of the reception. 
His eyes, he told me, were apt to water, 
and yet he could see to read without 
glasses. The forchead was narrow and 
fanatical, the lower part of the face 
heavy. He spoke in an assured, rather 
grating voice. His hands rested almost 
throughout impassive on his knees— 
coarse red hands. He looked healthy and 
still vigorous, with years before him, and 
rebellions still to brew. I felt that the 
centuries had rolled back and that I was 
speaking with a great seventeenth cen- 
tury figure, a figure in the heroic mold, 
but of a period that had only been pre- 
served by the air of the veldt and the re- 
mote fastnesses of the kopjes. He stood 
—as Ibsen had said—for something that 
must pass away before more modern 
forces, as the native races themselves had 
been ousted by the Boers. But philosoph- 
ical considerations do not lessen the trag- 
edy of human transience. 

The conversation between us was for- 
mal and lifeless, carried on through the 
secretary-interpreter, who had, moreover, 
begged me not to discuss politics with 
his Honor. Kruger, I had been assured 
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by outsiders, spoke and understood Eng- 
lish quite well enough, but he always 
waited till my remarks had been trans- 
lated before betraying the faintest com- 
prehension. Then he would answer in 
Dutch in measured, strident accents. 
His very first remark was a repetition of 
the request that I should say nothing to 
the journalists. He told me that his fam- 
ily in South Africa were beginning to 
rebuild their houses and farms, that he 
proposed to remain in Mentone and the 
neighborhood, without ever driving as 
far as Monte Carlo: Perhaps he felt he 
had gambled desperately enough. 

Our nearcst approach to politics was 
his adverting to his sympathizers in 
England. He read the papers, he said, 
and knew a good deal of what was going 
on. I might have improved the occasion 
and continued in this vein, but I was so 
afraid of trespassing on his time and 
strength, and so deadened by the inter- 
preting, that I expressed my sense of his 
kindness and rose to go. He did not rise 
then, nor throughout, but gave me his 
great hand, which I shook. And so back 
into the Mentone sunshine and the gay 
life of the strand. 

Well, he is dead, sooner than I should 
have thought, for the patriarchs lived 
long. His life was undoubtedly a menace 
to the peace of the Transvaal. Not a 
year ago I heard from the spot that had 
he appeared in Johannesburg—so great 
were the popular discontents—he would 
have been cheered by Boers and Britons 
alike. 


SHOULD CHURCHES BE WOUND UP? 


. EE how these Christians love one 

another.” A new illustration of the 
old irony is afforded by the Napolc- 
onic campaign organized by the “Wee 
Kirkers” against the United Free 
Churches of Scotland, coming, as it does, 
at a time when the war of religious edu- 
cation has made England a vast slough 
of passive resistance and threatens to 
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make gallant little Wales a cockpit of 
active resistance. And on the top of this 
hurly-burly a writer in the Church Quar- 
terly has the face to contend that if the 
United States had been blessed with a 
State Church, Amenica’s religious life 
would have gained in sanity and reflect- 
iveness. “A national church, elastic 
enough to provide channels for fresh 
manifestations of spiritual life, yet 
anchored to the past . . . might 
have saved the United States from many 
of those grotesque and worse than gro- 
tesque features which have, at various 
times, disfigured their spiritual life.” 
Now this is the ideal picture of a 
church, but it never works out in prac- 
tice. “Anchored to the past”—yes, that 
condition is fulfilled in abundance. But 
“elastic enough to provide channels for 
fresh manifestations of spiritual life”— 
where is such a church to be found? 
The Church of England has notoriously 
failed in elasticity—at this very moment 
even the Archbishop of Canterbury is un- 
able to make it express his view of the 
Athanasian creed. And far from its 
anchoring the spiritual life of the Eng- 
lish people, they have violently torn 
themselves away from it in the secessions 
of Methodism, Wesleyanism, Quakerdom, 
.etc. As to preserving them from gro- 
tesque religious features, the aberrations 
of English sectarianism fully equal those 
of America, when the difference of geo- 
graphic area is considered and the ab- 
sence of supervision over great spaces. 
Sandemanians, Walworth Jumpers, Jo- 
anna Southcottians, Seventh Day Bap- 
tists, Peculiar people—such are a few of 
the British aberrations, some of which 
have counted distinguished followers. 
Faraday was a Sandemanian, and so in 
his young days was George R. Sims. 
The bequests to foster even the Southcott 
mania were treated as sacred by the 
court of chancery. Jump-to-Glory-Jane 
is an English type put into poetry by 
an English poet, George Meredith. The 
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sect to which Silas Marner belonged, 
with its naive belief in drawing lots— 
the practical equivalent of the sortilege 
of the Pagan soothsayer—was not made 
in America. It was England which Vol- 
taire ridicules for its one sauce and end- 
less sects. The great scale of America 
magnifies the aberrations. But even Mor- 
monism, Dowieism and Christian Science 
have solid achievements to their credit. 
Salt Lake City is a paradise built over 
a desert reclaimed by Mormon laborers, 
Zion City is a handsome town without 
' drink palaces, and Christian Science has 
made more advances in the last genera- 
tion than Christianity made in its first 


two centuries, numbering, as it does, its: 


temples and its teachers by the thousand. 
There is at least life behind these gro- 
tesqueries, while in the established 
churches there is asphyxiation by endow- 
ments. 

Endowments! There is the secret of 
stagnation. It is an unhappy truth that 
man tends to become a parasite on his 
own institutions. Humanity is a Frank- 
enstein that is ridden by its own crea- 
tions. Its churches, with their cast-iron 
creeds and their golden treasure-heaps 
are the prisons of the soul of the future. 
The legal decision in the great Free 
Church fight serves as what Bacon calls 
an “ostensive instance” of this elemental 
truth, bringing out as it does, that the 
legal interpretation of a church involves 
not the elasticity so glibly vaunted by 
the Church Quarterly reviewer, but abso- 
lute inelasticity. A tiny minority of 
ministers is able to hold millions of 
money and hundreds of buildings be- 
cause the vast majority has elected in a 
spirit of brotherly love to join another 
body from which it is separated by a 
microscopic point. There can at this rate 
never be development in a church. The 
faintest divergence from old tradition 
may justify the hardshell orthodox in 
claiming all the funds and regarding the 
innovators as deserters of their posts and 
properties. All church funds are indis- 
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solubly connected with the doctrines to 
which they were first tacked on, and 
changes in them involve forfeiture of the 
belongings in favor of those who have 
had the fidelity or the shrewdness to cling 
to the original dogma. How much 
change is necessary to alter a creed is a 
delicate problem known in logic as of the 
Soros order. For every day brings its 
subtile increments or decrements, and a 
dogma of imperishable adamant has not 
yet appeared in human history. Every 
dogma has its day. The life of a truth 
is, according to Ibsen, much shorter than 
is generally believed, and aged truths are 
apt to be shockingly thin. Hence the 
danger which threatens all churches— 
the danger of having to buy their min- 
isters—is raiscd to infinity, if the moncv 
is thus to be tied up by the dead hand of 
the past. A premium is placed upon in- 
fidclity and mustiness. There is no 
church or religious body in the world 
which is not weighted with pecuniary 
substance, from Rome to the humble 
order of Franciscans founded for the 
preachment of absolute poverty. The 
continuity of policy, which the Church 
Quarterly Review applauds, becomes a 
mere continuity of property if progress 
is to be thus penalized. Surely Christ is 
crucified again upon a cross of gold—to 
borrow Mr. Bryan’s metaphor. 

The remedy for this clogging of spir- 
itual life is clear. It was always obvious, 
but when property is in danger one be- 
gins to consider things seriously. Every 
church and sect must be wound up after 
three gencrations. The time limit needs 
elucidation. 

The first generation of a church or + 
heresy—the terms are synonymous, for 
every church starts as a heresy—is full 
to the brim of vitality, fire, revolt, sin- 
cerity, spirituality, self-sacrifice. It is a 
generation in love—a generation exalted 
and enkindled by the new truth, a gen- 
eration that will count life and lucre 
equally base beside the spreading of the 


‘new fire. The second generation has wit - 
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nessed this fervor of its fathers, it has 
been nourished in the warmth of the doc- 
trine, its education is imprinted with the 
true fiery stamp. It is still near the Holy 
Ghost. In the third generation the waves 
radiated from the primal fire have cooled 
in their passage through time; the origi- 
nal momentum tends to be exhausted. 
Now is the period of the smug Pharisees 
profiting by the martyrdoms of their an- 
cestors, and babbling rhetorically—be- 
tween two pleasures—of their fidelity to 
the faith of their fathers. If the third 
generation of a church can get through 
with fair spiritual success, it is often 
only because of a saving persecution. 
But this would be abolished in the “Eu- 
topia” of my dream, and so the third 
generation would be absolutely the limit 
of the spiritual stirring. In the fourth 
generation you shall ever find the young 
people sly skeptics or sullen rebels, and 
the Vicar of Bray coming in for high 
preferment. Here then is the limitation 
dictated by human nature. The life of 
a church should be wound up by the 
state. The birth of a heresy must be free 
to all, and should be registered like the 
birth of a child. It would expose its ad- 
herents to no disadvantages, either relig- 
ious or secular. But after three genera- 
tions it must be wound up. 

Of course, it should be perfectly open 
for the church to reconstitute itself im- 
mediately, but it should do this under 
a new constitution, and preferably under a 
new name. If it started again afresh, 
the compulsory winding-up would have 
acted as a species of persecution, and 
thoroughly revitalized the content of the 
particular credo. The third generation 
would have strained every sinew to real- 
ize their faith and bring it home to the 
young and fourth generation. This lat- 
ter, ere reéstablishing the church, would 
have rediscovered its truth, and thereby 
given it fresh momentum to carry it 
through another three generations. This 
simple system would allow children to 
continue the faith of their fathers from 
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conviction instead of compulsion, and by 
terminating the right to property would 
save posterity from the asphyxiation of 
bencfactions. 

The life of a generation is computed 
by biological statisticians at thirty-three 
years. Three generations would thus 
make ninety-nine years. A century 
brings such changes in thought and 
things that the excerpts from the Times 
of a hundred years ago read like the 
journalism of another planet. 

The bequests by which eleven old gen- 
tlewomen of a certain parish that has 
been swept away, receive groats of an 
abolished currency, on a day that has 
disappeared from the calendar, to per- 
petuate the memory of a benevolent 
megalomaniac would, on a similar prin- 
ciple, be limited to the natural run of a 
century. It is something to be allowed a | 
dead finger in the pie of posterity, but 
“a century not out” must never be writ- 
ten over any human will or institution. 

If this time limit seems a trifle harsh, 
apply it, dear reader, not to your own 
creed, but to something esoteric like the 
doctrine of the Dalai Lamas of Tibet, 
which has for so many centuries para- 
lyzed a priest-ridden Arabian popula- 
tion. Do you think this theory of rein- 
carnation deserved a longer run than 
three generations? 


THE INFANT PILIENOMENON 
ss E is having his legs washed.” 
This was the unexpected image 
summoned up to my consciousness when 
I asked for the little musical prodigy 
who had sect the Thames on fire. It 
was at a garden party, and the pocket 
Paganini, in disporting himself among 
the other children, had tumbled down and 
made himself “in a_ state.’ <A_ little 
daughter of the house volunteered to 
take me in scarch of the genius who was 
being scoured. As we went along hand 
in hand, she prattled about the difficulty 
of playing with him, because he would 
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speak only in German. A true child of 
Albion, it did not occur to her that she 
would speak only in English. Nor was 
she at all weighed down by her play- 
mate’s miraculous reputation. 

We were not in time to sce the washing 
of the legs, for lo! the great little boy 
was using them to descend the steps that 
led from the lavatory and they seemed 
up to the normal standard of propricty. 
He was clad in a sailor’s suit, and looked 
a sturdy little fellow, who might very 
well go to sca as a cabin-boy. I took 
his hand and politely trusted that he 
had not hurt his Iegs. In reply he tore 
himself away with all the rudeness and 
shyness of childhood, stopping at a safe 
distance to stare back upon me like a 
wary animal. And this little creature 
if I am to believe my papers, for my 


ears have not yet submitted me to his — 


magic—is an “infant phenomenon,” be- 
fore whom the most suspicious doubters 
of Mr. Crummles have laid down their 
arms; the wonder-child, whose fiddling 
has enchanted Europe, whose first ap- 
pearance marked a red-letter day in the, 
history of music and was only to be com- 
pared with the début of young Mozart; 
whose master, the venerable Joachim, 
folds him ‘to his breast, with ecstatic, 
public kisses, declaring that he has no 
more to learn, that he will never play bet- 
ter. 

The love of the marvelous undoubted- 
ly magnifies even what is truly great, 
but if half of what is said about the boy 
be true—and I see no reason to doubt 
more than fifty per cent. of it—there is 
much curious matter offered for our cogi- 
tation in the fact that a child of eleven 
can wring from a violin all the maturest 
secrets of passion and pathos. Of him as- 
suredly it may be said that, “he plays 
like an angel.” For of such must be the 
kingdom of heaven: instrumentalists by 
intuition. We can not imagine the angels 
of Dante or Botticelli acquiring their skill 
by painful practice during raw cacoph- 
onous periods. They play by grace, not 
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by works. We find nothing unnatural in 
this instinctive perfection of touch, albeit 
we know that on earth it must be preced- 
ed by fumblings and scrapings innumer- 
able. But since the perfection ig ulti- 
mately attainable, our imagination is 
ready to leap over the gulf of prepara- 
tion, and accept all that marvelous swift- 
ness and surencss of finger movement as 
if it could be a native gift. The latest 
psychologoic teaching is that many co- 
ordinated movements lie latent in the 
nervous organization of the young of 
man and animals, such as flying, walk- 
ing, climbing—faculties which are not 
taught, but come of themselves by the 
mere ripening of the nerve-centers. There 
are birds that peck at insects when they 
are only half out of their shell. The bee 
is a born geometer and architect. We are 
tempted to relegate the labor of learning 
to earlicr generations, and attribute all 
such acquisitions to heredity, yet at bot- 
tom the problem is very much the old 
question of whether the egg came first, 
or the hen. We know appallingly little 
of the origin of anything, and there is 
no more real difficulty in understanding 
how a child can be born with an adult 
faculty for the violin than in understand- 
ing almost anything else. Consider the 
lilies of the field: they toil not, neither do 
they spin. Our little Paganini is a musi- 
cal lily: the petals of his soul shape them- 
selves harmoniously by an inner law of 
which he is merely the unconscious me- 
dium. We need not fly to fantastic theo- 
ries that there is “a man in possession” ; 
that the soul of some ancient musician 
has taken lodgment and reincarnation in 
the boy violinist. In a sense, of course, 
there is a working of heredity, and the 
musical gifts and labors of past gencra- 
tions may be summed up and fused in his 
genius. But by what electric spark? 
The ancient theory of the “daimon” 
presents another imaginative interpreta- 
tion of the mystery of genius. And, in- 
deed, when we see Gadarean swine paint- 
ing delicate pictures or composing sacred 
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music, we feel that a demon housing in 
them is the only explanation. But what 
determines the demon’s perching point? 
Why is the body of a Socrates chosen for 
the enshrining of its activities; why does 
it lack the taste to choose a more beauti- 
ful habitation? 

If our Paganini in a sailor jacket con- 
founds our philosophy, there is also much 
that he illumines. He sweeps away, for 
example, that absurd definition of Car- 
lyle’s, that genius is an infinite capacity 
for taking pains. The lad may, perhaps, 
have an infinite capacity for taking pains 
by tumbling about and hurting his legs, 
but in no other sense does he corroborate 
the Carlylean cant. For the doctrine of 
“grace, not works” remains eternally, 
a-morally, true. The silliness of schools 
in taking credit for their prize pupils 
was never more vividly indicated. If 
schools and colleges are to claim any 
credit for their teachers and systems, it 
is always the average pupil to whom they 
should point, never the abnormal pu- 
pil. Yet, lists of medals and distinctions 
are always their stock glory and adver- 
tisement. These honors are the mere ac- 
cidents of boy-distribution. Again our 
infant phenomenon explains for us the 
superfluousness of intellect in the inter- 
pretative arts. We need not be taken 
aback to find an actor, a singer, or a per- 
former as brainless as a baboon. His 
gift has little or nothing to do with in- 
tellect—it may be, if you please, higher 
than the intellect, like the beauty of the 
lily. But intellect it is not. Hence the 
eternal clash of playwriters and players 
—hence these tears. 

In the more intellectual fields of art no 
“infant phenomenon” has ever arisen. 
Chatterton himself, 


“The marvelous boy, 
The sleepless soul that perished in its 
pride,” 


ean not hold a candle to the devil that 
lurked in Mozart or musical prodigies, 


der. 
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generally. Literature requires conscious- 
ness, not unconsciousness, to flower to its 
greatest perfection, the “native wood- 
notes wild” notwithstanding. A juvenile 
dramatist, too, has not been known in the 
world’s history, for the exacting tech- 
nique of the drama requires the keenest 
consciousness. A good play by a boy 
would be indecd a miracle play. But if it 
be true that the boy violinist has noth- 
ing to learn and will never play any bet- 
ter, what a light this throws upon all the 
jargon with which we are flooded by the 
critics, whose ears extract from the 
twanging of catgut such profound im- 
pressions of the passion and maturity of 
one artist, or the development that will 
come to another with experience of life 
and love. Our infant phenomenon holds 
all this experience already in solution, al- 
beit unconsciously ; like the baby in the 
Bab Ballads, he was born elderly. What 
a tragic fate! He alone of all humanity 
can not improve. In vain he strives and 
practices, he might as well—like the 
other minstrel boy—tear his chords asun- 
Even experience of life, even im- 
proper passions, can touch his strings to 
no finer music. Poor outcast from all the 
excuses of genius. 

Meantime the mystery of genius re- 
mains where it was. To me genius seems 
one of those jumps which nature is al- 
ways making in her evolutionary efforts. 
Never was there a falser adage than that 
Natura non facit saltum. It may be 
classed with Carlyle’s for unveracity 
most absolute. The savage can not count 
half a dozen, but civilized men can multi- 
ply and divide in their heads, and occa- 
sionally the infant phenomenon of mathe- 
matics arises in the shape of a “calcu- 
lating boy,” whose feats in rapid figur- 
ing are as marvelous as any in rapid fin- 
gering. Such a consciousness, which na- 
ture arrives at by leaps and bounds, 
seems to me an early example, a fore- 
shadowing of what the old dame pres- 
ently means to do for all of us. The ab- 
normal faculty is what Darwin has 
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taught us to call an “accidental varia- 
tion’? (without any teaching as to the 
cause of the accident). But if only the 
variation could be preserved and trans- 
mitted, a race of lightning calculators 
would be added to the planct. Similarly, 
the appearance of a baby Paganini is na- 
ture’s promise that we shall all one day 
play the violin in three lessons, though it 
may need the new science of Eugenics to 
take advantage of the accident and force 
the’stately pace of Evolution. 
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Nietzsche has made us familiar with 
the Uebermensch, the  Beyond-Man. 
What is the Beyond-Man but the gen- 
ius? And what is the infant phenomenon 
but the Beyond-Boy? 

In these phenomena nature is leaping 
to her next goal, as she was leaping to- 
ward man when an ape of intellect ap- 
peared to disconcert his fellows. Pres- 
ently—in an won or two—we shall all be 
leveled up and the infant that is not a 
genius will be a phenomenon. 


LOVE THAT FALTERED 


Florence Earle Coates 


OVE that faltered for an hour 
Had not felt the awful power 
Of the god whom gods adore: 
Of the god before whose portal 
Kneel the deathless and the mortal,— 
Suppliant for ever more! 


Love that faltered had not heard 
Love’s divine, compelling word, 
Or it instant had obeyed: 

Giving with the glad devotion 

Of the river for, the ocean,— 
Doubting not, and unafraid! 


For with Love alone is joy 
Free from shadow of alloy; 
And before his sacred shrine, 

Sorrow, in her deepest sadness, 

Guards a hope more blest than gladness, 
And through worship grows divine! 
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the little friend of eternity on the 

mantel-piece; the waxen sheets (to 
which so much care and labor had been 
given) writhed and unfolded, curled and 
crackled, and blackened on the logs; the 
cold wind and rain blew in through the 
opened window; the lamp flared and 
flickered inside its green shade; a legion 
of heroes peered out from the book-cases, 
no doubt much astonished at the sight of 
this ordinary hero of mine and his mean, 
ordinary clothes. I have in my mind’s 
eye the picture of good D’Artagnan’s 
frank contempt, Athos’s magnificent dis- 
dain, the righteous (I had almost said 
honest!) horror of the ultra-fashionable 
Aramis, and the supercilious indignation 
of the bourgeois Porthos. What! this a 
hero? Where, then, was his rapier, his 
glittering baldric, his laces, his dancing 
plumes, his fine air? 

Several times in the course of this nar- 
rative I have expressed my regrct in not 
being an active witness of this or that 
scene, a regret which, as I am drawing 
most of these pictures from hearsay, is 
perfectly natural. What must have been 
the various expressions on each face! 
Warburton, who, though there was tumult 
in his breast, coolly waited for Karloff to 
make the next move; Annesley, who saw 
his terrible secret in the possession of a 
man whom he supposcd to be a stableman; 
Karloff, who saw his house of cards vanish 
in the dartling tongues of flame, and rec- 
ognized the futility of his villainy; the 
girl, Ah, who shall describe 


Te ie tick-tock went the voice of 


the dozen shadowy emotions which crossed 
and recrossed her face? 

From Warburton’s dramatic entrance 
upon the scene to Karloff’s first movement, 
scarce a minute had passed, though to 
the girl and her father an_ eternity 
seemed to come and go. Karloff was a 
brave man. Upon the instant of his 
recovery, he sprang toward Warburton, 
silently and with predetermination: he 
must regain some fragment of those 
plans. He would not, could not, suffer 
total defeat before this girl’s eyes; his 
blood rebelled against the thought. He 
expected the groom to strike him, but 
James simply caught him by the arms 
and thrust him back. 

“No, Count; no, no; they shall burn to 
the veriest crisp!” 

“Stand aside, lackey!” cried Karloff, 
a sob of rage strangling him. Again he 
rushed upon Warburton, his clenched 
hand uplifted. Warburton did not even 
raise his hands this time. So they stood, 
their faces within a hand’s span of each 
other, the one smiling coldly, the other in 
the attitude of striking a blow. Karloff’s 
hand fell unexpectedly, but not on the 
man in front of him. ‘Good God, no! a 
gentleman docs not strike a lackey! 
Stand aside, stand aside!” 

“They shall burn, Count,” quietly; 
“they shall burn, because I am physically 
the stronger.” Warburton turned quick- 
ly and with the toe of his boot shifted the 
glowing packet. “I never realized till to- 
night that I loved my country half so 
well. Lackey? Yes, for the present.” 
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He had not yet looked at the girl. 

“Ah!” Karloff cried, intelligence light- 
ing his face. ‘You are no lackey!” sub- 
duing his voice. 

James smiled. ‘You are quite remark- 
able.” 

“Who are you? I demand to know!” 

“First and foremost, I am a citizen of 
the United States; I have been a soldier 
besides. It was my common right to de- 
stroy these plans, which indirectly men- 
aced my country’s safety. These,” point- 
ing to the bank-notes, “are yours, I be- 
lieve. Nothing further requires your 
presence here.” 

“Yes, yes; I remember now! Fool that 
I have been!” Karloff struck his fore- 
head in helpless rage. “I never observed 
you closely till now. Irecall. The secret 
service: Europe, New York, Washing- 
ton; you have known it all along. Spy!” 

“That is an epithet which easily re- 
bounds. Spy? Why, yes; I do for my 
country what you do for yours.” 

“The name, the name! I can not recol- 
lect the name! The beard is gone, but 
that does not matter,” excitedly. 

Warburton breathed easier. While he 
did not want the girl to know who he was 
just then, he was glad that Karloff’s mem- 
ory had taken his thought away from the 
grate and its valuable but rapidly disap- 
pearing fuel. 

“Father? Father, what is it?” cried 
the girl, her voice keyed to agony. 
“Father?” 

The two men turned about. Annesley 
had fainted in his chair. Both Warbur- 
ton and Karloff mechanically started for- 
ward to offer aid, but she repelled their 
approach. 

“Do not come near me; you have done 
enough. Father, dear!” She slapped 
the colonel’s wrists and unlooscd his collar. 

The antagonists, forgetting their own 
battle, stood silently watching hers. War- 
burton’s mind was first to clear, and with- 
out a moment’s hesitation he darted from 
the room and immediately returned with 
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a glass of water. He held it out to the 
girl. Their glances clashed; a thousand 
mute, angry questions in her eyes, a thou- 
sand mute, humble answers in his. She 
accepted the glass, and her hand trembled 
as she dipped her fingers into the cool 
depths and flecked the drops into the un- 
conscious man’s face. 

Meanwhile Karloff stood with folded 
arms, staring melancholically into the 
grate, where his dreams had disappeared 
in smoke. 

By and by the colonel sighed and 
opencd his eyes. For a time he did not 
know where he was, and his gaze wandered 
mistily from face to face. Then recollec- 
tion came back to him, recollection bris- 
tling with thorns. He struggled to his 
feet and faced Warburton. The girl put 
her arms around him to steady him, but 
he gently disengaged himself. 

“Are you from the sceret service, sir? 
If so, I am ready to accompany you wher- 
ever you say. I, who have left my blood 
on many a battle-ground, was about to 
commit a treasonable act. Allow me first 
to straighten up my affairs, then you may 
do with me as you please. I am guilty 
of a crime; I have the courage to pay the 
penalty.” His calm was extraordinary, 
and even Karloff looked at him with a 
sparkle of admiration. 

As a plumb plunges into the sea, so 
the girl’s look plunged into Warburton’s 
soul; and had he been an officer of the 
law, he knew that he would have utterly 
disregarded his duty. 

“T am not a sceret service man, sir,” he 
replied, unevenly. “If I were,” pointing 
to the grate, “your plans would not have 
fed the fire.” 

“Who are you, then, and what do you 
in my house in this guise?” proudly. 

“I am your head stableman . . . 
for the present. It was all by chance. I 
came into this room yesterday to get a 
book on veterinary surgery. I accidental- 
ly saw a plan. I have been a soldier. I 
knew that such a thing had no rightful 
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place in this house. . . . I was com- 
ing across the lawn, when I looked into 
the window. It is not for me 
to judge you, sir. My duty lay in de- 
stroying those plans before they harmed 
any one.” 

“No, it is not for you to judge me,” 
said the colonel. “I have gambled away 
my daughter’s fortune. To keep her in 
ignorance of the fact and to return to 
her the amount I had wrongfully used, I 
consented to sell to Russia the coast forti- 
fication plans of my country, such as I 
could draw from memory. No, it is not 
for you to judge me; only God has the 
right to do that.” 

“T am only a groom,” said Warburton, 
simply. ‘What I have heard I shall for- 

t:?? 

Ah, had he but looked at the girl’s face 
then! 

A change came over Karloff’s coun- 
tenance; his shoulders drooped; the mel- 
ancholy fire died out of his face and eyes. 
With an air of resignation and a clear 
sense of the proportion of things, he 
reached out and took up the note upon 
which Annesley had scrawled his signa- 
ture. 

Warburton, always alert, scized the 
count’s wrist. He saw the name of a 
bank and the sum of five figures. 

“What is this?” he demandcd. 

“It is mine,” replied the count, haught- 
ily. 

Warburton released him. 

“He speaks truly,” said the colonel. 
“It is his.” 

“The hour of madness is past,” the 
Russian began, slowly and musically. The 
tone was musing. He scemed oblivious of 
his surroundings or that three pairs of 
curious eyes were leveled in his direction. 
He studied the note, creased it, drew it 
through his fingers, smoothed it and ca- 
ressed it. “And T should have done ex- 
actly as I threatened. There is, then, a 
providence which watches jealously over 
the innocent? And I was a_ skeptic! 
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. Two hundred thousand dollars,” 
picking up the packet of bank-notes and 
balancing it on his hand. “Well, it is a 
sum large enough to tempt any man. 
How the plans and schemes of men crum- 
ble to the touch! Ambition is but the 
pursuit of mirages. . . . Mademoi- 
selle, you will never know what the ig- 
nominy of this moment has costme . . . 
nor how well I love you. I come of a 
race of men who pursue their heart’s de- 
sire through fire and water. Obstacles 
are nothing; the end is everything. In 
Europe I should have won, in honor or 
in dishonor. But this American people, 
I do not quite understand them; and that 
is why I have played the villain to no 
purpose.” 

He paused, and a sad, bitter smile 
played over his face. 

“Mademoiselle,” he continued, “hence- 
forth, wherever I may go, your face and 
the sound of your voice shall abide with 
me. I do not ask you to forget, but I 
ask you to forgive.” Again he paused. ° 

She uttered no sound. 

“Well, one does not forget or forgive 
these things in so short a time. And, 
after all, it was your own father’s folly. 
Fate threw him across my path at a crit- 
ical moment but I had _ reck- 
oned without you. Your father is a 
brave man, for he had the courage to 
offer himself to the law; I have the cour- 
age to give you up. I, too, am a soldier; 
I recognize the value of retreat.” To 
Warburton he said: ‘A groom, a hostler, 
to upset such plans as these! I do not 
know who you are, sir, nor how to account 
for your timely and peculiar appearance. 
But I fully recognize the falseness of 
your presence here. Eh, well, this is 
what comes of race prejudice, the sense- 
less battle which has always been and al- 
ways will be waged between the noble and 
the peasant. Had I observed you at the 
proper time, our positions might relative- 
ly have been changed. Useless retrospec- 
tion!” To Annesley: “Sir, we are 
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equally culpable. Here is this note of 
yours. I might, as a small contribution 
toward righting the comparative wrong 
which I have done you, I might cast it 
into the fire. But between gentlemen, sit- 
uated as we are, the act would be as usc- 
less as it would be impossible. I might 
destroy the note, but you would refuse to 
accept such generosity at my hands. 
Which is well.” 

“What you say is perfectly true.” The 
colonel drew his daughter closer to him. 

“So,” went on the count, putting the 
note in his pocket, “to-morrow I shall 
have my ducats.” 

“My bank will discount the note,” said 
the colonel, with a proud look; “my in- 
debtedness shall be paid in full.” 

“As I have not the slightest doubt. 
Mademoiselle, fortune ignores you but 
temporarily ; misfortune has brushed only 
the hem of your garment, as it were. Do 
not let the fear of poverty alarm you,” 
lightly. “I prophesy a great public fu- 
ture for you. And when you play that 
Largo of Handel’s, to a breathless audi- 
ence, who knows that I may not be hidden 
behind the curtain of some stall, drinking 
in the heavenly sound made by that lov- 
ing bow? Romance enters into 
every human being’s life; like love and 
hate, it is primitive. But to every book 
fate writes finis.” 

He thrust the bank-notes carelessly into 
his coat pocket, and walked slowly toward 
the hallway. At the threshold he stopped 
and looked back. The girl could not re- 
sist the magnetism of his dark eves. She 
was momentarily fascinated, and her heart 
beat painfully. 


“Tf only I might go with the memory 


of your forgiveness,” he said. 

“T forgive you.” 

“Thank you.” Then Karloff resolute- 
ly proceeded; the portiére fell behind 
him. Shortly after she heard the sound 
of closing doors, the rattle of a carriage, 
and then all became still. Thus the hand- 
some barbarian passed from the scene. 
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The colonel resumed his chair, his arm 
propped on a knee and his head bowed in 
his hand. Quickly the girl fell to her 
knees, hid her face on his breast, and, re- 
gardless of the groom’s presence, silently 
wept. 

“My poor child!” faltered the colonel. 
“God could not have intended to give you 
so wretched a father. Poverty and dis- 
honor, poverty and dishonor; I who love 
you so well have brought you these!” 

Warburton, biting his trembling lips, 
tiptocd cautiously to the window, opened 
it and stepped outside. He raised his fe- 
vered face pratefully to the icy rain. A 
great and noble plan had come to him. 

As Mrs. Chadwick said, love is magnifi- 
cent only when it gives all without ques- 
tion. 
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Karloff remained in seclusion till the 
following Tuesday; after that day he was 
seen no more in Washington. From time 
to time some news of him filters through 
the diplomatic circles of half a dozen cap- 
itals to Washington. The latest I heard 
of him, he was at Port Arthur. It was 
evident that Russia valued his personal 
address too highly to exile him because of 
his failure in Washington. Had he 
threatencd or gone about noisily, we 
should all have forgotten him completely. 
As it is, the memory of him to-day is as 
vivid as his actual presence. Thus, I give 
him what dramatists call an agreeable 
exit. 

I was in the Baltimore and Potomac 
station the morning after that unforget- 
able night at Senator Blank’s house. I 
had gone there to see about the departure 
of night trains, preparatory to making a 
flying trip to New York, and was leaving 
the station when a gloved hand touched 
me on the arm. The hand belonged to 
Mrs. Chadwick. She was dressed in the 
conventional traveling gray, and but for 
the dark lines under her eyes she would 
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have made a picture for any man to ad- 
mire. She looked tired, very tired, as 
women look who have not slept well. 

“Good morning, Mr. Orator,”’ she said, 
saluting me with a smile. 

“You are going away?” I asked, shak- 
ing her hand cordially. 

“Way, way, away! I am leaving for 
Nice, where I expect to spend the winter. 
I had intended to remain in Washington 
till the holidays; but I plead guilty to a 
roving disposition, and I frequently 
change my mind.” 

“Woman’s most charming preroga- 
tive,” said I, gallantly. 

What a mask the human countenance 
is! How little I dreamed that I was jest- 
ing with a woman whose heart was break- 
ing, and numbed with a terrible pain! 

Her maid came up to announce that 
everything was ready for her reception in 
the stateroom, and that the train was 
about to draw out of the station. Mrs. 
Chadwick and I bade each other good-by. 
Two years passed before I saw her again. 

At eleven o’clock I returned to my 
rooms to pack a case and have the thing 
off my mind. Tramping restlessly up 
and down before my bachelor apartment 
house I discerned M’sieu Zhames. His 
face was pale and troubled, but the angle 
of his jaw told me that he had determined 
upon something or other. 

“Ha!” I said, railingly. He wore a 
decently respectable suit of ready-made 
clothes. “Lost your job and want me to 
give you a recommendation?” 

“T want a few words with you, Chuck, 
and no fooling. Don’t say that you can’t 
spare the time. You’ve simply got to.” 

“With whom am I to talk, James the 
groom, or Warburton the gentleman?” 

“You are to talk with the man whose 
sister you are to marry.” 

I became curious, naturally. 
lice affair?” 

“No, it’s not the police. I can very 
well go to a lawyer, but I desire absolute 
secrecy. Let us go up to your rooms.” 


“No po- 
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I led the way. I was beginning to de- 
sire to know what all this meant. 

“Has anybody recognized you?” I 
asked, unlocking the door to my apart- 
ment. 

“No; and I shouldn’t care a hang if 
they had.” 

“Oho!” 

Warburton flung himself into a chair 
and lighted a cigar. He puffed it rap- 
idly, while I got together my shaving and 
toilet scts. 

“Start her up,” said I. 

“Chuck, when my father died he left 
nearly a quarter of a million in five per 
cents; that is to say, Jack, Nancy and I 
were given a yearly income of about for- 
ty-five hundred. Nancy’s portion and 
mine are still in bonds which do not ma- 
ture till 1900. Jack has made several bad 
investments, and about half of his is 
gone; but his wife has plenty, so his losses 
do not trouble him. Now, I have been 
rather frugal during the past seven years. 
I have lived entirely upon my Army pay. 
I must have something like twenty-five 
thousand lying in the bank in New York. 
On Monday, between three and four 
o’clock, Colonel Annesley will become 
practically a beggar, a pauper.” 

“What?” My shaving-mug slipped 
from my hand and crashed to the floor, 
where it lay in a hundred pieces. 

“Yes. He and his daughter will not 
have a roof of their own: all gone, every 
stick and stone. Don’t ask me any ques- 
tions; only do as I ask of you.” He took 
out his check-book and filled out two 
blanks.- These he handed to me. ‘The 
large one I want you to place in the Gold 
bank, to the credit of Colonel Annesley.” 

I looked at the check. “Twenty thou- 
sand dollars?” I gasped. 

“The Gold bank has this day discount- 
ed the coloncl’s note. It falls due on Mon- 
day. In order to mect it, he will have to 
sell what is left of the Virginian estate 
and his fine horses. The interest will be 
inconsiderable.” 
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“What . 
terrupted me. 

“TI shall not answer a single question. 
The check for three thousand is for the 
purchase or the horses, which will be put 
on sale Saturday morning. They are 
easily worth this amount. Through what- 
ever agency you please, buy these horses 
for me, but not in my name. As for the 
note, cash my check first and present the 
currency for the note. No one will know 
anything about it then. You can not 
trace money.” 

“Good Lord, Bob, you are crazy! You 
are giving away a fortune,” I remon- 
strated. 

“It is my own, and my capital remains 
untouched.” 

“Have you told her that you love her? 
Does she know who you are?” I was very 
much excited. 

“No,” sadly, “I haven’t told her that 
I love her. She does not know who I am. 
What is more, I never want her to know. 
I have thrown my arms roughly around 
her, thinking her to be Nancy, and have 
kissed her. Some reparation is due her. 
On Monday I shall pack up quietly and 
return to the West.” 

“Annesley beggared? What in heay- 
en’s name does this all mean?” I was 
confounded. 

“Some day, Chuck, when you have en- 
tered the family properly as my sister’s 
husband, perhaps I may confide to you. 
At present the secret isn’t mine. Let it 
suffice that through peculiar circum- 
stances, the father of the girl I love is 
ruined. I am not doing this for any 
theatrical play, gratitude and all that 
rot,” with half a smile. “I admire and 
respect Colonel Annesley; I love his 
daughter, hopelessly enough. I have 
never been of much use to any one. Other 
persons’ troubles never worried me to any 
extent; I was happy-go-lucky, careless 
and thoughtless. True, I never passed a 
beggar without dropping a coin into his 
cup. But often this act was the result 


.” I began, but he in- 
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of a good dinner and a special vintage. 
The twenty thousand will keep the 
colonel’s home, the house his child was 
born in, her mother before her. I am 
doing this crazy thing, as you call it, 
because it is going to make me rather 
happy. I shall disappear Monday. They 
may or they may not suspect who has 
come to their aid. They may even trace 
the thing to you; but you will be honor- 
bound to reveal nothing. When you have 
taken up the note, mail it to Annesley. 
You will find Count Karloff’s name on it.” 

“Karloff?” I was in utter darkness. 

“Yes. Annesley borrowed twenty thou- 
sand of him on a three months’ note. Both 
men are well known at the Gold bank, 
Karloff having a temporary large deposit 
there, and Annesley always having done 
his banking at the same place. Karloff, 
for reasons which I can not tell you, did 
not turn in the note till this morning. 
You will take it up this afternoon.” 

“Annesley, whom I believed to be a 
millionaire, penniless; Karloff one of his 
creditors? Bob, I do not think that you 
are treating me fairly. I can’t go into 
this thing blindly.” 

“If you will not do it under these con- 
ditions, I shall have to find some one who 
will,” resolutely. 

I looked at the checks and then at him. 

- « Twenty-three thousand dollars! 
It was more than I ever before held in 
my hand at one time. And he was giving 
it away as carelessly as I should have 
given away a dime. Then the bigness of 
the act, the absolute disinterestedness of 
it, came to me suddenly. 

“Bob, you are the finest lover in all the 
world! And if Miss Annesley ever knows 
who you are, she isn’t a woman if she does 
not fall immediately in love with you.” 
I slapped him on the shoulder. I was 
something of a lover myself, and I could 
understand. 

“She will never know. I don’t want 
her to know. That is why I am going 
away. I want to do a good deed, and be 


682 


left in the dark to enjoy it. That is all. 
After doing this, I could never look her 
in the eyes as Robert Warburton. I shall 
dine with the folks on Sunday. I shall 
confess all only to Nancy, who has always 
been the only confidante I have ever had 
among the women.” 

There was a pause. I could bring no 
words to my lips. Finally I stammered 
out: “Nancy knows. I told her every- 
thing last night. I broke my word with 
you, Bob, but I could not help it. She 
was crying again over what she thinks to 
be your heartlessness. I had to tel] her.” 

“What did she say?” rising abruptly. 

“She laughed, and I do not know when 
I have seen her look so happy. There'll 
be a double wedding yet, my boy.” I 
was full of enthusiasm. 

“IT wish I could believe you, Chuck; I 
wish I could. I’m rather glad you told 
Nan. I love her, and I don’t want her to 
worry about me.” He gripped my hand. 
“You will do just as I ask?” 

“To the very letter. Will you have a 
little Scotch to perk you up a bit? You 
look rather seedy.” 

“No,” smiling dryly. “If she smelt 
liquor on my breath I should lose my po- 
sition. Good by, then, till Sunday.” 

I did not go to New York that night. 
I forgot all about going. Instead, I went 
to Nancy, to whom I still go whenever I 
am in trouble or in doubt. 
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Friday morning. 

Miss Annesley possessed more than the 
ordinary amount of force and power of 
will. Though the knowledge of it was 
not patent to her, she was a philosopher. 
She always submitted gracefully to the 
inevitable. She was religious, too, fecl- 
ing assured that God would provide. She 
did not go about the house, moaning and 
weeping; she simply studied all sides of 
the calamity, and looked around to sce 
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what could be saved. There were mo- 
ments when she was even cheerful. There 
were no new lines in her face; her eyes 
were bright and eager. All persons of 
genuine talent look the world confidently 
in the face; they know exactly what they 
can accomplish. As Karloff had advised 
her, she did not trouble herself about the 
future. Her violin would support her 
and her father, perhaps in comfortable 
circumstances. The knowledge of this 
gave her a silent happiness, that kind 
which leaves upon the face a serene and 
beautiful calm. 

At this moment she stood on the ver- 
anda, her hand shading her eyes. She 
was studying the sky. The afternoon 
would be clear; the last ride should be a 
memorable one. The last ride! Tears 
blurred her eyes and there was a smother- 
ing sensation in her throat. The last 
ride! After to-day Jane would have a 
new, strange mistress. If only she might 
go to this possible mistress and tell her 
how much she loved the animal, to obtain 
from her the promise that she would be 
kind to it always. How mysteriously the 
human heart spreads its tendrils around 
the objects of its love! What is there in 
the loving of a dog or a horse that, losing 
one or the other, an emptiness is created? 
Perhaps it is because the heart goes out 
wholly and without distrust to the faith- 
ful, to the undeceiving, to the dumb. but 
loving beast, which, for all its strength, 
is so helpless. 

She dropped her hand and spoke to 
James, who was waiting near by for her 
orders. 

‘James, you will have Pierre fill a sad- 
dle-hamper; two plates, two knives and 
forks, and so forth. We shall ride in 
the north country this afternoon. It will 
be your last ride. To-morrow the horses 
will be sold.” How bravely she said it! 

“Yes, Miss Annesley.” Whom were 
they going to meet in the north country? 
“At what hour shall I bring the horses 
around ?” 


Drawn by Harrison Fisher 
"DO YOU MEAN TO TELL ME THAT YOU HAVE NOT GUESSED THE RIDDLE? 
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“At three o’clock, promptly, James. 

She entered the house and directed her 
steps to the study. She found her father 
arranging the morning’s mail. She drew 
up a chair beside him, and ran through 
her own letters. An invitation to lunch 
with Mrs. the Secretary of State; she 
tossed it into the waste-basket. A din- 
ner-dance at the Country Club, a ball at 
the Brazilian Legation, a tea at the Ger- 
man Embassy, a box party at some com- 
ing play, an informal dinner at the Ex- 
ecutive Mansion; one by one they fluttered 
into the basket. A bill for winter furs, a 
bill from the dressmaker, one from the 
milliner, one from the glover, and one 
from the florist; these she laid aside, reck- 
oning their sum-total, and frowning. 
How could she have been so extravagant? 
She chanced to look at her father. He 
was staring rather stupidly at a slip of 
paper which he held in his trembling fin- 
gers. 

“What is it?” she asked, vaguely 
troubled. 

“T do not understand,” he said, extend- 
ing the paper for her inspection. 

Neither did she at first. 

“Karloff has not done this,” went on 
her father, “for it shows that he has had 
it discounted at the bank. It is canceled; 
it is paid. I did not have twenty thou- 
sand in the bank; I did not have even a 
quarter of that amount to my credit. 
There has been some mistake. Our real- 
estate agent expects to realize on the home 
not earlier than Monday morning. In 
case it was not sold then, he was to take 
up the note personally. This is not his 
work, or I should have been notified.” 
Then, with a burst of grief: “Betty, my 
poor Betty! How can you forgive me? 
How can I forgive myself?” 

“Father, I am brave. Let us forget. 
It will be better so.” 

She kissed his hand and drew it loving- 
ly across her cheek. Then she rose and 


moved toward the light. She studied the . 


note carefully. There was nothing on 
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it save Karloff’s writing and her father’s 
and the red imprint of the bank’s cancel- 
ation. Out of the window and beyond 
she saw James leading the horses to the 
watering trough. . Her face suddenly 
grew crimson with shame, and as suddenly 
as it came the color faded. She folded 
the note and absently tucked it into the 
bosom of her dress. Then, as if struck 
by some strange thought, her figure grew 
tense and rigid against the blue back- 
ground of the sky. The glow which stole 
over her features this time had no shame 
in it, and her eyes shone like the waters 
of sunlit seas. It must never be; no, it 
must never be. 

‘We shall make inquiries at the bank,” 
she said. “And do not be downcast, 
father; the worst is over. What mistakes 
you have made are forgotten. The fu- 
ture looks bright to me.” 

“Through innocent young eyes the fu- 
ture is ever bright; but as we age we find 
most of the sunshine on either side, and 
we stand in the shadow between. Brave 
heart, I glory in your courage. God will 
provide for you; He will not let my 
shadow fall upon you. Yours shall be 
the joy of living, mine shall be the pain. 
God bless you! I wonder how I shall ever 
meet your mother’s accusing eyes?” 

“Father, you must not dwell upon this 
any longer; for my sake you must not. 
When everything is paid there will be a 
little left, enough till I and my violin find 
something to do. After all, the world’s 
applause must be a fine thing. I can even 
now see the criticisms in the great news- 
papers. ‘A former young society woman, 
well known in the fashionable circles of 
Washington, made her début as a concert 
player last night. She is a stunning 
young person.’ ‘A young queen of the 
diplomatic circles, here and abroad, ap- 
peared in public as a violinist last night. 
She is a member of the most exclusive sets, 
and society was out to do her homage.’ 
‘One of Washington’s brilliant young 
horsewomen,’ and so forth. Away down 
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at the bottom of the column, somewhere, 
they will add that I play the violin rather 
well for an amateur.” In all her trial, 
this was the one bitter expression, and 
she was sorry for it the moment it escaped 
her. 

Happily her father was not listening. 
He was wholly absorbed in the mystery 
of the canceled note. 


She had mounted Jane and was gath- 
ering up the reins, while James strapped 
on the saddle-hamper. This done, he 
climbed into the saddle and signified by 
touching his cap that all was ready. So 
they rode forth in the sweet freshness of 
that November afternoon. A steady wind 
was blowing, the compact white clouds 
sailed swiftly across the brilliant heavens, 
the leaves whispered and fluttered, hither 
and thither, wherever the wind listed; it 
was the day of days. It was the last ride, 
and fate owed them the compensation of 
a beautiful afternoon. 

The last ride! Warburton’s mouth 
drooped. Never again to ride with her! 
How the thought tightened his heart! 
What a tug it was going to be to give 
her up! But so it must be. He could 
never face her gratitude. He must dis- 
appear, like the good fairies in the story- 
books. If he left now, and she found out 
what he had done, she would always think 
kindly of him, even tenderly. At twilight, 
when she took out her violin and played 
soft measures, perhaps a thought or two 
would be given to him. After what had 
happened, this contemptible masquerad- 
ing and the crisis through which her 
father had just passed, it would be im- 
possible for her to love him. She would 
always regard him with suspicion, as a 
witness of her innocent shame. 

He recalled the two wooden plates in 
the hamper. Whom was she going to 
meet? Ah, well, what mattered it? After 
to-day the abyss of eternity would yawn 
between them. How he loved her! How 
he adored the exquisite profile, the warm- 
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tinted skin, the shining hair! . . . And 
he had lost her! Ah, that last ride! 

The girl was holding her head high 
because her heart was full. No more to 
ride on a bright morning, with the wind 
rushing past her, bringing the odor of 
the grasses, of the flowers, of the earth 
to tingle her nostrils; no more to follow 
the hounds on a winter’s day, with the 
pack baying beyond the hedges, the gay, 
red-coated riders sweeping down the field; 
no more to wander through the halls of 
her mother’s birthplace and her own. 
Like a breath on a mirror, all was gone. 
Why? .- What had she done to be flung 
down thus ruthlessly? She, who had been 
brought up in idleness and luxury, must 
turn her hands to a living! Without be- 
ing worldly, she knew the world. Once 
she appeared upon the stage, she would 
lose caste among her kind. ‘True, they 
would ‘tolerate her, but no longer would 
her voice be heard or her word have 
weight. 

Soon she would be tossed about on the 
whirlpool and swallowed up. Then would 
come the haggling with managers, long 
and tiresome journeys, gloomy hotels and 
indifferent fare, curious people who de- 
sired to see the one-time fashionable belle; 
her portraits would be lithographed and 
hung in shop-windows, in questionable re- 
sorts, and the privacy so loved by gentle- 
women gone; and perhaps there would be 
insults. And she was only on the thresh- 
old of the twenties, the radiant, blooming 
twenties ! 

During the long ride (for they covered 
something like seven miles) not a word 
was spoken. The girl was abiding her 
time ; the man had nothing to voice. They 
were going through the woods, when they 
came upon a clearing through which a 
narrow brook loitered or sallied down the 
incline. She reined in and raised her crop. 
He was puzzled. So far as he could see, 
he and the girl were alone. The person, 
for whom, he reasoned, he had brought 
the second plate, was nowhere in sight. 
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A flat boulder lay at the side of the 
stream, and she nodded toward it. War- 
burton emptied the hamper and spread 
the cloth upon the stone. Then he laid 
out the salad, the sandwiches, the olives, 
the almonds, and two silver telescope- 
cups. All this time not a single word 
from either; Warburton, busied with his 
task, did not lift his eyes to her. 

The girl had laid her cheek against 
Jane’s nose, and two lonely tears trailed 
slowly down her velvety checks. Present- 
ly he was compelled to look at her and 
speak. 

“Everything is ready, Miss.” He 
spoke huskily. The sight of her tears 
gave him an indescribable agony. 


She dropped the bridle-reins, brushed 


her eyes, and the sunshine of a smile . 


broke through the troubled clouds. 

“Mr. Warburton,” she said gently, 
“Jet us not play any more. I am too sad. 
Let us hang up the masks, for the comedy 
is done.” 


XXVI 


How silent the forest was! The brook 
no longer murmured, the rustle of the 
leaves was without sound. A spar of sun- 
shine, filtering through the ragged limbs 
of the trees, fell aslant her, and she stood 
in an aureola. As for my hero, a species 
of paralysis had stricken him motionless 
and dumb. It was all so unexpected, all 
so sudden, that he had the sensation of 
being whirled away from reality and bun- 
dled unceremoniously ‘into the unreal. 

. She knew, and had known! A 
leaf brushed his face, but he was senseless 
to the touch of it. All he had the power 
to do was to stare at her. . . . She 
knew, and had known! — 

Dick stepped into the brook and began 
to paw the water, and the intermission of 
speech and action came to an end. 

“You . . . and you knew?” What 
a strange sound his voice had in his own 
ears! 
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“Yes. From the very beginning I 
knew you to be a gentleman in mas- 
querade; that is to say, when I saw you 
in the police-court. The absence of the 
beard confused me at first, but presently 
I recognized the gentleman whom I had 
noticed on board the ship.” 

So she had noticed him? 

“That night you believed me to be 
your sister Nancy. But I did not know 
this till lately. And the night I visited 
her she exhibited some photographs. 
Among these was a portrait of you with- 
out a beard.” 

Warburton started. And the thought 
that this might be the case had never 
trickled through his thick skull! How 
she must have laughed at him secretly! 

She continued: ‘Even then I was not 
sure. But when Colonel Raleigh declared 
that you resembled a former lieutenant 
of his, then I knew.” She ceased. She 
turned to her horse as if to gather the 
courage to go on; but Jane had her nose 
hidden in the stream, and was oblivious 
of her mistress’s need. 

He waited dully for her to resume, for 
he supposed that she had not yet done. 

“T have humiliated you in a hundred 
ways, and for this I want you to forgive 
me. I sent the butler away for the very 
purpose of making you serve in his stead. 
But you were so good about it all, with 
never a murmur of rebellion, that I grew 
ashamed of my part in the comedy. But 
now... ” Her eyes closed and her 
body swayed; but she clenched her hands, 
and the faintness passed away. “But for 
you my poor father would have been dis- 
honored, and I should have been forced 
into the arms of a man whom I despise. 
Whenever I have humiliated you, you 
have returned the gift of a kind deed. 
You will forgive me?” 

“Forgive you? There is nothing for 
me to forgive on my side, much on yours. 
It is you who should forgive me. What 
you have done I have deserved.” His 
tongue was thick and dry. How much did 
she know? 
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“No, not wholly deserved it.” She 
fumbled with the buttons of her waist; 
her eyes were so full that she could not 
see. She produced an oblong slip of pa- 

er. 
: When he saw it, a breath as of ice en- 
veloped him. The thing she held out 
toward him was the canceled note. For a 
while he did me the honor to believe that 
I had betrayed him. 

“IT understand the kind and generous 
impulse which prompted this deed. Oh, 
I admire it, and I say to you, God bless 
you! But don’t you see how impossible 
it is? It can not be; no, no! My father 
and I are proud. What we owe we shall 
pay. Poverty, to be accepted without 
plaint, must be without debts of grati- 
tude. But it was noble and great of you; 
and I knew that you intended to run 
away without ever letting any one know.” 

“Who told you?” 

“Noone. I guessed it.” 

And he might have denied all know- 
ledge of it! 

““Won’t you .. . won’t you let it be 
as it is? I have never done anything 
worth while before, and this has made me 
happy. Won’t you let me do this? Only 
you need know. I am going away on 
Monday, and it will be years before I see 
Washington again. No one meed ever 
know.” 

“Tt is impossible!” © 

“Why?” 

She. looked away. In her mind’s eye 
she could see this man leading a troop 
through a snow-storm. How the wind 
roared! How the snow whirled and ed- 
died about them, or suddenly blotted them 
from the sight! But, on and on, reso- 
lutely, courageously, hopefully, he led 
them on to safety... . He was speak- 
ing, and the picture dissolved. 

“Won't you let it remain just as it is?” 
he pleaded. 

Her head moved negatively, and once 
more she extended the note. He took it 
and slowly tore it into shreds. With it he 


was tearing up the dream and tossing it 
down the winds. 

“The money will be placed to your 
credit at the bank on Monday. We can 
not accept such a gift from any one. You 
would not, I know. But always shall I 
treasure the impulse. It will give me 
courage in the future ... when I am 
fighting alone.” 

“What are you going to do?” 

“I? I am going to appear before the 
public,” with assumed lightness; “I and 
my violin.” 

He struck his hands together. ‘The 
stage?” horrified. 

“T must live,” calmly. 

“But a servant to public caprice? It 
ought not to be! I realize that I can not 
force you to accept my gift, but this I 
shall do: I shall buy in the horses and 
give them back to you.” 

“You musn’t. I shall have no place to 
put them. Oh!” with a gesture full of 
despair and unshed tears, “why have you 
done all this? Why this mean masque- 
rade, this submitting to the humiliations 
I have contrived for you, this act of gen- 
erosity? Why?” 

Perhaps she knew the answers to her 
own questions, but, womanlike, wanted to 
be told. 

And at that moment, though I am not 
sure, I believe Warburton’s guarding an- 
gel gave him some secret. advice. 

“You ask me why I have played the 
fool in the motley?” finding the strength 
of his voice. “Why I have submitted in 
silence to your just humiliations? Why I 
have acted what you term generously? 
Do you mean to tell me that you have not 
guessed the riddle?” 

She turned her delicate head aside and 
switched the grasses with her riding-crop. 

“Well,” flinging aside his cap, which 
he had been holding in his hand, “TI will 
tell you. I wanted to be near you. I 
wanted to be, what you made me, your 
servant. It is the one great happiness 
that I have known. I have done all these 


HAROLD MACGRATH 


things because . . . because, God help 
me, I love you! Yes, I love you, with 
every beat of my heart!” lifting his head 
proudly. Upon his face love had put the 
hallowed seal. “Do not turn your head 
away, for my love is honest. I ask noth- 
ing, nothing; I expect nothing. I know 
that it is hopeless.) What woman could 
love a man who has made himself ridicu- 
lous in her eyes, as I have made myself in 
yours?” bitterly. 

*“No, not ridiculous; never that!” she 
interrupted, her face still averted. 

He strode toward her hastily, and for 
a moment her heart almost ceased to beat. 
But all he did was to kneel at her feet 
and kiss the hem of her riding-skirt. He 
rose hurriedly. 

“God bless you, and good-by!? He 
knew that if he remained he would lose all 
control, crush her madly in his arms, and 
hurt her lips with his despairing kisses. 
He had not gone a dozen paces, when he 
heard her call pathetically. He stopped. 

“Mr. Warburton, surely you are not 
going to leave me here alone with the 
horses?” 

“Pardon me, I did not think! 
confused!” he blundered. 

“You are modest, too.” Why is it 
that, at the moment a man succumbs to 
his embarrassment, a woman rises above 
hers? ‘Come nearer,” a command which 
he obeyed with some hesitation. ‘You 
have been a groom, a butler, all for the 
purpose of telling me that you love me. 
Listen. Love is like a pillar based upon 
a dream: one by one we lay the stones of 
beauty, of courage, of faith, of honor, of 
steadfastness. We wake, and how the 
beautiful pillar tumbles about our ears! 
What right have you to build your pillar 
upon a dream of me? What do you know 
of the real woman, for I have all the 
faults and virtues of the sex; what do you 
know of me? How do you know that I 
am not selfish? that I am constant? that I 
am worthy a man’s loving?” 

“Love is not like Justice, with a pair 
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of scales to weigh this or that. I do not 
ask why I love you; the knowledge is all 
I need. And you are not sclfish, incon- 
stant, and God knows that you are worth 
loving. As I said, I ask for nothing.” 

“On the other hand,” she continued, 
as if she had not heard his interpolation, 
“TI know you thoroughly. I have had ev- 
idence of your courage, your steadfast- 
ness, your unselfishness. Do not misun- 
derstand me. I am proud that you love 
me. This love of yours, which asks for 
no reward, only the right to confess, 
ought to make any good woman happy, 
whether she loved or not. And you would 
have gone away without telling me, 
even!” 

“Yes.” He dug into the earth with 
his riding-boot. If only she knew how 
she was crucifying him! 

“Why were you going away without 
telling me?” 

He was dumb. 

Her arms and eyes, uplifted, appealed 
to heaven. ‘What shall I say? How shall 
I make him understand?” she murmured. 
“You love me, and you ask for nothing? 
Is it because in spirit my father has com- 
mitted a crime?” growing tall and dart- 
ing a proud glance at him. 

“Good heaven, do not believe that!’ he 
cried. 

“What am I to believe?” tapping the 
ground with her boot so that the spur jin- 
gled. 

A pause. 

“Mr. Warburton, do you know what 
a woman loves in a man? I will tell you 
the secret. She loves courage, constancy, 
and honor, purpose that surmounts ob- 
stacles; she loves pursuit; she loves the 
hour of surrender. Every woman builds 
her a castle of romance and waits for 
Prince Charming to enter, and once he 
does, there must be a game of hide and 
seek. Perhaps I have built my castle of 
romance, too. I wait for Prince Charm- 
ing, and . . . a man comes, dressed as a 


groom. There has been a game of hide 
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and seek, but somehow he has tripped. 
Will you not ask me if I love you?” 

“No, no! I understand. I do not 
want your gratitude. You are meeting 
generosity with generosity. I do not want 
your gratitude,” brokenly. “I want your 
love, every thought of your mind, every 
beat of your heart. Can you give me 
these, honestly ?” 

She drew off a glove. Her hand be- 
came lost in her bosom. When she drew it 
forth she extended it, palm upward. 
Upon it lay a faded, withered rose. Once 
more she turned her face away. 

He was at her side, and the hand and 
rose were crushed between his two hands. 

“Can you give what I ask? Your 
love, your thoughts, your heart-beats?” 

It was her turn to remain dumb. 

“Can you?” He drew her toward him, 
perhaps roughly, being unconscious of 
his strength and the nervous energy 
which the sight of the rose had called into 
being. 

“Can we give those things which are 

. already ... given?” 

Only Warburton and the angels, or 
rather the angels and Warburton, to get 
at the chronological order of things, 
heard her, so low had grown her voice. 

You may tell any kind of secret to a 
horse; the animal will never betray you. 
Warburton would never tell me what fol- 
lowed; and I am too sensible to hang 
around the horses in hopes of catching 
them in the act of talking over the affair 
among themselves. But I can easily im- 
agine this bit of equine dialogue: 

Jane: Did you ever see such foolish- 
ness? 

Dick: Never! And with all this good 
grass about! 

Whatever did follow caused the girl to 
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murmur: “This is the lover I love; this 
is the lover I have been waiting for in my 
castle of romance. I am glad that I have 
lost all worldly things; I am glad, glad! 
When did you first learn that you loved 
me?” 

(Old, very old; thousands of years old, 
and will grow to be many thousand years 
older. But from woman’s lips it is the 
sweetest question man ever heard.) 

“At the Gare du Nord, in Paris; the 
first time I saw you.” 

“And you followed me across the 
ocean?” wonderingly. 

“And when did you first learn that you 
loved me?” he asked. 

(Oh, the trite phrases of lovers’ litany.) 

“When I saw you in the police-court. 
Mercy! what a scandal! I am to marry 
my butler!” 

Jane: They are laughing! 

Dick: That is better than weeping. 
Besides, they will probably walk us home. 
(Wise animal !) 

He was not only wise but prophetic. 
The lovers did walk the horses home. 
Hand in hand they came back along the 
road, through the flame and flush of the 
ripening year. The god of light burned 
in the far west, blending the brown earth 
with his crimson radiance, while the pur- 
ple shadows of the approaching dusk 
grew larger and larger. The man turned. 

“What a beautiful world it is!” he 
said. 

“T begin to find it so,” replied the girl, 
looking not at the world but at him. 


THE END 


Postscript: 


I believe they sent William back for 
the saddle-hamper and my jehu’s cap. __ 
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Iv. 


WRITERS AND READERS 


ILLUSTRATED NOTES OF AUTHORS, BOOKS AND THE DRAMA 


WE ventured the opinion not long ago 
that the career of a literary worker 
in this country is not a hazardous one, and 
this appears to be confirmed by the fact 
that Mrs. Adeline D. T. Whitney celebrated 
her eightieth birthday September 15, at her 
home in Milton, Mass., in the house which 
she has occupied for sixty years. Though 
showing some signs of infirmity, Mrs. Whit- 
ney is still at work, and her twenty-seventh 
book is to be published this month with the 
title of ‘“‘Biddy’s Episodes.” Mrs. Whitney 
was born in Boston, her father, Enoch 
Train, a well-known merchant, having been 
the founder of the Liverpool packet line of 
steamers. Her first literary work was pro- 
duced when she was thirty-five, a “Mother 
Goose for Grown Folks.” The next book 
was “Chequassett Boys,” and it met with so 
good a sale that her publisher encouraged 
her to write a book for girls. ‘Faith Gart- 
ney’s Girlhood” was the result, and with 
the exception of Miss Alcott’s “Little 
Women,” it is doubtful if any other book 
for girls has been so successful. In nearly 
all of her stories Mrs. Whitney has por- 
trayed youthful characters, and as she has 
kept pace with the aims and ambitions of 
the modern youth, her books have never 
shown the fullness of the years to which 
she has attained. 


DMUND Clarence Stedman, the poet, 

who is a Wall Street broker of means, 
is credited with the dictum that “art must 
be followed as a means of subsistence to 
render its creations worthy,” and the further 
assertion that we should distrust writers 
“who come not in by the strait gate but 
clamber over the wall of amateurship.” 
These remarks furnish a text for Henry 
W. Boynton to arraign “the amateur dab- 
bler” in the Critic. He says: 

“This is a class which joyfully regards 
literature as a trick upon which any one 


may have the luck to stumble. Otherwise 
its members have perhaps little in common. 
It includes earnest young persons who wish 
to make literature a means of escape from 
behind the counter; as a safer mode of 
gambling than playing the market with the 
content’s of one’s employer’s till. They go 
in for all the prize short-story competi- 
tions; they write millions of bad verses 
which they have no possible means of 
knowing to be bad. Above all, they write 
novels and romances, to the detriment of 
the publisher’s reader more than of the 
public, no doubt. There are here and there 
stupid rich persons who look for fame as 
another world to conquer, and would not 
disdain a little superlative pocket-money 
by the way. There are numerous other 
pretty clearly defined species of this dab- 
bling genus. We need not enumerate them. 
They have no lack of zeal, but they have a 
common lack of integrity.” 

Would it be unfair to ask Mr. Stedman 
and Mr. Boynton if their attitude toward 
writing would not tend to an aristocracy in 
literature as offensive, useless and menac- 
ing as the aristocracy of society? Would it 


‘ not bar out Charles Lamb, whose efforts at 


writing arose from a desire to ‘“‘escape from 
behind the counter’’ of an India house, and 
many another illustrious name in litera- 
ture? Mr. Boynton asks further: “What 
possible excuse can anybody have to-day 
for sitting down in cold blood to concoct a 
fresh novel for pay?” That is exactly the 
position taken by the Scotch reviewers who 
tried to stem the rising tide of British gen- 
ius in the early days of the Nineteenth 
Century. Their names are forgotten, but 
who will forget Keats, or Shelley, or By- 
ron, whom they tried to kill? 

A great many foolish books are written 
and a good share of them are published, 
but whose fault is that? Does not the 
blame rather rest on the class Mr. Boyn- 
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ton represents—the publishers? A New 
York publishing house which made a spe- 
cialty of bringing out only books the cost 
of which was guaranteed by the writers, re- 
cently went to the wall. This would not 
indicate that it was hard for the amateur 
dabbler to obtain a publisher willing to pay 
him a royalty. Mr. Boynton has a good 
deal to say about the greed of these writers 
for royalties and the gambling chance of 
that literary success, but is not this dupli- 
cated in the greed of the publishers? Is it 
not a fact that the latter issue this fearful 
output of which Mr. Boynton complains, 
in the hope that among the shoal of fiction 
bearing their imprint will be one “David 
Harum?” We know of one New York 
house of great age and respectability which 
candidly avows this. 

As to insisting upon art being followed 
as a means of subsistence, how many writ- 
ers, even in this golden age, live solely 
upon the product of their pens? Not Mr. 
Stedman, who deals in stocks and bonds. 
Not Mr. Boynton, who reviews books. Not 
Mr. Howells or Mr. James, the former of 
whom is obliged to cling to his editorial 
salary, and the latter of whom has inde- 
pendent means. Not Robert Browning, 
who slaved as a publisher’s reader for 
twenty years, before the income from his 
books even approached a living figure. 
There are a few of our successful Amer- 
ican and English authors who have achieved 
fortune with their novels and plays, but, 
oh, how few! Against this minority stands 
a vast fleet of men and women who have 
“anchors to windward” in the form of com- 
mercial or journalistic positions which hold 
them stable while they tempt fortune with 
their pens. 

“Amateur dabblers” is not a happy ex- 
pression. What was any of our writers but 
an amateur dabbler when he began? What 
are the publishers constantly trying to find 
but amateurs to take the place of the writ- 
ten-out veterans who are being constantly 
backed off the board? Was Alice Hegan 
Rice or Mr. Westcott a professional before 
“Mrs. Wiggs” or “David Harum” was pub- 
lished? The former had no call of poverty 
or subsistence urging her to write, and the 
latter was a country banker in comfortable 
circumstances. The books they wrote were 
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not really great, but who is to complain be- 
cause they were written? 

Stevenson warned those who contem- 
plated entering literary fields that ‘“‘what 
you may decently expect if you have some 
talent and much industry is such an income 
as a clerk will earn with a tenth or per- 
haps a twentieth of your nervous output.” 
No one was ever known to recommend his 
trade to another. Yet in spite of the dan- 
gers of the sea, there is no trouble to pro- 
cure amateur sailors; in spite of the 
chances against the prospector there is an 
army of fortune-seekers ready to rush to 
a new Dawson or Nome; in spite of the 
failures in crops, new millions till the soil 
every year. And so there is no end of re- 
cruits in the writing ranks, and every once 
in a while a “dabbler” climbs “over the 
wall of amateurship’’ and Mr. Boynton hails 
his book with praise and Mr. Stedman 
makes him welcome at the Century Club. 
Let these prophets of warning take cheer. 
Who knows but another Charles Lamb is 
keeping books for the Standard Oil Com- 
pany, or a Walt Whitman is preparing him- 
self for immortality in an East-Side sweat 
shop. 


Me: Harry Leon Wilson, author of “The 
Spenders,” “The Lions of the Lord,” 
and a new and very different book, “The 
Seeker,” has for his illustrator one who is 
under his constant direction—his wife. And 
the only drawback to this is that it is much 
more than likely that an artist so original 
and independent in her methods as Rose 
Cecil O’Neill will not submit to undue sug- 
gestion even from the author of the book 
she is illustrating. From the outset of her 
career this young woman has shown that 
her own way was the way she liked. She 
was no more than fourteen years of age 
when she competed for a prize offered by 
the Omaha World-Herald for the best orig- 
inal drawing. Miss O’Neill’s drawing was 
a symbolic one, and had so much of in- 
tensity and tragic strength that the man- 
agement accused Miss O’Neill of having 
copied a picture by Doré. But a careful 
search among Doré’s portfolios failed to 
reveal any study of the same subject, and 
the young girl carried off the prize. Her 
talent became known to the artists in Oma- 
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ha and they expressed themselves as willing 
to help her. Instruction was offered her. 
Miss O’Neill made an effort to accept these 
tenders, but proved impatient. She desired 
to run and was asked to walk. She was 
expected to copy flower pieces when she 
wished to be depicting a thousand interest- 
ing and exciting things. She had a sense 
of humor magnificently developed, as well 
as a perception of the dramatic qualities of 
art. She drew at once badly and magnifi- 
cently. That is to say, she did tremendous- 
ly graphic and interesting things in the 
wrong way. But she succeeded. She went 
to Chicago, then to New York. She worked 
by passionate fits and starts; and never by 
any chance failed to be amused and divert- 
ed by life or to let her impressions of it 
ooze out at the tips of her fingers. Pres- 
ently opportunity opened its gates to her. 
Her illustrations were in demand; her pic- 
torial jokes were popular; her weird elf- 
pictures, accompanied by equally uncanny 
and fascinating letter-press furnished by 
herself, were features of The Cosmopolitan. 
Expositional advertisers liked her work for 
the bill boards. The beautiful Irish girl 
who had, in Omaha, lived at the top of a 
clay bank in a half-ruined house, began to 
have more money than she knew what to 
do with. Or rather, she began to have the 
money to use in her own large-hearted way. 

_Her family, consisting of her father and 
mother, three brothers, and two sisters as 
beautiful as herself, were living in the 
Ozark mountains, where they were proving 
up on some three hundred acres of scenery. 


They had built them a modest house, which . 


Cecil made into a typical country mansion 
of fifteen rooms, with a staircase that suit- 
ed her ideas of what a staircase should be, 
and porches for dreams and chambers that 
adapted themselves to studio purposes. 
Forty miles from any railroad, in the suave 
wilderness of Missouri, was built a great 
hall, lined with books, supplied with a 
Steinway, decorated with artist proofs, 
paintings and modelings, the souvenirs of 
artist friends, and in this home Cecil and 
her talented husband, Mr. Wilson, spend 
the greater part of their winters. There 
are wild turkeys to be had in the front 
yard, and more exciting game near at hand. 
The beautiful sisters and the growing 
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brothers were sent to New York and to 
Omaha for their education. The little girl 
who used, in the days of her picturesque 
poverty, to go in outgrown and shabby 
frocks, but with a flaunting silken shawl or 
scarf draped about her fine shoulders, to 
the delight of all lovers of the picturesque 
and the scandal of all conventional persons, 
dreaming her bright dreams among the un- 
responsive streets of Omaha, has come into 
her own while she is still young. 

All this is not saying that the schools 
might not have helped her. She could still 
study drawing and do no harm to art. But 
her imagination, her graphic power, her 
distinction of style, her humor and piquan- 
cy of method have brought her success 
while she is still on the dawn side of thirty. 
May her fancies increase and her drawing 
improve. : 


OUR hundred of Thomas Nast’s best 


cartoons are to appear in the biogra- 


- phy which Albert Bigelow Paine has writ- 


ten of him. The material for the biography 
was confided in person to Mr. Paine by the 
author. It will be remembered that Mr. 
Nast, who understood laughter better than 
most men, chose the hero’s solemn part at 
the last. He was consul-general from this 
country to Ecuador, and, in an epidemic of 
yellow fever, stayed at his post, refusing to 
leave when others did, caught the fever and 


died. 


“TD EMEMBER,”’ says a reporter in ““The 
Duke of Killicrankie,’’? “‘the para- 
graph of to-day may wrap up the package 
of to-morrow” ;—this is neatly turned and - 
witty; we expect from such a playwright 
as Captain Robert Marshall flashes of epi- 
grammatic humor, and he is lavish with his 
natural exuberance. Dialogue deftly han- 
dled and full of snap gives to this new 
farcical romance an interest that is born of 
thorough enjoyment; and though inten- 
tionally light, “The Duke of Killicrankie” 
shows humanity despite its surface conven- 
tion. However unnatural the idea of forc- 
ing a girl to love him by kidnapping her, 
the Duke and his situations fairly rollick 
away, abetted by a widow, held prisoner 
for reasons of propriety. 
“My motto,” explains this self-same lady, 
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“is ‘Once a widow, always cautious,’ and 
ringing the change on this same idea, she 
adds later: ‘One's reputation is the result 
of caution.” 

Then comes the Duke, despairing of ever 
winning the lady Henrietta; alone with 
Welby, his friend of the Chumley type, he 
finds little responsiveness: 

“I’m utterly, hopelessly wretched,” he 
cries. 

“T told you not to eat iced truffles,” is 
the rejoinder. ; 

“T didn’t. I wish 
heart that’s wrong.” 

“Then give up smoking.” 

“Fool!” 

“Fool! Well, birds of a feather flock to- 
gether.—and here we are!” 

“Seriously; I am at my wits’ end,” pleads 
the Duke. 

“Oh, well, it’s always darkest before the 
dawn.” 

“Dark, dawn? 
the weather.” 

This is the Marshall pace; and the char- 
acters are admirably cast: we doubt whether 
a more keen-spirited quartette could be 


I had. No. It’s my 


I wasn’t talking about 


brought together than Mr. Drew, Miss 
Dale, Miss Brough, and Mr. Gottschalk. 


RS. Violet Jacobs, author of ‘The In- 
terloper,”” may fall short as a love- 
romancer, but she has a very pretty notion 
of eccentricity; and, take it for all in all, 
the eccentric characters of fiction outlast 
the lovers by several generations. ‘The 
Interlopers” is worth reading, if only to 
become acquainted with a_ horse-riding, 
frowsy gentlewoman with a red wig, a 
great heart and an inimitable manner of 
expressing herself, who furnishes the caus- 
tic wit and the one profound touch of pa- 
thos in the book. To see her at the County 
Fair, seated on a blooded mare, and queen- 
ing it over the country folk, is a sight in- 
deed, as it is to witness her impetuous 
delight at seeing before her eyes, for sale, 
a water butt of the exact description which 
she has long desired in which to drown 
puppies.. “Ride, Robert, ride, for God’s 
sake, and buy the water butt!” she cries to 
her escort, who forthwith, knowing the ar- 
dor of her desires, sets spur to horse and 
secures the coveted article. 


CHARLES WAGNER 
Author of *The Simple Life” 


|" is not surprising that M. Charles Wag- 
ner, author of “The Simple Life,” finds 
in America his best audience. He has never 
had the typical French mind. The pro- 
found conscientiousness, the subjectivity of 
his thought—never morbid—are character- 
istics of the English mind, as so frank a 
critic as M. Taine was wont to concede. 
M. Wagner, it is reported, is not a great 
celebrity in his own country, but there is 
no denying that here in America he has at- 
tained a popularity as an essayist and moral 
guide second only to Maeterlinck. 


HE satisfaction will be universal when 

it is learned that Joseph Conrad’s 
coming novel, ‘Nostromo, a Tale of the 
Seaboard,” unlike his preceding one, is to 
be all his own. The partnership of Mr. 
Conrad and Mr. Hueffer, like most literary 
partnerships, was a thing to be regretted. 
A book is, after all, no matter what its sub- 
ject, an exposition of temperament, and the 
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enjoyment which the reader has in_ it 
springs from the sensation of being made 
acquainted with an unusual, or if the book 
be great, with a dominating personality. It 
is an acquaintance of an intimate sort, in 
which the reader gives as little or as much 
as he pleases—appreciation being his part 
of the contract—and the writer gives all 
that he has in him to give. But the reader, 
though he is so indulged and personally so 
reticent, like all selfish persons, exacts a 
great deal. He wishes for a continuity, not 
only of ideas, but of personality, of what, 
for lack of a better word, may be termed 
magnetism. He is annoyed at the overlap- 
ping of one intellectual photograph upon 
another. His impressions are blurred. He 
suffers from confusion, from a sense of not 
being taken into the confidence of the 
writer, and from the feeling that he is be- 
ing played with. The wise reader believes 
in his books. Once he resigns himself to a 
biography, a history or a novel, he puts 
himself more or less in the position of a 
little child and desires to be credulous. It 
is through his credulity and his unques- 
tioning confidence that he derives his pleas- 
ure. But how shall he put confidence in 
two relators who supplement each other, yet 
seem not in perfect accord as to their con- 
ception of characters, or their understand- 
ing of a psychical situation, or their agree- 
ment about the arrangement of the hero’s 
house? The unreality of the tale obtrudes 
itself. It is no longer as a ship, full-rigged, 
with swelling sails, pounding along before 
the breeze; but a miserable makeshift of 
a craft, her ribs half covered, her rigging 
wrong, tumbling in the trough and bound 
for no port! 

It is easy to understand that in some fe- 
licitous hour, two fellow writers, full of 
after-dinner beneficence, may agree to col- 
laborate; but they do themselves an injus- 
tice, and they lose the regard of the public. 


HE death of Mrs. Kate Chopin removes 

from the West one of its most talented 
writers. Mrs. Chopin was an artist of ex- 
quisite refinement, the beauty and _ singu- 
larity of whose work passed unnoticed, or 
all but unnoticed in a day of the swift tri- 
umph of more spectacular work. Her home 
was in St. Louis, where she moved with the 
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French rather than the American group, 
but found in neither, perhaps, the compan- 
ions who would incite her to sustained 
work. Her talent was treated by her and 
probably by her friends as something cas- 
ual, whereas it was so fine a thing as to, de- 
serve comparison with that of George W. 
Cable. It is not because their subjects were 
similar that this comparison is sugge%ted 
so much as because of the finish and fasci- 
nation of their work. Both had a trick of 
insinuating rather than baldly relating a 
fact; both knew how to give a quality of 
elegance to a character without specifying 
that it was elegance, and both could pre- 
sent a simple situation in such a manner as 
to make it dramatic. Both were deficient 
in plots ; both were at their best in their de- 
lineation of naive characters. Mrs. Chop- 
in’s published books ought to have been 
supplemented by others; but she was a sen- 
sitive and a proud woman, and the indiffer- 
ence of the public to work which she must 
have known was of an exceptional quality, 
discouraged her. She practically ceased to 
write. Had she lived in the East or in 
England, or had she written twenty years 
ago, her fine abilities would have brought 
her appreciation. But she chanced upon 
an expositional time, and her beautiful and 
finished miniatures took up too small a 
space on walls devoted to striking and 
gawdy canvases, for them to receive their due. 


““SCIENCE and Immortality” is the in- 
teresting subject of an essay soon to 
appear by Dr. William Osler of Johns 
Hopkins Hospital. It is not known by the 
writer that Dr. Osler’s contention will be 
the proof of immortality, or of inextin- 
guishable continuity by means of mathe- 
matics; but such a proposition has received 
enthusiastic consideration by a certain well- 
known back-yard astronomer, and it is like- 
ly that Dr. Osler may have undertaken the 
same problem. Dr. Osler has been asked 
to join the faculty of Oxford University, 
England. He has the especial approval of 
King Edward to succeed Sir John Burdon 
Sanderson, a very distinguished physician, 
as Regius Professor of Medicine at Ox- 
ford. This honorable recognition of Dr. 
Osler’s abilities follows that of Harvard in 
granting him its highest honorary degree. 
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ILIAN Bell is a clever writer of con- 

versation, and “At Home With the 
Jardines,” her new novel, is said to exploit 
this entertaining talent of hers. The per- 
tinent inquiry and the swift retort are in- 
stinctive with her. She can “build’—as the 
gown-makers say—a provocative and di- 
verting book. 


““ ANNA, the Adventuress” has gone into 

the fourth edition in America and the 
third in England. Mr. E. Phillips Oppen- 
heim has as adroit a fashion of handling 
London life, as Benson or Hichens. Noth- 
ing succeeds better than cleverness. It is 
the age of electricity, and displays of illu- 
minations are popular. 


OSALIND Richards, the daughter of 

that charming story teller, Mrs. Laura 
E. Richards, has taken to book writing, 
which is not surprising considering her 
mother, and the fact that her grandmother 
is Julia Ward Howe. Her first venture is a 
collection of stories for children called 
“The Nursery Fire.” + 


ALFRED HENRY LEWIS 
Author of "The President” reviewed elsewhere 


702 


“““"-HACKERAY'’S Letters to an Ameri- 

can Family,” which have been run- 
ning in the Cornhill Magazine, are to ap- 
pear in book form. These letters, were 
addressed to the family of Mr. George Bax- 
ter, of New York City, a home where the 
novelist found a welcome which he appre- 
ciated. The introduction and notes to the 
book are by Miss Lucy Baxter; and many 
characteristic drawings and little odd 
sketches and comments made by the author 
of “Vanity Fair’ are reproduced. 


|" is reported that the advance orders on 
“The Affair at the Inn,” by Kate Doug- 
las Wiggin and others, twice made it nec- 
essary to enlarge the size of the first edi- 
tion, previous to the appearance of the book 
upon the market. “Rebecca of Sunny Brook 
Farm” has been translated into German. 


ATE Douglas Wiggin, the Misses Jane 
and Mary Findlater, and “Allan Me- 
Aulay” are answerable for “The Affair at 
the Inn.” Critics have pronounced it a suc- 
cess, and the unusual instance of a collabora- 
tion of four authors prompts the query: 
“How did they do it?” 

Far south in Devon, in beautiful Tor- 
quay, these four women, well known in the 
literary world, inet last summer at “Mount 
Stuart,” the villa of the Misses Findlater, 
and there they were wont to hold converse 
over the teacups on matters of life and ‘lit- 
erature. One day, when this Woman's Par- 
liament was in session, Mrs. Wiggin, voic- 
ing, as usual, the inventive spirit of America, 
suddenly cried: ‘“‘Here are we, four authors, 
idling away these sunny days when we 
might, by putting our combined wits to- 
gether, be producing some little comedy of 
life and manners, and amusing ourselves 
hugely at the same time.” The other three 


were reluctant to accept the idea. Argument | 


and comment followed, broken in a few 
minutes by other matters, and destined not 
to be resumed until the whole party had left 
Torquay for the moors and secluded them- 
selves in a Devonshire farmhouse. 

One memorable morning, soon after their 
arrival, when the storm of wind and rain 
was so fierce as to make walking or driving 
impossible, the indomitable Mrs. Wiggin 
returned to the attack begun in Torquay. 
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“This is too stupid!” she cried. ‘Let us 
at least play a literary game and make a 
story for fun!” She produced pencils and 
paper and, deaf to the remonstrances of her 
fellow authors, forced the tools of their 
trade upon them. 

“The scene of our story is to be an inn 
on Dartmoor,” she insisted. ‘Four travelers 
meet at this hostelry, and there the romance 
will be marked out. Each one of us must 
take a character, explain it, introduce it at 
the inn, and the story will be begun. We 
will take half an hour for the first scene.” 
In a moment all was silence, save for the 
buzz of pencils and rustle of paper. The 
half-hour over, the authors’ reading began. 
Fach one protested, of course, that she had 
done nothing worth while and had had no 
ideas; but as the reading went on modesty 
became a thing of the past, and peals of 
laughter greeted each new record. 

Behold, the relationships had established 
themselves! The pieces had fallen into line 
for the immortal game of “Love’s Check- 
mate.” Virginia Pomeroy, a Richmond (U. 
S. A.) beauty; Mrs. Macgill, an inconse- 
quential invalid of Tunbridge Wells; Ce- 
celia, her downtrodden companion; and 
lastly, a hero with a mouth-filling name, Sir 
Archibald Maxwell Mackenzie of Kindar- 
roch !—such was the beginning of the story. 

Enthusiasm continued to burn. Walking 
or driving, the little moorland comedy was 
constantly under discussion, and the favorite 
diversion was the writing of a chapter. The 
general plan of procedure at each sitting 
was to read what had been written up to 
date, and then talk over and decide upon 
the next event. That point settled, each au- 
thor wrote her own version of the episode, 
and all were read and compared at the close 
of the sitting. 

The readings were always times of great 
amusement. The pieces on the board woke 
to life and took matters into their own 
hands. Sir Archibald was “dour,” and Mrs. 
Macgill grew so spiteful that it became next 
to impossible to live under the same roof 
with her. 

But finally the king and queen assumed 
their rightful places; the knights and pawns 
supported their lord and the bishop an- 
nounced the banns,—and thus the little 


comedy came to a happy end. 
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A NEW book of poems is to appear from 
the pen of Mary Mapes Dodge. The 
title is a modest one—‘Poems and Verses.” 
It consists of a gathering together of the 
best product of her pen for many years. 


CCASIONALLY we are given sporad- 

ic productions of our great dramatists; 
yet the present generation of Americans 
still remains in ignorance of the world’s 
greatest plays. We glance over a year’s 
repertoire of the Comédie Francaise, and 
recognize Racine, Corneille, and Moliére 
side by side with modern playwrights. But 
to most of the American play-going peo- 
ples, to mention Les Précicuses Ridicules 
would be to name an unknown quantity. 
We have no National Theater at present; 
still, we believe a manager would find more 
profit in a brisk translatidn of Moliére than 
in “Military Mad” and “Jack’s Little Sur- 
prise,” the first of the season’s failures. 
In lieu of good plays we are often given 
bad plays, and the old masterpieces, though 
new to us, are passed by. But between the 
antipodes of our modern pleasure, that is 
to say, between spectacular and farce on 
the one hand, and society plays and Ibsen- 


ism on the other, is there not some room for 


the world’s great dramas? 


R. Leslie W. Quirk has written a book 
about “How to Write a Short Story.” 
Without paying much attention to style he 
addresses himself to plot, which he seems 
to consider all important. After outlining 
several ideas which he thinks are taking in 
character he says: 

“Suppose the girl over there should come 
to you, silently and mystcriously, and place 
a roll of greenbacks in your hand, with the 
words, ‘To pay for your burial.’ How 
would it end? 

“Or suppose you stumbled over that bush 
there and dropped into a deep hole, where 
you lay, far below the surface, listening to 
the drip! drip! of water near you. And 
suppose you became thirsty, and crawled 
nearer for a drink, and instead of water 
found a stream of red blood gurgling 
among the rocks.” 

And he wishes to know how you would 
explain that. If you did explain it viva- 
ciously enough, you would have, according 
to his ideas, a good short story. 
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Mr. Quirk advises against the use of the 
first person and of dialect, and of the letter 
or diary form. He would have the short 
story the relation of associated incident. 
As to selling the story after it is written, he 
says: “Study the market.” 

The subject of plots is a provocative one, 
and a number of authors have written about 
it, some seriously, and others whimsically. 
Mr. Bernard Capes published an article on 
the subject. Thomas Baily Aldrich has a 
fanciful chapter in his ‘‘Ponkapog Papers’’ 
on plots, the following being weird enough 
to tempt the excursive and adventurous 
writer to take a throw at the subject, so to 
speak. “Imagine,” he says, “all human 
beings swept off the face of the earth, ex- 
cepting one man. Imagine this man in 
some vast city—New York or London. Im- 
agine him on the third or fourth day of his 
solitude sitting in a house and hearing a 
ring at his doorbell!” 

Poe and Hawthorne both left memo- 
randa of remarkable ideas for stories which 
they never used, and it is suggested that 
some of our hard-pressed writers who be- 
gin their stories in a vacuum and end them 
in a limbo, would do well to utilize them to 
their own salvation and the mitigation of 
world’s woe on the part of their readers. 

The writer cherishes one or two very 
good ideas for stories, which he offers in 
confidence. One is that of an incident wit- 
nessed on the streets of Boston. Two well- 
dressed, fine-looking women were seen 
walking along the crowded thoroughfare in 
broad daylight, tugging between them a 
heavy trunk. They were not laughing, they 
did not look distressed. They merely 
“toted” the trunk, which was far beyond 
their strength to carry, and their faces 
made no apology for the act, though they 


_ walked a long way, and when last seen 


were continuing their journey undisturbed 
by the amazed scrutiny of the passers-by. 
Another incident occurred in a church in 
Boston, where a distinguished divine was 
preaching to a large audience. A woman 
arose from her seat, came forward, and in- 
terrupted the sermon by addressing some 
remark to the preacher. He stopped in as- 
tonishment, leaned forward and asked her 
to repeat her remark. When she had done 
so she returned to her seat and the sermon 
was continued. 
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There are other ideas waiting at the same 
source for authors out of subjects, and they 
may be had upon application. Also titles, 
of which there is a long list awaiting the 
appropriate tale, “A Fearsome Foursome” 
being the title of a golf story—just by way 
of example—which there has not yet been 
time to write. Of course only the belief 
that this confidence is made to friends too 
scrupulous to betray these ideas to any 
save those capable of utilizing them in the 
best way, induces the writer to make this 
frank mention of them. 


ARY Manning, author of “Judith of 

the Plains,” is working on a group of 
Western stories. These are to appear in 
Harper’s Magazine. Miss Manning has a 
love of things extraordinary and treats her 
west with a bold jocularity that suits it 
well. It must be confessed that “Judith 
of the Plains,” diverting as it was, lacked 
unity, and that the heroine almost disap- 
peared from view behind a crowd of more 
fascinating and surprising characters, but 
Miss Manning did as well as most with her 
first novel—did so well, indeed, that fiction 
lovers are eager to see something else from 
her pen. In the short story she will be at 
her best. 


HENRY had been writing—and 

¢ well—for three or four years, but 
had met with no very wide recognition, un- 
til a certain story of his seemed, somehow 
or other, to light a fuse and the boom went 
off, and has been lively ever since. Not 
that it all depends on his name. ‘While the 
Auto Waits,” one of his stories, he signed 
James L. Bliss. An editor of one of the 
thirty-five-cent magazines wrote James L. 
Bliss (the first time O. Henry had used the 
name) that he had been following all 
“Bliss’”’ work with great interest, and 
would like to see some of it. The fact that 
it was unrecognizable is hardly strange, so 
varied is O. Henry’s talent. Though he 
lives now quietly in New York, his life has 
been full of diverse incident. He has as 
many to tell, and as strange stories as 
Othello. Perhaps it is a case of “passion 
remembered in tranquillity.” Experiences in 
the South and West, and South America, 
and even as a druggist have left their ef- 
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fects in no end of material. In New York, 
moreover, his eye is sharp and he has lately 
been training his humor on metropolitan 
subjects,—in weekly stories for the New 
York Sunday World. He is somewhat of a 
recluse, being quite in earnest and quite 
consistent about keeping his real name 
quiet, except among his real friends. His 


JANE AND MARY FINDLATER 
Collaborators in “The Affair at the Inn” 


manuscripts are remarkable in that, once 
they are penned, he seems rarely to 
change even a line. Rather slowly he com- 
poses, but surely; and his hand-written’ 
pages are a reproach to typewriters. In 
fact, some time before his latter-day suc- 
cess, his exquisite manuscripts were a bit of 
a tradition among editors. In conversation, 
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his humor is as apt and droll as in his writ- 
ing; it is quiet and dry and crops out in un- 
expected places, with little or no facial in- 
dication. To be a victim of it is first be- 
wilderment, then relish; but always pleas- 
urable. 


N the luxuriant and eloquent pages of 
“Rachel Marr,” Morley Roberts’ fine 
novel, appears the. identical proposition 
which furnishes the central idea of that 
amazing literary production, Bernard 
Shaw’s “Man and Superman.” The idea is 
that the woman rather than the man is the 
pursuer in love, and that her responsibili- 
ties toward the race, and the instincts which 
impel her to attain her destiny, are the vital 
force of the world, and the core of its activ- 
ity. Woman is impelled by the most funda- 
mental and dominating of laws, to preserve 
the race. She has arranged life so that 
man shall be her supporter and protector 
that she may realize her destiny. The arts, 
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Whose new novel, *The Ladder of Swords,” is noticed 
elsewhere 
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sciences, commerce, all the conveniences, 
are to minister to her pleasure, or are de- 
vices by which man appears to busy himself 
that he may conceal from himself, and more 
particularly from the woman, his compara- 
tive uselessness. This is the grotesque 
fashion in which Shaw presents an ancient 
idea, which chivalry has long since put out 
of sight. His book, witty, insolent, clever, 
true, false and astonishing, has called forth 
much curious criticism. But when Morley 
Roberts takes the same theme, dignifies it, 
poetizes it and presents it with almost re- 
ligious conviction, the attitude of the reader 
toward the question is immediately changed. 
The spirit is stirred as by the sound of 
anthem at such a sentence as that which 
Maeterlinck calls attention to the responsi- 
bility of the enamored maiden: “The first 
kiss of the betrothed is but the seal which 
thousands of hands, craving for birth, have 
impressed upon the lips of the mother they 
desire.” But Shaw, by an alchemy of his 
own, degrades the idea, makes fantastic 
the conditions which he describes as ‘‘The 
tragi-comic love chase of the man by the 
woman,” and gives to love a banal inter- 
pretation. Shaw is disagreeable, sometimes 
ridiculous and occasionally stupid. For 
proof of his stupidity, read the “Maxims of 
a Revolutionist” which supplement his 
“Man and Superman.” But to pass from 
him, to Morley Roberts, it is not utterly out 
of the question that the half-conscious 
source of Mr. Roberts’ book may have been 
the ideas of Shaw. But he has received and 
transmitted these ideas as they really are. 
Mr. Shaw is of the opinion that he is the 
master of the real and one of the few men 
who beholds facts and mentions them. But 
as men walked abroad clothed, so do ideas 
appear draped in the good garments of se- 
lection, tradition, and fancy, hung about 
with jewels of the spirit, made rich with 
the embroidery of association. The actual 
facts include these decorations and drap- 
ings. To divest them of these things is to 
present them as they never appear—is, in 
fact, to misrepresent the circumstances. 
Mr. Roberts has taken the story of a 
young, beautiful and vital girl of the 
farmer class in Cornwall, and made her 
love an austere, intense and conscientious 
young dissenter of her own class. He mar- 
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ries his cousin to whom he has been es- 
poused in youth, and chokes down his 
awakening love for Rachel Marr because 
of her Catholicism, her love of pleasure 
and his Puritan suspicion that marriage 
with her means indulgence in delight un- 
tempered with sorrow or duty. Circum- 
stances reveal to each their mutual love. 
The wife of Antony Perran is cruel, tanta- 
lizing, suspicious and untruthful. Every- 
thing drives the lovers together, and the 
woman with instinct which sets at naught 
considerations of custom, openly grasps at 
love and joy. The man stands to his prin- 
ciples. The warfare of spirit goes on be- 
tween the two, consuming them both in its 
ineffectual fires. 

Follows a quotation; “What she thought, 
she knew not, for the body of man thinks 
not in words, which are a difficult art, but 
in the processes of the living matter which 
responds to the myriad rain of influences 
as the grass of the fields to the rain of 
heaven. She stayed on the height for a 
long while, and then leapt almost lightly 
down a cliff path and came to a golden 
crescent of sand by the tumbling seas. She 
sat on a jutting rib of rock and looked out 
upon the marching array of sparkling wa- 
ters. As she dreamed and grew and let the 
sea and the wind have their way with her 
great heart, sometimes the thoughts that 
were in her came to the surface as strange 
creatures of the sea come up to breathe. 
Once she started and wondered why it was 
that her soul was so set upon Antony, and 
something within her said it was because 
he loved her and was unhappy. But she 
knew that deeper still there was knowledge 
that this passion was as inexplicable as 
time and eternity and space. For the affec- 
tions of the living body are like the gift of 
time and space to man. By her affections 
she existed.” 

She accepted her destiny with a sense of 
utter fatality, and drank her dark draft 
of love to the lees—which were death. The 
book may not be a judicious one for the 
young, but there are also the old to be con- 
sidered—those who, having passed _ the 
storms of life, have come into the curious 
joys of Olympus, and may sit upon the hills 
watching sinking ships and fighting men— 
aye, and impassioned women. Mr. Rob- 
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MRS. FISKE 
Whose ambition to make her permanent stock company 
mean to the present generation what Wallacks 
and DalyS meant to the past seems 
likely to be realized 


erts’ achievement is a large one. His ar- 
dent document has been written at a white 
heat, and might have profited as a literary 
production, by some editing. But it rises 
above the close standards of the grammari- 
ans, and enters the realm of large and 
tragic poetry. Its theme is the theme of 
Tannhauser, of Faust,—of all the master- 
pieces since the Renaissance—and it is to 
be hoped that that peculiar scrupulosity 
which inclines some men to prepare their 
libraries as if for a juvenile school, will not 
militate against the success of a vital and 
profoundly moving composition. 


HICAGO, which is not easily startled, 

confessed to being so, when, in read- 
ing the death announcement of Colonel 
Ernest Ingraham, it learned that the de- 
ceased was the author of one thousand nov- 
els! A career so secretively conducted, so 
to speak, yet with such achievement, was, 
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indeed, amazing. Colonel Ingraham lived 
unostentiously in Chicago, and exercised 
the most extraordinary energy, producing, 
on an average, almost four thousand words 
a day for the thirty-four years of his life 
as a professional writer. His work found 
its publication chiefly in family papers, 
where it usually appeared under a pen 
name. He made no hullabaloo about the 
fact that he chanced to be writing instead 
of dealing in soap or pickles, and went his 
busy way, earning about seven thousand 
dollars per annum, and obtruding himself 
upon no one. He was, in other words, a 
gentleman who was under the necessity of 
earning his living and who chanced to 
adopt writing. He was the author of a 
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number of plays, one of which, ‘‘Monte- 
zuma,” ran for several years and is well 
known. He had an appetite for war, and 
after serving with the Contederacy during 
the Civil War, offered his services to the 
Khedive during the Soudanese struggle. 
He fought with Prussia in the war with 
France, and served with Cuba during the 
ten-year fight for independence. His tall, 
erect figure, with its carefully-buttoned 
frock coat, its slouched hat and flower in 
buttonhole, was a familiar sight upon the 
streets of Chicago. Colonel Ingraham died in 
the town which was, in a way, the birthplace 
of the Contederacy—Beauvoir, Mississippi. 
He was the son of the author of “‘The Prince 
of the House of David.’’ 


THE PRINTED CORRESPONDENCE 


By Jeannie Pendleton Ewing 


Cyr my letters were lightly sped; 
Now I strain for a forceful style— 

Phrases wrung from a racking head; 
Little I care if they make you smile— 
Bear with my ravings yet awhile, 

Learn my fashion and take a hint: 
Keep my veriest note on file— 

Our correspondence may yet see print! 


Once I scribbled in haste, ““Dear Ted,” 
Even beginning with “Dear Old Boy’— 

“Soul of my Soul,” and ‘‘Cherishéd,” 
These are the terms I now employ, 
Likely to please if they just don’t cloy; 

Tender words that would soften flint; 
Most erotic, and far from coy— 

But hearts are worn on the sleeve, in print. 


Once to gossip my pen was wed, 
Or it flung replies to a fond appeal; 
Now if I joke 'tis in language dead, 
And IJ tell what I ‘know not,” what I “feel” — 
Write of yearnings and moods, and deal 
In the wordy coin of the modern mint— 
Figures of speech till the senses reel, 
But oh, what joy if it all sces print! 
ENVOY. 
Soul of my Soul, thy radiance shed, 
For the light’s switched off, and beneath the glint 
Of a smoky lamp I write, half-dead, 
Correspondence designed for print! 


MYRTLE REED 


A LITTLE BIOGRAPHY WHICH WILL BE FOLLOWED FROM TIME TO 
TIME BY OTHER SKETCHES OF MEN AND WOMEN 
WHO ARE WRITING TO-DAY 


haps none of our younsters have paid 
as much attention to the foundation on 
which they builded as Myrtle Reed, of Chi- 
cago, whose first effort has become a clas- 
sic, and made her welcome wherever litera- 
ture of a higher order 
is recognized. The 
author of “‘ Love Let- 
ters of a Musician’’ 
was born in Chicago 
thirty years ago, the 
daughter of Hiram 
V. Reed, a man of 
scholarly attain- 
ments, founder of the 
Lakeside M. onthly, the 
first literary maga- 
zine published in that 
city, and Elizabeth 
A. Reed, author of 
Hindu Literature” 
"Persian Literature” 
and “Primitive Bud- 
dhism” Miss Reed 
is the only daughter; 
and being designed 
fora literary life, she 
was taken, when 
about four years old 
to Plymouth Ind : 
where for three vents 
va drew SUstenance 
and increaseq ; i 
upon Hossies nett 
sea Reed’s contributions to newspa- 
five years Periodicals for the first four or 
j re Were, in many instances, anony- 
did not ne had set her mark high, and ts 
work, Hey ote to obscure it by mediocre 
Noid purst book, “Love Letters of a 
for many 12 been simmering in her brain 
inspiration T2Onths, but was written under 
Pr icele pele less than a week. It was con- 
enough for the corner-stone, 


| N preparing for a literary reputation, per- 


and then began the real task—securing a 
publisher. It was offered to a Chicago 
house through the best critic of literature 
in that city. He returned it with the obser- 
vation that neither the fortunes of the 
house, nor of the author, nor the welfare of 
the public would be 
advanced by its pub- 
lication. It is inter- 
esting to note, in this 
connection, that the 
book has gone 
through fifteen or 
sixteen editions and 
is still selling better 
than at first, when 
it was launched with 
all the prestige of a 
“new’’ book. How- 
ever, arrangements 
were made with a 
publisher of limited 
editions, and the 

Love Letters” 
were brought out in 
a dainty volume 
bound in ooze calf 
with silk-lined cov- 
ers. These are now 
selling at fifty dol- 
lars a copy, by the 
way. Contrary to 
precedent, the Put- 
nams took up _ this 
limited edition 
with a view of giving the book a wider cir- 
culation, recognizing its salable qualities 
among folk of discriminating taste. The 
results justified the expectation, and Mr. 
George Haven Putnam, who then took a 
personal interest in the development of 
Miss Reed’s genius, had no trouble in induc- 
ing her to write a second series with the 
prefix “Later” to the title. These confirmed 
the good impression, and Miss Reed was 
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fairly launched. “The Spinster Book” fol- 
lowed, and, in course, ‘Lavender and Old 
Lace,” a New England romance. ‘The 
Shadow of Victory,” a tale of old Fort 
Dearborn, and a collaboration issued under 
the title of “Pickaback Songs,” a book of 
jingles for children, set to music and hu- 
morously pictured. The words are Miss 
Reed's. In the present publishing season 
she is found with two books, ‘““The Master’s 
Violin,” a romance in the vein of ‘Lavender 
and Old Lace,” and “The Book of Clever 
Beasts,” which is fully explained by its 
sub-title: ‘Studies in Unnatural History.” 
It is a satire, more or less gentle, on the 
prevailing craze for nature study and na- 
ture books, and the habit of attributing hu- 
man instincts and reasoning faculties to 
wild animals. 

To those who claim intimate friendship 
with Myrtle Reed she is a source of infinite 
joy. Her good nature is boundless, and she 
is never so happy or appears to so good ad- 
vantage as when she is recounting a good 
story of which she is sometimes the central 
figure, often the victim; for there is noth- 
ing she enjoys so well as playing pranks, 
even when they rebound on her own head. 
Her recreations are manifold; she enjoys 
reading the palms of her friends. This is a 
side issue and gives full scope to her power 
of observation, which, no doubt, is also the 
secret of the success of those empirics who 
make it a serious business. 

To illustrate this young woman’s readi- 
ness to play a practical joke, and the weak- 
ness of her sisters for the occult: A couple 
of vears ago Miss Reed took a steamboat 
trip to the Straits of Mackinac with a 
woman friend. Upon their return they de- 
sired to stop off at Milwaukee, but having 
been reckless in the purchase of Connecti- 
cut-made souvenirs, they found that their 
combined capital was seventy-three cents. 
There being no one on board to whom they 
could mortgage their jewels, it appeared 
that the day in Milwaukee would have to be 
abandoned and the seventy-three cents care- 
fully husbanded for the run home. The 
friend, however, was far from disconsolate. 
“You can make money out of anything,” 
she said, “and there’s no reason why you 
shouldn’t earn some on the bot.” There- 


MYRTLE REED 


upon she intimated to a talkative woman 
that Miss Reed was a palmist, and the thing 
was done. Five or six days of travel had 
enlightened her considerably in regard 
to her fellow travelers, and those who — 
were led up to her were dazed with her 
powers of penetration. A woman on board, 
who probably saw through the joke, in- 
formed Miss Reed confidentially that one 
of the women who would undoubtedly call 
upon her was having trouble with her hus- 
band on account of a light-haired widow. 
It was as predicted. The lady came, and 
Miss Reed began by saying: “You have 
had much unhappiness and many tears on 
account of a light-haired widow who has 
come between you and your husband.” The 
women threw up both hands and screamed: 
“Mein Gott!  Ain’t she wonderful*”’ 

Miss’ Reed is a member of. the Illinois 
Woman’s Press Association, of which her 
mother has been president, and highly en- 
joys the meetings, especially when a parlia- 
mentary “scrap” is on. Usually. she takes 
no part in the proceedings, being content to 
sit modestly in the rear of the hall and con- 
sole the timid husbands of those ladies who 
are taking sides in the discussion—for there 
is always a discussion at meetings of the 
Illinois Woman’s Press Association. 

Like other writers, Miss Reed is fre- 
quently asked how she does her work, and 
curious souls long to behold her in the act 
of composition. Though her work is done 
quickly when it is ready for writing, a long 
period of preparation goes before. She 
writes nothing until it imperiously presents 
itself and demands to be written, and then 
the typewriter is the natural means of ex- 
pression. Fugitive titles, promising ideas, 
and frequently whole themes are jotted 
down in an ever-ready and much worn note- 
book. “Lavender and Old Lace,” merely 
the title, was in her note-book for three 
years, without an inkling of the story which 
belonged with it. Similarly, “The Master's 
Violin” was written down eighteen months 
before the story claimed expression. Her 
working hours usually are between ten and 
four, and in that time, generally, a chapter 
is written. When the entire book is finished 
it is subjected to the most careful and pains- 
taking revision for a long period. 
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IN FRANCE AND AMERICA—A STUDY OF INTERNATIONAL 
DIFFERENCES 


By Alvan F. Sanborn 


ec 

CHANCE to have read one of Charles 

Wagner's books, myself.” said a young 

French littérateur whom I approached on 
the subject of Charles Wagner's) French 
Popularity, “because he is a friend of my 
family, but I don’t know of another among 
all my literary acquaintances who has done 
as much. In fact, the only persons I have 
ever met who read Charles Wagner assidu- 
ously are two prominent old-maid members 
of the ‘Anti-Alcoholic League.’ 
_"M. Wagner is utterly without distine- 
tion in his writings as he is in his person- 
ality,” he continued, “and we literary 
Frenchmen are not in the habit of paying 
much attention to writers who lack distine- 
tion of style, that is, not unless they have 
something very fresh and forcible to offer 
in the domain of ideas, which M. Wagner, 
apparently, has not.” 

‘1S amazement was so extreme as to be 
positively comical when I announced to him 
M. Wagner's extraordinary American vogue. 
Pectin distinction, I find, is the almost 
fae pO aati passed on Charles W ag- 
itepace cen Vv such members ot the F rench 
who eee ee as are WEEE of its existence, 
bite cara my friend’s somewhat brutal 
situation ries ly truthful statement of the 
and thee Pies alk a decided minority; 
principal hs of distinction seems to be the 
existence en for the ignorance of its 

M. V eee characterizes the majority. 
omer, elude the fact as he may by 
Proclaimin g the breadth of his sympathies 
is, after all : ‘ $ sympathies, 
“marks of th ” Protestant clergyman. The 
: © trade are unmistakable. He 
maker of homilies, even in 
200ks in which he forces him- 
more, his lone! non-sectarian ; what is 
ar rather ¢}, ilies are presented in a popu- 
Now, letter. “am in a distinguished fashion. 
€d@_s Frenchmen have a_ positive 


horror of the homily in literature. Nothing 
but unexceptionable technique can redeem 
it in their eves, They will read with zest 
the empty sermons of long-forgotten monks 
or court preachers for the purity of the 
French. They admire, no matter what their 
own religious views may be, Chateaubriand, 
Bossuct, Bourdaloue, Massillon, Pascal, 
Michelet and ®dgar Quinet, because they 
are stvlists; and they acclaimed, not so very 
long ago (even the most catholic of them), 
the Protestant Sabatier for his St. Francis 
of Assisi, “until,” as some one facetiously 
remarked at the time, “St. Francis became 
so much the mode that he was worn on bon- 
nets.” But Charles Wagner is devoid, to 
their thinking, of the indefinable something 
that would lift him into the same category. 

The French philosophical élite are as lit- 
tle impressed by Chartes Wagner as the 
literary élite. He can not be taken seri- 
ously by the seasoned philosopher to whom 
he has absolutely nothing to say. And his 
thought is not strenuous and thorough- 
going enough to satisfy the needs of the 
young man in the throes of the storm-and- 
stress period of his intellectual evolution, | 
who is determined and fearless in his quest 
of a cosmic philosophy. The student who 
has grappled with his Descartes, Spinoza, 
Kant, Hegel, Hume, Spencer, Comte, Lotze, 
Nietzsche and Schopenhauer will hardly 
turn to Charles Wagner, thereafter, for en- 
lightenment. 

A philosophy whose parti-pris of op- 
timism is so flagrant as to make the ultimate 
test of the truth of a proposition the cour- 
age it inspires and that prates glibly of 
“inner authority,’ of the “direct faith 
which dispenses with second-hand informa- 
tion because it has recourse to the source” 
of “the rationalistic method applied by 2 
religious spirit” and of “correcting reason” 
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now by conscience, now by faith and now 
by both, is not a philosophy at all—Heaven 
knows whether it is a theology !—and bears 
about the same relation to real philosophy 
as a “coffee-substitute” bears to the good, 
brown berry, or a premasticated, predigest- 
ed breakfast-food to juicy beef. 

The truth is M. Wagner is not, strictly 
speaking, a philosopher, though he aspires 
eagerly to pass for one, but a French echo 
of what is currently known in America as 
the “New Theology”; and it is just possible 
(it may be remarked in passing, without 
insistence) that it is because he really says 
nothing to us on this matter of religion he 
did not get from us and we are not thrice- 
over familiar with, that we, as a people, 
like his homilies so much. 

The general French reading public, 
without being consciouslye literary, pos- 
sesses, instinctively, the Latin cult for 
beauty of ‘phrase and insists, to a degree 
that appears almost incredible to us (Pon- 
son du Terrail, Georges Ohnet, Jules Mary, 
Dubut de Laforest and Xavier de Monte- 
pin to the seeming contrary notwithstand- 
ing) on perfection of literary form. It in- 
sists likewise, out of sheer atavism, without 
being consciously philosophical, on clear- 
ness, coherence and courage in the thought 
of the persons who assume to be its philo- 
sophical or religious leaders. It admits no 
half-way thinking and accepts no provi- 
sional, temporizing, compromise beliefs. 
“Whole hog or nothing” is its unvarying 
attitude. Its weleome of Charles Wagner, 
therefore, has not been much more cordial 
than that of the literary and philosophical 
élite. 

It comprehends absolute faith and no 
faith; a religion based on authority and 
rationalism as a revolt against authority; 
the orthodox churchman and the seceder 
from the church. But the religion that in- 
cludes rationalism and the rationalism that 
includes religion are alike incomprehensible 
to it.” It is constitutionally incapable of 
grasping the point of view of a system that 
makes alternate appeals to reason and to 
authority, that expresses rationalistic ideas 
in terms of religion and vice versa, that ex- 
plains away beliefs while pretending to 
conserve them, that calls itself Christian 
while throwing overboard the historic doc- 
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trines of Christianity and that puts forth 
colossal claims to faith in general and can 
not be pinned down to faith in anything 
in particular. 

“I think a great deal more of the curés, 
much as I hate them,” said a priest-baiting 
French workingman to me the other day, 
“than I do of these ‘liberal’ preacher-fel- 
lows who play the curés’ game for them, all 
in pretending to play ours. The curés tell 
you they’re against you, to your face, and 
fight you like men. But these other ‘lib- 
eral’ fellows, faugh! Now you see them 
and now you don’t, and when you don’t, ten 
to one they’re behind the curés! Est-ce 
vrai, pardi?” . 

In America, where we are familiar with 
a hundred sccts, and where the birth of a 
new sect is an every-day occurrence; where, 
furthermore, really outspoken free-thinkers 
have been so few; among the intellectual 
élite, that some sort of a religious label, 
even if it is meaningless, is held necessary 
to respectability, we have taken very kindly 
to the composite, convenient and non- 
committal (because constantly shifting) 
product, known as the New Theology, 
which has already conquered several de- 
nominations and is in a fair way to con- 
quer others. This New Theology appeals 
to our general good sense and accords 
admirably with our intense modernism 
which would have our religion, like every- 
thing else we have anything to do with, 
eminently practical and up-to-date. We 
can see no good reason why, in a civili- 
zation where all things are mobile, we 
should not change our religious formulas,— 
so that we do not discard réligion—as often 
as we do our postage stamps. 

But, in France, where the nation is tra- 
ditionally divided into two great and equal- 
ly distinguished camps—of believers and 
non-believers—both of which -prefer fixity 
to fluidity, the Neo-Protestantism of which 
M. Wagner is a representative, and which 
is, in the last analysis, nothing more nor less 
than American New Theology, transplant- 
ed, does not find as ready a hearing. 

It would be unjust, however, to M. Wag- 
ner, to deny that he exerts a beneficent in- 
fluence on young men who get into the fog 
of doubt and have not the patience or the 
courage to think themselves out, by provid- 


ALVAN F. SANBORN 


ing them with an optimistic, religio-philo- 
sophical refuge; or to deny that his abun- 
dant animal spirits are highly contagious 
and tend to hearten even those who can not 
accept his thought. 

M. Wagner's ethical lucubrations are 
scarcely more popular with his countrymen 
than those in which religion is involved. 
The reason for this is to be found in the 
highly developed) French social instinct 
which makes the Frenchman protoundly in- 
different to questions of individual morality. 

As an individual, he does not feel the 
need of advice regarding the way he should 
live. It would be impossible to imagine a 
French Tupper, Samuel Smiles, J. G. Hol- 
land or Dwight Newell Hillis with a large 
following. Books of moral counsel stand 
but a sorry show in France at the present 
time and have never, so far as I know, been 
popular there, except when they could pro- 
duce (like the “Télémaque’’ of Fénelon, the 
“Fables” of La Fontaine, the “Maximes” of 
De Ia Rochefoucauld and the “Caractéres” 
of Bruytre) some other title to recognition 
than the advice they gave. When the 
Frenchman fingers the great French moral- 
ists, it is not tor guidance, but for their 
style or for their revelations of human na- 
ture. 

The typical Frenchman does not know 
whit conscience means—in the introspect- 
ive and highly individualistic Anglo-Saxon 
usage of the term. He is not introspective. 
He takes life as he finds it. His social in- 
stinct is so strong that the collective con- 
science is the only conscience of whose ex- 
istence he is vitally aware. And this respect 
for the collective, as against the individual, 
conscience, is as true, broadly speaking, of 
the Frenchman who is not a good Catholic 
as of the Frenchman who is; exaltation of 
the authority of the individual being as for- 
eign to the spirit of the Latin races as it is 
foreign to the spirit of the Roman Catholic 
Church. Problems of conduct do not trou- 
ble him; they do not even interest him. Per- 
sonally and individually, he knows perfect- 
ly well what he has to do in any given case. 
He knows what is usual, what is customary; 
this suffices him. As to whether this some- 
thing that is usual, this something that is 
customary is “right” or “wrong” is rot for 
him but for society to decide. If this some- 
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thing is “wrong,” society has but to change, 
at this point, its code. He follows the social 
code. ('a se fait or ¢a ne se fait pas; on 
fait ga or on ne fait pas ga; these eminently 
impersonal dicta satisfy all his scruples and 
are unassailable in his eves. 

Nothing would surprise and puzzle him 
more in conscientious, individualistic Amer- 
ica than the sermons, the newspaper sym- 
posiums, the Christian Endeavor, Y. M. C. 
A. and W. C. T. U., ete., manifestoes and 
the interminable discussions in literary so- 
cieties and debating clubs and between pri- 
vate individuals of all grades of society re- 
garding questions of purely personal moral- 
itv; discussions as to whether this, that or 
the other way of acting, in this, that or the 
other contingency for this, that or the other 
person is “right” or “wrong.” The ple- 
thora of publications of advice, of one sort 
and another, to young men just starting in 
life and the E. P. Roe-Pansy type of fiction 
would surprise and puzzle him almost as 
much. ; 

I have said that problems of conduct do 
not interest the Frenchman. This is not 
quite just. It would be more correct to say 
that they do not interest him in their bear- 
ings on his individual actions, but only, in 
the large, in their bearings on collective ac- 
tion, in their general effect on society; as 
social problems, that is, for society to solve. 
He is intensely interested, as a matter of 
fact, none more so, in problems of conduct 
as problems of society; but, as personal 
problems, they simply do not exist for him. 
In a word, his interest in them is of the ab- 
stract, impersonal order, and, when he oc- 
cupies himself with them, it is not subject- 
ively, but objectively—his own personality 
being practically lost sight of. Young 
Frenchmen debate ethical ideas as ideas 
with a view to determining their value as 
social forces, not with a view to deciding on 
the spot what they ought or ought not to do 
this day or the next. 

There is never a dearth in the production 
in France of books about morals, as distin- 
guished from books inculcating morality, and 
never a dearth of appreciative readers for 
them. And if “Jeunesse” stands out from 
the rest of Charles Wagner’s books, in the 
French estimate, as far and away the best 
piece of work he has done, it is because, 
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first, it was marked by a close approach to 
genuine literary distinction and because, 
secondly, it contained an admirable, almost 
masterly, survey and synthesis of the play 
and interplay of contemporary moral forces, 
and not because of the specific counsel it 
gave. 

M. Wagner, who is saturated with Eng- 
lish and American individualistic ideas and 
who looks at life, broadly speaking, from 
the Anglo-Saxon point of view, has written 
to Frenchmen as if they had individual con- 
sciences; in other words, he has written to 
his compatriots as an American, burdened 
with a sense of moral responsibility for his 
fellows, would write to his compatriots— 
with fervent and reiterated appeals to said 
(non-existent) individual consciences. It is 
not surprising, therefore, that Americans 
rather than Frenchmen have been reached 
by his efforts. 

One prefers to think, as an American, 
that President Roosevelt’s public commen- 
dation of “The Simple Life” was the occa- 
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sion rather than the cause of Charles Wag- 
ner’s popularity in America; that the 
approval of our President would have 
produced little or no lasting effect, if M. 
Wagner’s writings had not responded to 
some pressing need of our American na- 
tures. To assert the contrary would be to 
belittle wantonly our intelligence and intel- 
lectual independence as a people. By all 
means, let us give ourselves the benefit of 
the doubt, at this point, if doubt there be. 
But, why, in the name of all that is honest 
and worthy in our Americanism, have we, as 
a people, hardened our hearts and sealed 
our ears so long to our own Thoreau and 
our own Walt Whitman, who proclaimed 
the glory of simple living with the author- 
ity and the virility of mighty intellects and 
temperaments, since we yield ourselves so 
readily to the second-hand Americanism of 
a foreigner, who rises rarely above mediocrity! 
Are our own apostles of simplicity too great 
for us or simply too thoroughgoing that we 
discriminate against them? 


LEONARDO DA VINCI 
By Charlotte Becker 


IFELONG he strove to fathom science, art, 
The wisdom of the ages, and the ways 

He best the laws of beauty might impart, 
More wonderful to make those ancient days. 


But vain his service, and too high his aim 

For aught but dreams. Yet, though he failed the while,— 
His griefs were solaced, had he known his fame 

Should live for ever in a woman’s smile! 


THE READER’S STUDY 


Will D. Howe, Editor 
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HE passage of the Stamp Act in 1765 
marks the end of colonial literature in 
America. Beginning with that year, the 
writings of the following two decades deal 
especially with the great struggle for inde- 
pendence. The twenty years after 1786, 
the date of the publication of Freneau’s 
first volume of poems, introduce to the 
world the first writers of distinction in 
America—Irving, Cooper and Bryant. 
The researches of the late Moses Coit 
Tyler have made it possible for us to know 
of the first of these two periods with a com- 
pleteness not excelled by any other quarter 
of century of our literary history. Under 
the guidance of this distinguished historian 
and critic we may have presented to us a 
collection of pamphlets, essays, sermons, 
letters, songs, ballads and satires which 
lend a new interpretation to one of the 
great eras of the world’s history. Walter 
Pater has said, “Nothing which has ever in- 
terested living men and women can wholly 
lose its vitality * * * nothing about 
which they have ever been passionate or ex- 
pended time and zeal.” This statement is 
eminently true of the writings of America 
in the years between 1765 and 1786. In no 
cther country has the written record more 
accurately expressed the varying degrees of 
passion, the surging of despair and hope, 
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the quick alternation of defeat and victory, 
in short, all the changes of that momentous 
period. A search through the literary re- 
mains of those years shows at first the colo- 
nies fearful of the word independence, then 
the young nation little knowing its power 
and its reserved force, and finally a repub- 
lic strong in its purpose and clear in its 
ideas and ideals. The student of this liter- 
ary expression will be amply rewarded for 
his labor, as he will receive a clearer impres- 
sion of the meaning of the Revolution to the 
people of the day than he ever had from the 
pages of history. 

Of the writings of 1765 to 1786, those 
inspired by the struggle for liberty were 
more numerous, more vital and in every way 
more important. The names of many of the 
men who helped to swell the bulk of essays 
and pamphlets put forth to help or hinder 
tle republican cause will always lie in ob- 
livion, yet some achieved such definite re- 
sults that their names will forever inspire 
American loyalty and patriotism. The writ- 
ings of these men constitute the greatest 
heritage which Americans possess and 
which they would least willingly surrender 
of anything produced in the three centuries 
of our country’s life. 

The learned James Otis, filled with the 
knowledge of the classics, stirred the patri- 
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ots of 1764 in his “Rights of the British 
Colonies Asserted and Proved.” John 
Adams pronounced him the most ardent 
and most influential of all the writers 
of those early years. The fearless and vig- 
orous John Adams, always pleading with 
trenchant argument for the rights of the in- 
dividual man as against any institution or 
corporate authority; Rev. Jonathan May- 
hew, erudite, polished, dignified, ever ready 
to pierce the armor of his antagonist; John 
Witherspoon, president of the College of 
New Jersey, of whom it has been worthily 
said, “he was the first to illustrate in a high 
degree the possibilities for influence to be 
found in the very modern and _ peculiar 
function of an American college president ;” 
Samuel Adams, whom John Fiske placed 
second to Washington in influence upon his 
time; John Dickinson, whose ‘“Farmer’s 
Letters,” running in the papers from 1767 
to 1768, brought the author immediate fame 
and made him the most talked-about man 
on the continent; Thomas Paine, brilliant, 
zealous and_ diligent, whose “Common 
Sense,” in 1776, was “‘the first open and un- 
qualified argument in championship of the 
doctrine of American Independence”; 
Franklin, diplomat and statesman; Wash- 
ington, always dignified, clear and practical 
—scant courtesy is paid to these men, their 
work or their influence by these few words 
of praise. 

Three others, remarkable and interesting, 
possessed literary gifts of a high order, 
Francis Hopkinson, Alexander Hamilton 
and Thomas Jefferson. The first was the 
most facile, most humorous and most versa- 
tile. He wrote essays, pamphlets, poems, 
satires, fables, everything to catch the eye 
of the reader. He accepted any subject and 
adapted it to any style; he knew how to 
wield the bludgeon or the rapier, to damn 
or to caress, to stir anger or to excite mirth. 
The English poets, Butler and Churchill, 
inspired his satirical verse; he must have 
known Swift as a model for his sarcasm 
and his prose satire. To read Hopkinson is 
delightful even to-day, if we take his satire 
of Lord Howe’s campaign or of Burgoyne’s 
invasion, his portrayal of King George or 
his treatment of many of the trivial inci- 
dents of the war. Great was the influence 
of such a man, who never lost heart and was 


AMERICAN LITERATURE 


quick with a song or ballad to cheer his 
drooping countrymen. 

Alexander Hamilton, a young West In- 
dian, had entered Kings College and, as an 
undergraduate of seventeen years, assailed 
the opponents of independence. In miscel- 
laneous essays, the young collegian massed 
facts and arguments with unanswerable 
logic and showed himself complete master 
of his theme. That a mere boy should write 
“The Vindication of the Acts of Congress” 
seems little less than wonderful. 

We close the list of these political writers 
with the name of Thomas Jefferson. Of 
the men named above, probably no one 
could have expressed so well the idea for 
which the young Republic was to stand. He 
felt the pulse of the people and in his im- 
mortal Declaration phrased the conception 
which was most nearly the national one. 
Though Jefferson has left us many a fine 
passage of good prose, he wished that his 
tombstone should bear only these words, 
“Here was buried Thomas Jefferson, author 
of the Declaration of Independence.” We 
shall not pause for criticism of this noble 
document. Suffice it to say that it represents 
the enthusiasm and idealism of Jefferson 
and his fellows, that it has nobly served its 
purpose through the years of our Republic 
and that to-day it remains as the best ex- 
pression of the ideas for which our fore- 
fathers fought and died. 

We have known these men from the pages 
of history. How much more interesting they 
become when we turn the pages of their 
written work! Some were notable for erudi- 
tion, some for literary style, some were more 
versatile, some more logical, all were ear- 
nest, zealous, eager for the truth, and wrote 
with the conviction of the martyr. The 
reader can not but pause to contrast these 
men and their writings with the men of the 
colonies. The latter were  casuistical, 
searching for the mysterious and symbol- 
ical, given to forms and fastings. Their 
eighteenth century descendants worked for 
the practical end and were not slow in find- 
ing the direct means to that end. 

To observe the influence of the writings 
of the men named above is perhaps not dif- 
ficult. The fame of Dickinson’s “Farmer's 
Letters,” of Paine’s “Common Sense,” of 
Hamilton’s and Madison’s “Federalist” was 
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direct and immediate. Yet these men and 
others knew that the influences upon the 
human mind are often quite subtle. They 
knew the power of rhyme and of the jingle 
of the ballad. No one can count the fire- 
sides and campfires with their anxious 
groups that were cheered by a late ditty of 
Hopkinson, Freneau, Trumbull or others 
of the nameless host of song-writers. Crude 
the war songs usually were, yet they often 
served to beguile the long tramp or to pass 
the time in the winter’s camp. 

In 1777 Hopkinson lifted the hearts of 
his countrymen by his ballad. Two stanzas 
will serve to show the stirring power of this 
song: 


“Make room, oh! ye kingdoms in hist’ry re- 


nowned,— 
Whose arms have in battle with glory been 
crowned,— 
Make room for Amcrica,—another great 
nation 
Arising to claim in your council a station.” 
* * * * * * 


“To arms, then, to arms!—’t is fair free- 
dom invites us; 

The trumpet, shrill sounding, to battle ex- 
cites us; 

The banners of virtue unfurled shall wave 
o’er us. 

Our heroes lead on, and the foe fly before 


” 


us. 


Most of Hopkinson’s verse was but dog- 
gerel, but it equaled battles to the weary 
and disheartened Americans and “gave 
them the luxury of genuine and _ hearty 
laughter in very scorn of the enemy.” By 
many people, Francis Hopkinson is remem- 
bered only as the author of the “Battle of 
the Kegs” (1777). In literary quality this 
ballad is inferior to many of the things by 
the same author, but its popularity was im- 
mediate in every part of the country and 
thousands willingly stood by and listened. 


“Gallants attend and hear a friend, 
Trill forth harmonious ditty. 
Strange things I'll tell which late befel 
In Philadelphia city.” 


As is well known, this ballad was founded 
upon a real incident. The Americans sent 
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down the river to Philadelphia kegs of gun- 
powder to annoy the British shipping. Up- 
on the fear and alarm which these kegs oc- 
casioned, Hopkinson composed his famous 
piece. 

Every age sets its stamp of immortality 
upon the work of some favorite author, lit- 
tle thinking that only a generation later the 
judgment may be reversed. Who of to-day 
knows “McFingal’’? A century ago the ef- 
frontery of such a question would have pre- 
vented its asking. The author of this piece, 
at one time the most popular poem in 
America, was John Trumbull, who was born 
fifteen years before the Stamp Act, and 
lived for twenty years after our second war 
with England. After a youth, famous for 
his precocity, Trumbull entered Yale, grad- 
uated in 1773, entered upon the study of 
Inw at Boston, but gave that up when he 
found himself best fitted for the writing of 
satirical poetry. Ever since his graduation 
Trumbull had been a diligent student of 
English literature. His work shows the 
influence of Gray, Dryden, Churchill, and 
especially Butler. In 1776-1782, he pro- 
duced the ““McFingal,” a mock-heroic poem 
on the war of the Revolution, which soon be- 
came the most celebrated piece in Amer- 
ica. Tyler calls it ‘‘one of the world’s 
masterpieces in political badinage.” This 
poem in iambic tetrameter begins shortly 
after the Battle of Lexington in a town not 
far from Boston. The four parts show us 
the troubles of a ranting, loquacious Squire 
McFingal, who championed in town meet- 
ing the doctrine of submission to parlia- 
ment. Besides this satire, Trumbull wrote a 
series of papers in the style of Addison, 
modeled on the plan of the Tatler and 
Spectator. He stoutly opposed the slave- 
traffic, and advocated in prose and poetry 
the cause of freedom. After the manner of 
Gray, Trumbull wrote several odes which 
are the best of his verse. His chief claim to 
fame lies in his strenuous upholding of the 
freeman’s cause, in the realism of some of 
his satire and his sympathetic appreciation 
of some of the great English poets. Though 
we find a line here and there of real poetry, 
we lay aside Trumbull’s contribution with 
the feeling that the real poet has not yet ap- 
peared. 

The coming of the first man of poetic 
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genius 1s generally applied to Philip Fren- 
eau, born in 1751 and died in 1832, the year 
of the death of Scott and Goethe. For 
more than four score years this man lived 
his active life, always watching the deeds of 
his country, always fighting for the cause 
of liberty with a bitterness and hatred 
unexcelled in years when bitterness and 
hatred were all too common. During the 
past few months a new edition of Fre- 
neau’s poems has in part appeared and 
is not likely to dim the rising splendor of 
the first American poet. In Freneau, we 
find the first elastic verse, the full swing of 
the long line, the flight of fancy that up- 
lifts, something in short, of the range of the 
true genius. At first, Freneau felt the chill- 
ing effect of the time upon his poetic pow- 
ers, but he did not yield like Gray. Rather 
with a saeva indignatio of Swift, he began 
to lash all the enemies of the Revolutionary 
cause. He hounded King George with per- 
sistent zeal, he struck at the Tories and all 
traitors, he protested against the inhuman- 
ity of the British prison ship. Beside his 
satirical poems, Freneau wrote some which 
are noteworthy for a touch as light and 
graceful as it is delightful. “The Wild 
Honeysuckle,” “Indian Burying Ground,” 
“Eutaw Springs,” “To a Honey Bee,” are 
pathetic reminders of what Freneau might 
have been had his lot fallen in pleasanter 
places. There breathed in him the spirit of 
the poet. He had read and loved English 
poetry, and shows the influence of Milton, 
Gray, Dryden, Pope, Churchill; he knew 
French poetry, and was well versed in the 
Latin satirists. A precursor of Wordsworth 
in love of nature, of Bryant in choice of In- 
dian themes, a companion of Burns and 
Cowper in sympathy with all forms of ani- 
mal life, Freneau was not the equal of any 
of these. He was the first American poet in 
training and in feeling, in fancy and in 
metrical skill. 

In addition to the verse of these three 
poets, there were innumerable songs and 
ballads on the various incidents and char- 
acters of the war—made to stir the hearts 
of the insurgents. Most of these, though 
mere doggerel, are often lively and humor- 
ous and have the power of singing them- 
selves. 

While following the successes and re- 
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verses of the insurgent party in ballad 
and in song, we may forget that many 
persons within our borders did not sym- . 
pathize with the war for independence. 
This body of Loyalists, or Tories, as they 
were more commonly called, greatly va- 
ried in numbers and in aggressiveness as 
the war went on. Within the fold were 
gathered many highly educated and profes- 
sional men, many conservative thinkers, the 
majority of office-holders, and finally many 
of the wealthy men who feared that their 
property might be endangered by the suc- 
cess of American arms. We should not 
think for a moment that all these men were 
actuated by mean and selfish purposes. The 
writers who espoused the Loyalist cause 
were, doubtless, often as sincere as their op- 
ponents and indeed must at times have suf- 
fered greatly by being on the unpopular 
side. To read Boucher’s essays, the papers 
of the “Halifax Gentleman,” and of the 
“Westchester Farmer,” or the poetry of 
Odell or Stansbury, we receive a different 
impression of the Tory from that diabolical 
conception which has come to us from our 
school histories. 

Out from the storm of battle, we pass 
now into the calm of peace. From 1786 to 
1809 the foundations were laid for a real 
national literature. Other forms such as the 
drama and the novel had their rise, and 
America became known as possessed of cer- 
tain writers. Could there be a greater calm 
after a storm than to pass to the Journal of 
John Woolman, the comparatively obscure 
Quaker whe became an apostle of unselfish 
devotion to the teachings of Christ. John 
Woolman started his Journal with these 
words, “I have often felt a motion of love 
to leave some hints in writing of my experi- 
ence of the goodness of God, and, now, in 
the thirty-sixth year of my age, I begin this 
work.” It is difficult to speak of a life so 
pure, so pious and so helpful in all good 
things as this gentle but zealous Quaker. 
Equally difficult is criticism of his writing, 
reflecting perfectly the stainless character 
of its author. An Indian, one time in his 
audience, made this comment upon his 
preaching, “I love to feel where words come 
from.” Perhaps this illustrates best of 
all the hold which Woolman had upon 
all who knew him. Of his writing, William 
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Ellery Channing once said it was “beyond 
comparison the sweetest and purest auto- 
biography in the language,” and Charles 
Lamb advised every one to “get the writ- 
ings of John Woolman by heart.” Nothing 
in the range of American literature is better 
worth knowing than this simple, unadorned 
journal, breathing of the peace and love 
which are not of this world and throwing 
over everything the cover of genuine Chris- 
tian faith and hope. 

It was inevitable that the new Republic 
should foster idealists, men who thought 
the new world indeed the land of milk and 
honey. A pleasing and illustrious example 
of this class of men was J. Hector St. John 
de Crevecoeur, a refined and philosophical 
gentleman, who in 1782 published a series 
of letters purporting to come from an Amer- 
ican Farmer on the manners and customs 
of the British Colonies in North Amer- 
ica. The situation, pleasures, employ- 
ments of the American farmer are de- 
scribed, besides natural scenes, the habits of 
snakes, birds and animals. In one chapter 
Crevecoeur tries to define an American. 
“What then is the American, this new man? 
He is neither an European or the descend- 
ant of an European, hence that strange 
mixture of blood which you will find in no 
other country. I could point out to you a 
family whose grandfather was an English- 
man, whose wife was Dutch, whose son mar- 
ried a French woman and whose present 
four sons have four wives of different na- 
tions. [One wonders whether Crevecocur 
ever read Defoe’s ‘“‘Trueborn Englishman.” ] 
* * * The American is a new man who 
acts upon new principles; he must therefore 
entertain new ideas and form new opinions.” 
This book, hopeful and idealistic, interest- 
ing and even vivid in its description, soon 
won a wide circle of readers. Tyler thinks 
that ‘‘its idealized treatment of rural life 
in America wrought quite traceable effects 
upon the imaginations of Campbell, Byron, 
Southey, Coleridge, and furnished not a 
few materials for such captivating and airy 
schemes of literary colonization as that of 
‘Pantisocracy.’ ” 

In 1750, William Hallam, of London, 
conceived the idea of forming a stock com- 
pany for the purpose of coming to America 
to produce plays. We have the names of 
twenty of the twenty-four plays assigned 
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for study before leaving England. Some of 
these were “Merchant of Venice,” “Ham- 
let,” “Othello,” ‘Richard III,” the rest were 
tragedies, comedies and farces by seven- 
teenth and eighteenth century writers. The 
deck of the ‘‘Charming Sally” served as the 
stage for the regular rehearsals during the 
voyage. On the 5th of September, 1752, was 
performed at Williamsburg the first play, 
“Merchant of Venice,” and this was the 
first performance by a regular company in 
America. The prologue written for this 
first performance deserves repetition: 


“To this New World, from famed Britan- 
nia’s shore, 

Through boist’rous seas where foaming bil- 
lows roar, 

The Muse, who Britons charm’d for many 
an age 

Now sends her servants forth to tread 
your stage; 

Britain’s own race, though far removed, to 
show 

Patterns of every virtue they should know.” 


The first theater, built at Annapolis in 
1752, was dedicated by “Richard III” 
in July of that year. For a half century 
the regular days of performance were Mon- 
day, Wednesday and Friday. The plays be- 
gan at six or seven o'clock, and every bill- 
board and advertisement contained the no- 
tice that no one would be allowed behind 
the scenes. The first American play, writ- 
ten by an American and acted by a regular 
company was “The Contrast,” by Royal 
Tyler of Boston, “‘a comedy which derived 
its name from the fact that its motive was 
the contrast between homely Americanism 
and frivolous foreign society, as represent- 
ed in the reigning fashions and in the man- 
ners of affected travelers just returned from 
abroad.” Boston still held out against the 
theater, and it was not till 1793 that the act 
was repealed. In the following year the 
Federal Street Theater was opened, the 
first permanent theater in New England. 
We have record of one hundred plays 
written in America from the early sixties to 
1820. Some of these are feeble dramatiza- 
tions of the romances of Cooper and Scott. 
Some are based upon Indian themes, such 
as Pocahontas and the famous tragedy of 
Ponteach (1766), some deal with war he- 
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roes and traitors and battles. These early 


efforts in dramatic form are indeed crude, - 


yet it is the crudeness of the amateur who 
tries to give a form and realistic setting to 
the incidents of American life. 

As we have traced the progress of our 
literary development, we have noted many 
changes. We have seen the passing of the 
puritanic ideals, we have seen the drama— 
against which Puritanism always set its 
face—creeping into Boston and establish- 
ing itself there in the last decade of the 
eighteenth century. Like the play, the 
novel first saw the light after the puritanic 
influence had waned. As with our first 
poetry in Colonial days, so our first novel, 
“Charlotte Temple” (1790), was written 
by a woman, Mrs. Susanna Rowson. Over 
twenty-five thousand copies of this “Tale 
of Truth” were sold within a short time. 
In 1792, Mrs. Rowson published “Re- 
becca,” a picture of English and American 
life in the days of the Revolution. This 
story abounds in war scenes, the death and 
burial of soldiers, the distress caused by 
plundering houses, ete. The works of Mrs. 
Rowson are all didactic and sentimental, 
loaded down with a moral, but they have 
value in the incidental description of the 
life and customs of the times. 

Next to Franklin and Freneau, the great- 
est literary figure of the last half of the 
eighteenth century was Charles Brockden 
Brown. Though his health was never good, 
the young writer once settled to the 
profession of authorship was able in his 
brief thirty-nine years to turn the atten- 
tion of England toward the new coun- 
try, to start a line of influence for Poe 
and Hawthorne and to give promise of 
a real literary genius. Beside a number of 
essays on political, historical and geograph- 
ica] subjects, he wrote seven novels or ro- 
mances, all between 1798 and 1801, the most 
important of which are “Wieland, or The 
Transformation,” “Arthur Mervyn, or Me- 
moires of the Year 1793,” “Edgar Huntly,” 
“Jane Talbot” and “Clara Howard:” These 
stories quickly crossed the Atlantic and ex- 
erted a positive influence on England and 
English literature. Brown attempted to be 
American in theme and in setting. It is a 
commonplace of criticism to say that his 
style is inflated, that it lacks simplicity and 
ease, that it is melodramatic, that he de- 
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lights in the morbid and the horrible, that 
his books are full of diseased people, of se- 
cret closets, mysterious whispers, the un- 
welcome midnight visitor, that his stories 
lack literary structure, yet we are indebted 
to him for the start in real fiction, for the 
description of many characters and scenes 
of that day which otherwise would have 
passed for ever. He tells us of the traveling 
musician, the roving Indian, the roads of 
the country, the farm-house, the stage-coach, 
the city of Philadelphia stricken with yel- 
low fever. We do not wonder that the pub- 
lic weleomed Brockden Brown as the lcad- 
ing man of letters in America. As such he 
must have been considered in America and 
in England. And in the field of imaginative 
prose he had no predecessor, but he laid the 
foundations for the American novel and the 
short story which came forth with such 
splendor a half century later. — 

We have reviewed hastilv the literary 
work produced in America during the years 
immediately preceding and following the 
Revolution. From a group of distinct colonies, 
a new nation has arisen. In 1765 few even 
thought of independence, in 1809 few 
wished for the old order. The literature of 
these forty-five years shows this change in 
a remarkable manner. It reveals the early 
fear and anxiety of the men of ’60, the 
spreading doubt of the men of ’75 and the 
firm conviction of the men of ’80 that abso- 
lute liberty would alone satisfy. These 
years are filled with yearning, with enthusi- 
asm, with hope, with bitterness, with hatred, 
with all the passion of people in a great 
world-struggle. Of the years of the war the 
highest expression is the Declaration of In- 
dependence; of the years immediately fol- 
lowing, Washington’s Farewell Address 
with its appeal for unity, for non-sectional- 
ism and for the preservation of the Consti- 
tution is the typical expression. This period 
is likewise characterized by the rise of the 
drama and of fiction in the novels of Brock- 
den Brown, by the first real and definite in- 
fluence of English literature upon the works 
of American writers, by the influence of 
American writers upon England in the let- 
ters of Dickinson, the poems of Freneau, 
the idealistic description of Crevecoeur, the 
practical sayings of Franklin, the keen and 
logical prose of Hamilton and Jefferson and. 
the romantic stories of Brockden Brown. 


THE LAST HOPE 
BY HENRY SETON MERRIMAN 

HE accomplished weaver of tales makes 

himself felt in the pages of this pleas- 
ing story. It has a mellow flavor which 
makes one linger over its perusal as one 
lingers over an old and attested vintage. 
A tremendous cleverness which flowered in 
a wealth of epigram, sometimes more keen 
than kind, has always been the hall-mark 
of Mr. Merriman’s productions. In this, his 
last, the cleverness is still apparent; but it 
is so humanized that exactly that word does 
not occur to one as its sufficient explanation. 
The alluring phrase, the pat definition are 
to be met with in this book as in others, but 
they impress one as less spectacular in in- 
tention, as bounded by a broader and more 
sympathetic spirit. 

The story is of a Royalist attempt to 
place upon the throne of France, during 
the presidency of Louis Napoleon, in 1850, 
an English-born sailor, supposed by his sup- 
porters to be the grandson of Louis XVI. 
The character of the young sailor, “Loo 
Barebone,” a name so easily translated to 
Louis Bourbon, is frankly and charmingly 
conceived. Only, however, because he is the 
principal in the book is special mention 
made of the skill shown in his portrayal. 
For that which distinguishes this romance 
from most of its kind is the delicacy and 
keenness with which the character lines are 
drawn, a skill embracing distinctions in na- 
tional types as well the differentiation of 
individuals. 

The story is not packed down and run- 
ning over with events, after the fashion of 
Mr. Stanley Weyman. But of stirring hap- 
penings there is, as gentlewomen used to 
say, “an elegant sufficiency,” and these have 
atmosphere. They have a local habitation 
which is felicitously realized. They are im- 
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bedded in a happy and facile commentary 
on life. 

Nothing is better in the book than the 
author’s failure to explain his hero’s claims. 
Was he the heir of the Bourbons, or was he 
not? The question is left floating in the 
air. The old Marquis thought he was, and 
he knew something of kings. At least there 
can be no question that ‘Loo Barebone,” 
his schemes and those of others for him, all 
gone to nothing, died royally rescuing his 
humble English shipmates from the cruelty 
of the sea. 

“The Last Hope” will not rank in im- 
portance or in vigor, perhaps, with other 
of Mr. Merriman’s books, ‘The Sowers,” or 
“Roden’s Corner,” for instance. It is, how- 
ever, the most pleasing of them all. Ur- 
bane, accomplished, mellow,: “The Last 
Hope” is a fitting book with which to say 
good-by to his readers. A touch of sadness 
in it makes one think of autumn, of autumn 
touched with gold. 


Charles Scribner’ Sons, New York 
Price $1.50 


A LADDER OF SWORDS 
BY SIR GILBERT PARKER 

“"T-HE evanescent bell booming of the 

distant past” (to quote Mr. James 
Huneker) lures the story-tellers one by one 
and holds them thrall to the spirit of the 
long-ago. Thus it is that the age of Eliza- 
beth seems so real,—since its chivalry, its 
sins, its loves, its restless energy and its 
hardy optimism have captivated the heart 
of the novelist, and, through him, the heart 
of the reader, gentle and barbarian. 

Sir Gilbert Parker has given his picture 
the dash and sweep of real life, and has 
spread over it all an impressionistic glow 
of romantic beauty. Few makers of pic- 
tures of the past could have done this as he 
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has done it. The romance of the story is 
almost idyllic, while its appeal to the heart 
is quite plain and without affectation,— 
that is to say, genuine. 

It is more picturesque than literal in just 
the proportion that romance should be more 
personal and suggestive than historical. So 
wholesome and vital is its mood that, like 
a happy heart, “it doeth good like a medi- 
cine.” It is a tonic for a relaxed heart—an 
antidote for pessimism. It is a little dissi- 
pation of the author’s fancy that is wholly 
charming and never taxing. It is built on 
a smaller scale,—being slighter in plot and 
generally less strenuous,—than “The Right 
of Way.” For ourselves, we have a lurking 
preference for it over the former work. Its 
craftsmanship is, of course, of the same ad- 
mirable sort; its hint of tragedy is not in 
the least painful, and its love interest is so 
simple and deep as to appeal to the universe 
of readers. 


Harper and Brothers, New York 
Price $1.50 


THE AFFAIR AT THE INN 
BY KATE DOUGLAS WIGGIN AND OTHERS 
“THE Affair at the Inn’’ is a dainty, un- 
substantial and eye-taking creation,— 
an amusing little comedy, a bit of literary 
point lace, made up of extravagances, moor- 
land mist and fun. It is an easy, gentle and 
entirely diverting, romantic trifle, which 
ought to bring many a smile to the face of 
hard-working and undiverting humanity. 

Three women, one man and a mouse- 
colored donkey made up the cast for the 
drama, wherein each personage is of vital 
importance. Miss Pomeroy is too pretty and 
too accustomed to “starring it” to be any- 
body put the leading lady and the creature 
upon whom the somewhat sour but debonair 
Sir Archibald finally fastens his difficult 
affections. Mrs. Macgill gets so malicious 
before the proposal that it is positively un- 
chancy, but she succeeds in capturing noth- 
ing but a seat in the automobile. And there 
is a secondary “‘lovers’ pipe,” played to an- 
other pair of lovers, and with quite a win- 
ning tune. 

The manner of the writing of this spicy 
little story is unique, it being the joint prod- 
uct of four women authors. It does not lack 
homogeneity, however, nor does it lack se- 
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quence and sufficient plot. The four authors 
were, evidently, out for a literary lark. 
What they accomplished is a jolly little 
comedietta,—with a picture of the moors of 
Devon and the great Tors for background, 
the four humans and the gray pony and the 
red automobile playing their parts at the 
wayside inn,—and all as gay as an Easter 
bonnet. 


Houghton, Mifflin and Company, Boston 
Price $1.25 


THE PRESIDENT 
BY ALFRED HENRY LEWIS 

HEN Mr. Lewis wrote “‘The Boss’’ 

he restricted himself to local politics, 
but in his latest novel he has covered a 
larger field and exposed, to the public eye, 
all the mechanism of the United States 
Senate. Indifferent to the criticism of those 
he exposes, he has employed his personal 
knowledge and produced a novel that must 
create widespread attention. The hero, one 
of the richest men in the world, travels the 
globe over and returns to meet his fate in 
the niece of a senator. Being morbid about 
his money, he determines to win the girl on 
his own merit, and poses as the secretary 
of arich Englishman. In order to gain the 
senator’s good will he buys a newspaper 
and acts as its Washington correspondent, 
basing the policy of the paper upon the 
politician’s views. The support of the 
Anaconda Air Line is also at the senator's 
disposal. A Russian count appears upon 
the scene as the hero’s rival and as the pro- 
moter of a wonderful scheme requiring 
American capital and political pull. Here 
Mr. Lewis describes the making and losing 
of immense fortunes; the wrecking of cor- 
porations to gain control of them; and the 
influence of the politician in the financial 
world. But Justice, in the form of the 
hero’s money, steps in and the: Russian is 
ruined; the senator, with an eye to the 
presidential chair, steps quietly aside; and 
the heroine’s father is released from his 
bondage to the count. 

An outline of the story sounds melo- 
dramatic, but the author has handled his 
plot with such rare skill that it appears to 
be a mirror of possible facts rather than a 
pruduct of the imagination, except where 
the Russian plans to rob the treasury; and 
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here Mr. Lewis has introduced a scheme 
that is worthy of Conan Doyle. The char- 
acters are drawn from life but so cunningly 
are they concealed that identity is impossi- 
ble. The book is written with a boldness 
and brilliancy of style that prove the author 
to be no mere “bricklayer of words,” but a 
novelist who ranks with the foremost writ- 
ers of the day. 


A. S. Barnes and Company, New York 
Price $1.50 


THE SEEKER 

BY HARRY LEON WILSON 
R. Wilson is far from a literary ap- 
prentice, but he hits the nail on the 
head with increasing grace and celerity. 
His versatility is an equal surprise. Al- 
ways a social satirist, it is a jump from 
Mormonism and plutocracy to religions, and 
nowhere else has he revealed such a tender, 
searching insight into the sensitive mind of 
a child, with its twisted understandings, 

straight intuitions and loyal loves. 

The small brothers, who have inherited 
from opposing strains; innocent Nancy, 
who desires to enter a convent and devote 
a quiet life to the bringing up of her chil- 
dren, enact an idyl of childhood not in- 
ferior to the best. Candy canes of unearth- 
ly splendor divide admiration with Cousin 
Bill J., who has been about horses all 
his life and never used an oath. Red cows 
of threatening appearance, and the village 
atheist, so bad that he spells God with a 
little g, are equally objects of terror. The 
Old Testament, as taught by Calvinistic 
lights, provokes irreverent comment, and 
vexed questions in theology arise. Since to 
be born again evidently means having the 
mumps and learning the French verbs 
afresh, the children prefer to stay unregen- 
erate. As the Age of Fable passes into the 
Age of Reason, arguments grow weightier 
and results more final. As a rule, Mr. Wil- 
son marries theology to wit—a form of 
wedlock more common among the clergy 
than the laity, especially when the latter 
uses fiction as a vehicle for opinion. Rare- 
ly is the religious novel the happy hunting 
ground of vivacity, but it is not until the 
last third of the “Seeker” that the novelist 
succumbs to his subject, and the action 
moves with leaden feet. The heterodoxy 


723 


would have been more dangerous if it had 
been more tempered and subtile. The tone 
of animosity weakens the argument, as well 
as impairs the artistry, yet the author has 
scored a relative success. However one 
may find flaws in his logic, the downright 
sincerity dispels the suspicion of a pose. 
Honest convictions, frankly expressed, take 
precedence of literary ‘‘copy.”” When icon- 
oclasm, in the person of Aunt Bell, attacks 
such weird creeds as the higher unbelief, 
subliminal monitions, mental healing, the- 
osophy, etc., one’s enjoyment of the clever- 
ness is supreme. Every sect receives impar- 
tial ridicule, but to rehearse the animadver- 
sions is to injure the case. 

One could wish that so good an artist 
would leave preaching to the pulpit, and 
furnish pleasure unalloyed by serious in- 
tent. But to this aspiration he might reply 
that then the Seeker could have made no 
Search. From every point of view the book 
is a notable one; it may provoke dissent, 
but it is secure from neglect. 


Doubleday, Page & Company, New York 
Price $1.50 


THE LOVES OF EDWY 
BY ROSE CECIL O'NEILL 
T last, a novel of charm, of distinction, 
and from a new writer at that! It is 
one of those indescribable pieces of fiction 
which are worth all the more just because 
you can’t catalogue them. The scene, where 
is it? Old Weston, or New York? No, it 
is laid in the Country of Enchantment, 
which you shall find right in the middle of 
the Map of the Imagination. The folk, the 
unforgetable folk, are everything. And then 
the atmosphere, so vibrantly human, sur- 
charged with humor and pathos, rich in 
psychological revelations! All the glamour 
of Childhood is here, all the bitter-sweet of 
Maturity, all the inscrutable mystery of 
Personality, all the tragic suggestion of 
Doom. 
This tale of three—a girl and two boys, 
a witching woman and her two lovers— 
contains the best, the most elusive part of 
life: that of the heart and of dreams. The 
book is so aside from the run of fiction that 
one gasps and rubs one’s eyes before it, 
until astonishment is swallowed up in grati- 
tude, in sheer joy. Where did the author 
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get such a grip on English idiom, such a 
daring felicity? And whence, O whence 
came her gift for lyric verse,—for, besides 
a lot of delightful, humorous rhymes, there 
are embedded in the story several bits of 
poetry that have a touch of the Elizabethan 
magic, with a native quality all their own. 
Whence, too, the knowledge of life, of hu- 
manity? 

But how idle the question: the wind 
bloweth where it listeth, and genius is not 
to be explained by the rule of thumb. Ge- 
nius is a hard-ridden word, verily: but one 
may save it for a book like this. The adora- 
ble Jane must go into our permanent por- 
trait gallery, so must her picturesque fraud 
of a father,—her whole delicious family, in 
sooth. But somebody here cries out: “You 
are telling us precious little of the book.” 
To which we reply: “Good Sir, this is a con- 
fession, the story of a critic’s soul in the 
presence of literature. We love this novel; 
so shall you, if you read it. If not, why, 
poor bat, go thy ways.” 


Lothrop Publishing Company, Boston 
Price $1.50 


VERGILIUS: A TALE OF THE COM 
ING OF CHRIST 
BY IRVING BACHELLER 


AP HOSE who compile recipes for the mak- 
ing of the historical novel have never 
yet told us how much of fact the author 
must digest before he begins on his fiction. 
A clue, however, may be afforded by the 
wagonload of volumes sent by Carlyle to 
Dickens when the latter was writing “A 
Tale of Two Cities.” A recent enthusiastic 
reviewer of Mr. Bacheller’s “Vergilius” in- 
forms us that Mr. Bacheller read a hun- 
dred books in order to get light upon the 
time of which he writes, in order to impart 
atmosphere and local color to his story. To 
the average reader it will be easily appar- 
ent that he did not read enough. Whether 
twenty-five more books or seventy-five more 
would have done the business, who can say? 
One might go farther and inquire whether 
any amount of “‘book-learning” would have 
answered the purpose. Certainly, in “Ver- 
gilius” Mr. Bacheller shows no trace of the 
historic imagination, a quality absolutely 
necessary for the writing of the historical 
romance. 
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In Mr. Bacheller’s story one docs not 
feel one’s self transported to a far-off time 
and country. The author’s knowledge is all 
employed in the way of ornament. It is not 
part of the story’s fabric. It is accidental, 
occasional, not vital. It is like the frosting 
on top of a cake, made to cover and fill in 
bad spots. Unfortunately it does not cover 
the bad spots. The icing of ancient manner 
and customs is sometimes exceedingly thin 
and through it grins the real structure, 
provincially American in character. The 
wiles employed by the Emperor, Augustus 
Cesar, are those of a small round-the-stove 
New England politician, while his manners 
have a crudeness, alas! unpleasantly famil- 
iar to dwellers in the land of the free and 
the home of the brave. Surely the real 
“Augustus” did not begin his sentences 
with ‘‘well” or ‘‘advance to meet his guests.” 
Somehow one does not fancy him saying to 
a friend,—‘Now go, I beg of you, and 
leave me to my work.” More remarkable 
than such instances of his speech are the 
exhibitions of his playfulness. When in the 
presence of two absorbed young lovers “he 
mounts a chair” to attract their attention, 
one recalls stories one has heard of corn 
huskings and camp-meeting festivities. 
Generally speaking, Mr. Bacheller’s pic- 
tures of Roman and Jewish society are cal- 
culated to make his compatriots feel that, 
after all, there is no place like home. 

When, however, the author is reminded 
of his history he is reminded of it hard. 
One of the things that seems to have im- 
pressed him most about ancient life is the 
free and easy way with which royalty 
played with life. His ‘“Antipater,” “Herod” 
and “Augustus Cesar’ all revel in gore 
and with such an innocent abandon. It’s 
like a small boy playing “bear.” Left to 
himself Mr. Bacheller might perhaps let 
his story pursue a more peaceful path, but 
with the dreadful taint of his learning upon 
him, with the memory of those hundred 
volumes in mind, he pulls himself up in the 
person of his royalties every fifteen minutes 
and nerves himself for a killing. It is all 
rather pitiable and very amusing. 

The love story is what is sometimes 
called a “pretty” tale. Weak and dilute it 
is, however, and hung upon loose hinges. 
Let us hope that Mr. Bacheller has not defi- 
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nitely abandoned the muse of “Eben Hol- 
den.” She is sincere and real, while his his- 
torical muse is spurious and a pretender. 


Harper and Brothers, New York 
Price $1.35 


THE ISLAND OF TRANQUIL DE- 
LIGHTS 
BY CHARLES WARREN STODDARD 

PRAY of the salt sea, silver line of a 

beach star sown, waving of tall palms, 
sunset glow of flowers heavy with warm 
fragrance, taste of fruits, aromatic, delici- 
ous,—dream, sleep and solitude in the heart 
of one of those rare jewels of the Pacitic, 
voice of poems,—to those who desire—in 
the Island of Tranquil Delights. 

Not for twenty years has Mr. Stoddard 
returned to his birthright, joined his fel- 
lows, Pierre Loti and Robert Louis Steven- 
son, but now, at last, he takes a backward 
glance over his enchanting isles, and with 
heart beating faster for the wild, sweet 
memories, and voice more golden for the 
long sun of the years, he speaks again, and 
the words are tropic flowers, are rainbow 
spray, are leaf of the palm. There are so 
few classics in American literature that 
Charles Warren Stoddard’s book will be in- 
deed welcomed. The Jate Lafcadio Hearn 
wrote of it: “The Idy]s will always haunt me, 
and I am sure they will live in the hearts of 
many, as everything beautifully human 
must live.” William Dean Howells has 
said: ‘They are the lightest, sweetest, wild- 
est, freshest things that ever were written 
about the life of that summer ocean.” And 
Rudyard Kipling, this little verse to Mr. 
Stoddard: 


“T ploughed the land with horses, but my 
heart was ill at ease, 

For the old sea-faring men came to me now 
and then, with their sagas of the 
seas.” 


Herbert B. Turner & Company, Boston 
Price $1.00 


CONFESSIONS OF A CLUB WOMAN 


BY AGNES SURBRIDGE 


EDICATED to “That product of mod- 

ern conditions wherein are commin- 

gled all the virtues and some of the faults 
of her sex—the average club woman,” these 


725 


confessions may or may not be just what 
the average club woman would ask to have 
confessed about her. Certain it is that they 
are not greatly to her credit, and her only 
cheer in reaching them is that possibly Mrs. 
Jonaphine Henning, president of the Nota 
Bene Club of Chicago, had experiences not 
common to the average club woman. It is 
a simple story, told without distressing ana- 
Ivtic detail, of a Kansas woman married to 
a Chicago grocer in a small way, who gath- 
ered up the Chicago spirit, forged ahead, 
and in a short time became a club leader, a 
social figure, a theme for newspaper gossip, 
and a most unsatisfactory revelation to her 
husband, notwithstanding he was consider- 
able of a hustler himself. He was willing 
to have her “boomed” socially, but he de- 
spised clubs, and when she insisted that 
the club woman was the only woman, he 
packed his kit and left home. A railroad 
accident stopped him in his flight, and the 
news that he was in the wreck seemed to be 
the only power on earth that could make her 
forget her club. She hurried to the scene of 
the accident to find him unhurt, and there 
in the wreck they fell upon each other's © 
necks, and she agreed that home and hus- 
band and babies after all were greater than 
all the glory and glitter of club life. The 
narrative is rapid, the reading of it is easy, 
and the interest is not permitted to flag. It 
scarcely rises to the dignity of a sociologic 
study, but it presents the various obvious 
phases of woman’s club life in a consecra- 
tion that is instructive to the uninitiated, 
but it can hardly be said to be such a vol- 
ume as would be used as campaign litera- 
ture by club. committees seeking member- 
ship. 
Doubleday, Page & Company, New York 
Price $1.50 


THE MASTER'S VIOLIN 


BY MYRTLE REED 


TH impulse is to bring a double hand- 
ful of fine quotations to attest the qual- 
ity of the wares, but these verbal jewels 
know the old fairy trick of turning into 
withered leaves. Clear gems, flower petals, 
melodious chords, carven lace-work—the 
images that mean delicacy, detail, rarity, 
seem fitting if a clumsy reviewer must de- 
scribe the workmanship. Color words are 
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set thickly in the pages, poetry fills prose 
forms, bits of wisdom and experience illu- 
minate conduct, and music expresses “the 
dominant flame of the back log,” or the 
apothegm that “life is the pitch of the 
orchestra and we are all its instruments.” 

The author has harkened back to the 
themes of her first success, to music and to 
love. A threefold love affair—the love of 
youth, of maturity, of old age—love ful- 
filled, love deferred and love frustrated— 
is told partly in letters, partly in narrative. 
The story ripples around appreciations of 
life and death. Polish and verity give value 
to all, but some will surely comfort hearts 
bereft by their perception of the necessity, 
the universality, the fruits of grief. 

The violin that gives the title is a mellow 
Cremona with “beautiful brown breasts.” It 
is at once a love token, an idol and a solace. 
Moreover it has a soul, an assertion that 
borders on hyperbole until the master be- 
gins to play and the author to interpret. 
Then the reader takes the joys the gods 
provide without further question of such 
prosy trifles as fact. 

Miss Reed avoids the defects of her qual- 
ities. The romance keeps in touch with 
reality, the sadness stops short of gloom, 
the poetry of bathos. A delicate humor 
plays over Fredrika’s homemade ornaments, 
the doctor’s Wednesday call with its after- 
thought of cakes and port, and lovely Aunt 
Peace’s choice of spinsterhood, “because it 
seemed indelicate to allow one’s self to care 
for a gentleman.” A little slang lets in 
some common daylight with good effect, and 
environment, for once, gets decidedly the 
better of heredity. 


G. P. Putnam’s Sons, New York 
Price $1.50 net 
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THE BETTER NEW YORK 
BY DR. WILLIAM H. TOLMAN AND CHARLES 
HEMSTREET , 

"Tae book, copyrighted by the American 

Institute of Social Service, is an illus- 
trated guide-book to that which is most 
worth while in New York City, with a spe- 
cial emphasis laid upon schools and philan- 
thropic institutions. An excellent map di- 
vides the city into eleven sections, and to 
each of these sections a chapter is devoted. 
The route arranged for the traveler is such 
that he sees the city without retracing his 
steps, and thus without loss of time. In an 
Afterword, Josiah Strong says of the book, 
—‘ ‘The Better New York’ has been a reve- 
lation even to those who knew the best side 
of their city. The reader no longer wonders 
at the many-handed philanthropies, as va- 
rious as human needs, but admires the ver- 
satile ingenuity of the spirit of helpfulness 
until he is convinced that, if New York is 
one of the worst cities in the world, it is also 
one of the best.” The book is of an agreea- 
ble size, pleasantly printed and bound. 


The Baker and Taylor Company, New York 
Price $2.00 net 


THE FUSSER’S BOOK 
BY ANNA ARCHBALD, GEORGIA JONES 

ie you don’t know what a “fusser” is it is 

a sign you are too old ever to be one. So 
don’t run to the Century Dictionary or dis- 
tress yourself about The Fusser’s Book. 
Rule xxxi is: “Carry yourself with confi- 
dence, but not with over-assurance, remem- 
bering at the same time that almost every- 
thing is your fault.” The pictures by Flor- 
ence Wyman are as clever as the text. 


Fox, Duffield & Company, New York 
Price 75¢ 


THEIR WORKS LIVE AFTER THEM 


A Chronological List of Literary Men and Women Who Have Died During the Last Month 
Compiled by Howard S. Ruddy 


Spaur, Dr. Cuaries Barziuvat, lost in 
the English Channel, August 30, aged 
forty-four years. Editor Current Litera- 
ture, Author: Present Distribution of 
Wealth (1896); America’s Working Peo- 
ple (1900). 


Baar, Hermann, Ph. D., at New York 
City, September 4, aged seventy-eight years. 
Author: Homely and Religious Topics, and 
a Bible for children. 


Lormer, Rev. Dr. Georce CLaupe, at 
Aix-les-Bains, France, September 8, aged 
sixty-six. Author: Isms Old and New; The 
Great Conflict; Studies in Social Life; The 
Master of Millions, etc. 


Bacon, Rev. Tuomas Scort, at Buck- 
eyestown, Md., September 13, aged eighty. 
Author: The First Great Commandment of 
God, and other works. 


TarBeEty, Dr. Horace S., at San Fran- 
cisco, Cal., September 16, aged sixty-six. 
Author: Lessons in Language; Teachers’ 
Manual. Also, with daughter, of text-books 
in composition, grammar and geography. 


Fiske, Pror. Danie, WILLARD, at Frank- 
fort-on-the-Main, Germany, September 18, 
in his seventy-third year. Published first 
book of the American Chess Congress. Au- 
thor: Chess in Iceland and in Icelandic Lit- 
erature, with Historical Notes on Other 
Table Games (in press). 


Learnep, WittiamM Law, at Albany, N. 
Y., September 20, aged cighty-three. Au- 
thor: Learned Genealogy, and editor Mme. 


Knight’s Journal; Earle’s Microcosmog- 
raphy. 
Hearn, Larcapio (Y. Korzumr), at 


Tokio, Japan, September 26, aged fifty- 
four. Author: Stray Leaves from Strange 
Literature; Some Chinese Ghosts; Two 


Years in the French West Indies; Youma; 
Glimpses of Unfamiliar Japan; Out of the 
East; Reveries and Studies in New Japan; 
Kokoro; Gleanings in Buddha _ Fields; 
Exotics and Retrospectives; In Ghostly 
Japan; Shadowings; A Japanese Miscel- 
lany; also, Japan; An Attempt at Interpre- 
tation, completed shortly before his death. 


Howe tt, Jupce ANpREw, at Sand Lake, 
Mich., September 21, aged seventy-seven. 
Author: Howell's Annotated Statutes of 
Michigan; editor Tiffany’s Justice’s Guides, 
and Tiffany’s Criminal Law. 


Kirx, Joun Foster, at Chestnut Hill, 
Pa., September 21, in his eighty-first year. 
Author: History of Charles the Bold; Ed- 
itor Prescott’s Historical Works and of the 
supplement to Allibone’s Dictionary of Au- 
thors, etc. 


Evernart, BensamMin MaTLAck, at West 
Chester, Pa., September 22, aged eighty- 
seven. Author: The North American Py- 
romycetes (1892); associate editor four 
volumes Journal of Mycology (1885-88). 


Curtiss, Dr. Samvuet Ives, at London, 
Fngland, September 23, aged sixty. Pro- 
fessor of Old Testament Literature in 
Chicago Theological Seminary. Author: 
(trans].) Bickell’s Outlines of Hebrew 
Grammar; The Levitical Priests; Delitzsch 
Messianic Prophecies (transl.); Delitzsch 
Old Testament History of Redemption 
(transl.); Franz Delitzsch; Moses and In- 
gersoll; Primitive Semitic Religion To-day, 
and other works. 


Mackey, Dr. Joun J., at Bergen Beach, 
N. J., September 25, aged fifty. Author: 
Electricity as a Cure for Diseases. 


Hoar, Grorce Frissre, at Worcester, 
Mass., September 30, aged seventy-eight. 
Author: Autobiography of Seventy Years. 
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MR. JOHN DREW 
AS BREHM SEES HIM IN “THE DUKE OF KILLICRANKIE” 


MPS SE TE SE EG 


‘\. ished gems. 


THE 
Is the one successful system. WHY? Because it is quick, 
easy, confidential and absolutely reliable. 


HOW IT OPERATE The distant buyer 

Simply selects a 
Diamond, Watch or other article from our cata- 
logue and before he could hardly expect | - 
rival it is handed to him at his he 
business, or, if he prefers, at his ex . 
All express charges are paid by us. © assume 
all the expense and risk of submitting our goods 
for Inspection and approval, knowing that in nine 
cases out of ten a sale will result. We send out 
Diamonds and Watches that tell their own story 
and sell themselves. All we ask ia the privilege of 
submitting them to intelligent and impartial 
nee a ie who can discriminate in qualities, 
wor! pand prices. 


PAYMENT AND CREDIT 3 si.c 


your entire approval you pay one-fifth on delivery 
and keep the article, sending the balance to us 
direct (we have no collectors) in eight equal 
monthly payments. These terms make anyone's 
eredit d, for any honest person can and will 
meet these small payments promptly. This sys- 
tem permits us to open an account and do busi- 
ness with all classes and conditions of people. 
The ten-dollar a week employe ts samt as wel- 
JZ come as a customer on our books as is his 
“ wealthy employer. Every Diamond sold by 
\> ws is accompanied by a signed certiticate, 
= guarantecing its quality and value, and we 
== will always nccepe she Diamond as so much 
money in payment for other goods ora larger 
Diamond. 


ouR CASH TERM We also have a cash 
plan, and It Is Just 

as far waroad competition as our easy monthly 
terms. ereitis: Select any Diamond and pay 
cash for it, and we will give you a written 
agreement that you may return the Diamond 

\) at any time within one year, and get all you 
pald for it less ten per cent. You might, for 
Instance, wear a fifty-dollar Diamond Ring or 
Stud for a year, then bring it back to us and 
get 645, making the cost of wearing the Dia- 
mond for a whole year less than ten cents per 


INVESTMENT AND SAVING fo r:.22 


investment for money than a Diamond. Every 
year the prices Increase from ten to twenty per 
cent. The demand for Diamonds increases an- 
nually, while the supply becomes less and more 
uncertain every year. There is hardly a doubt 
but that values will Increase during the next 
twelve months, more than twenty per cent. As a 
method of saving money, there is none equal toa 
Diamond poreienes on our easy payment terms. 
The small amounts needed to meet the monthly 
payments can be accumulated by so small a saving 
as ten cents dally. You have the Diamond In your 
possession as security, and every day experience 
the pleasure and prestige of wearing a Diamond. 
We furnish every person, whether they are a cus- 
tomer or not, one of the Loftis Steel Safes for home 
savings. Put the little safe on your desk, bureau, 
bench or table and every day drop Into it the 
stray pennies, nickels and dimes that are frittered 
away without notice. Do this fora few days and 
you will have the first payment ready for a Dia- 
mond. We will deliver the Diamond at once, while 
you keep the little safe at work saving the small 
amounts necessary to meet the monthly pay- 


ments. s\ : 


CHRISTMAS GIFTS tyes. esol SA) 


lars for some cheap and trifling Christinas > 6 

gift. Use the same money in making the first “~ 
yment on a Diamond—something that will °71/ 
t for ever,and every day remind the wearer < 


ot your. regard and good judgment. Time, wear : 
and exposure do not affect Diamonds in the Ss 
slightest degree—in fact, they become more val- < 


ua 


OUR EARLY FALL CATALOGU 


A copy will be sent free for the asking. It 
contains a complete history of the Diamond : 
from mine to wearer. Your name will also be r/ td 
listed fora free copy of our LARGE ANNUAL 
ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE. Please write ff 
today and make sure of recelving an early \} 
copy. 


le every year. 


AN INVITATION 


We invite you to visit and inspect our magnificent World's Fair exhibit, one of the 
largest and finest displays of diamonds and precious stones ever made in America, and one 
of the most interesting and valuable exhibits at the St. Louis Exposition. Our diamond 
cutters at work will gladly show you every process of cleaving, cutting and polishing, from 
the rough diamonds, as taken from the mines in South Africa, to the perfectly cut and pol- 


amond Cutting and Jewelry Section. 


Do not fail to see it, the location is Block 32, Varied Industries Bldg., in 


The present condition of the Diamond market is such, that it would pay 
anyone to make Christmas selections new. Write for catalogue today. 


LOFTIS BROS. & CO. (i83. 


Diamond Cutters and Manufacturing Jewelers 
Dept.M 259 92 to 98 STATE STREETL 


Copyright, 1904, 


Franklin Advertsing Agency, Chicaga 1 ERGs D CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 
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THE NEW CHRISTY-RILEY BOOK 


Out to Old Aunt Mary’s 


A Companion to the Famous 


LS CHRISTY-RILEY 
‘ye An Old Sweetheart 
Dads. , 

| ei of Mine 


ey 


t 


7 few last houses of the town; 
Then on, up the-high creek bluffs 
and down ; 

Past the squat toll-gate, with its well- 
sweep pole ; 

The bridge, and ‘* The Old ‘ Baptizin- 
hole,’ ’’ 

Loitering, awed o'er pool and shoal, 

Out to Old Aunt Mary’s. 


By 
JAMES WHITCOMB 
RILEY 


with over forty 
pictures in color 


\ By 
. >) HOWARD CHANDLER CHRISTY 
> \ ie 


Cloth, boxed, $2.00 


THE BOBBS-MERRILL CO., Publishers, INDIANAPOLIS 


In CorresronbING WITH ADVERTISERS, PLEaSK MENTION “THE READER MaGazINE” 
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a ee, 
NOVELS OF THE WEST 


From The Grafters, drawn by Keller 


Francis Lynde’s 


THE GRAFTERS 


“ By and long ‘ The Grafters’ should please more American 
readers than any book of the year.’’"—Life. 

“One of the best examples of a new and distinctly Ameri- 
can class of fiction, the kind that finds romance and even 
sensational excitement in business, politics, finance and 
law."'—Outlook. 

“*The Grafters’ is the real and tangible in modern life 
shown in a kind of arc-light of illumination.” 

—Everybody's Magazine. 


By the Author of ‘‘The Master of Appleby”’ 
Six Illustrations by A. I. Keller. 12mo, cloth, $1.50 


Alice MacGowan 
& Grace MacGowan Cooke's 


HULDAH 


“ONE OF THE LORD’S OWN PEOPLE” 


“An excellent and entertaining story is ‘Huldah.’ The hero- 
ine, with her cheery optimism, the collection of children she 
has gathered, and a good many of the other people that 
come into the story, are thoroughly alive and natural. The 
reader will be glad to make their acquaintance,” 


—New York Sun. 


With illustrations by F. Y. Cory 
Cloth, 12mo, $1.50 


Aunt Huldah, drawn by F. Y. Cory 


THE BOBBS-MERBRILL CO., Publishers, INDIANAPOLIS 
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A ROMANCE OF THE LOVES 
OF LORD BYRON 


Byron’s genius, beauty, brilliancy and 
love affairs combine to make him our 
most romantic hero. His career is here 
recounted with marvellous sympathy in 
this new novel, ‘‘ The Castaway.” 

Gy 


- By HALLIE ERMINIE RIVES 


MISS RIVES’ NEW NOVEL : Author of 


“THE CASTAWAY” Pp 
2 eee “Hearts Courageous” 


THE STORY of THERE 
LOVES of LORD BYRON k ay? One Dollar Everywhere. (Postage 12 cents.) 


By Hallie Erminie Rives, +3 
Author of “Hearts Courageous” § Eight Illustrations in Color by 


) or ee eae HOWARD CHANDLER CHRISTY 


eT 
IN THE BISHOP’S CARRIAGE ps: 


eh 


‘‘ Something Doing All the Time” 


Sa 
rae 
«© To-day every one who reads novels reads ‘In the 

Bishop’s Carriage’ and enjoys it.’’—The Critic. 


ALAN DALE says: 

««T am rarely aroused to enthusiasm, and I am not 
fond of current literature ; but this story simply fas- 
cinated me. It is glittering, original and ’way out of 
the ordinary.” 


SPEAKER CANNON writes: 
«« When I finished «In the Bishop’s Carriage’ I drew 
a long breath and regretted there was not more of it.’’ 


By MIRIAM MICHELSON 
Illustrated by HARRISON FISHER 
Cloth, 12mo, $1.50 


THE BOBBS-MERRILL COMPANY, Pubiishers, INDIANAPOLIS, U. S. A. 


In CoRRESPONDING WITH ADVERTISERS, PLEASE MENTION “"THE READER MaGazINe” 


FOUR IMPORTANT NOVELS 


BY WELL-KNOWN AUTHORS 


By EMERSON HOUGH 


Author of ‘The M ssissippi Buttle.” 


The Law of the Land 


A romance of the Mississippi Delta, involving the 
most vital expression of the Southerner’s view of the 
race protlem that has yet appeared in fic- 
tion. The author describes the ‘' black 
volcano" over which white South- 
erners live. in an intensely real- 
istic manner. 

His knowledge of the 
white man’s burden. his 
keen descriptions of 
Northern misappre- 
hension, equal his 
tremendous pow- 
eras astory-tell- 
er and his ele- 
mental sense 
of humor. 


FREDERIC 
S. ISHAM 


Author of 

“The Strollers” 
and ‘'Under 
the Rose" 


Black \ 
Friday\ 8 


A dramatic novelof \ - =: 
New York in the days of 
the famous “cornerin gold,” \ag@iaad 
when Jay Gould hadthe market 
almost in his grasp. The scene 
shifts at the end to Paris, in the excit- 
ing time of the Commune. 

Mr.Isham's work shows asteady advancein power, 
in imaginative grasp, inthe realization of atmosphere, 
andin constructive skill. One of Mr. Fisher's draw- 
ings for ‘Black Friday’’ is reprodu-ed on this page. 


Illustrated by Harrison Fisher 
12mo, cloth, $1.50 


By BRAND WHITLOCK 


Author of ‘Her Infinite Variety’ and ‘‘ The ! 3th District’ 


The Happy Average 


A thoroughly American story of a young man who 
foundhimself. Mr. Whitlock here draws interesting 
characters with the artistic sympathy and 
fineness for which he Is noted. He 

tells how a young college gradu- 

ate fellin love with a winsome 

girl, became engaged to 

her, went out into the 

world to fight for a 

place for himself, 

which hecouldask 

her to share with 

him—and won. 

“The Happy 

Average’ is 

instinct with 

the essence 

of ambition. 


12mo, cloth, 
$1.50 


\—F 
z,| MEREDITH 
“<(ICHOLSON 


Author of 
“The Main 
Chance"’ 


;/ Lela 
Oameron 


In his new story, Mr. 

Nicholson again holds 

the mirror up to human 

nature as found in the Mitd- 

dle West, and the reflection 

flashed back upon the reader is 
startlingly and attractively true. 

His heroine is a young girl full of life to her finger- 
tips—a mixture of pride, wilfulness, courage and’ 
sweetness, She discovers that her father is a rascal 
—and there is the prob'em of the book. 


With Portraits of the characters by John Cecil Clay 
12mo, cloth, $1.50 


THE BOBBS-MERRILL COMPANY, PustisHens, INDIANAPOLIS 
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A NOVEL OF AMERICAN CHIVALRY 
BY EMERSON HOUGH 


AUTHOR OF ‘THE MISSISSIPPI BUBBLE” 


THE LAW OF THE LAND 


y ge | A novel marked by 
Rat tat Spsh : matured art, grace, 
ay and vigor, which will 
deservedly attract 
wide and deep atten- 
tion. 


Sweet romance of the 
Mississippi Delta, a 
famous mystery, the 
vital expression of the 
Southern view of the 
race problem, each 
alone would make 
“The Law of the 
Land” a great book. 


Combined with Mr. 
Hough’s tremendous 
story-telling power 
and his elemental 
sense of humor, these 
qualities lift the book 
to untried heights. 


oe ve a 
Drawn fer “The Law of the Land,” by Keller 


SIX ILLUSTRATIONS sy ARTHUR I. KELLER. 12m0, CLotH, $1.50 


MR. HOUGH’S FIRST NOVEL SINCE “THE MISSISSIPP! BUBBLE” 


THE BOBBS-MERRILL COMPANY, PUBLISHERS, INDIANAPOLIS, U. S. A. 
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DAVID GRAHAM PHILLIPS 


“‘The Cost,’ by David Graham Phillips, is a masterly book, interesting to a point of fascina- 
tion, analytic to a point of keenness, thoroughly well written, with complete understanding, 
and entirely committed to advocacy of the best things in life.” Wallace Rice, in the Chicago 


Examiner. The Bobbs-Merrill Company, Publishers 
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FOX, DUFFIELD & COMPANY’S 


NEW BOOKS 


PICTURES 
BY GEORGE FREDERICK WATTS 


Reproductions of Watts’ most famous paint- 
i Bs, with extracts in verse and prose. A 
splendid holiday volume. $5.00. 


THE CANTERBURY TALES 


Translated into prose by Percy MacKaye. 

Pictures in color by Walter Appleton Clark. 

A beautiful and standard gift book. $2.50; 
postage 17 cents. 


THE STAR OF BETHLEHEM 


A nativity play, edited by Prof. C. M. Gayle 
for Ben Greet’s players. Uniform wi 
“Everyman.” $1.00. 


CROZIER’S GENERAL ARMORY 


A Registry of American Families entitled to 
Coat Armor. Edited by W. A. Crozier, F. 
R.S. By arrangement with the Genealogical 
Association. Descriptions of nearly two thou- 
sand coats of arms, with the name of the first 
of the family in America, date of arrival and 
place of settlement, the town or county 
whence he came; a glossary of heraldic terms, 
etc. Cloth, $3.00 net; leather, $4.00 net; post- 
age 15 cents. 


MIXED BEASTS 


. Verses and drawings by Kenyon Cox. 
' taining “Un”-natural history. $1.00. 


Enter- 


THE HAPPY HEART FAMILY 


inia Gerson. A happy- 


Text and verses by Vi 
ren. $1.00 net; postage 


go-lucky tale for chil 
10 cents. 


THE FUSSER’S BOOK 


By Anna Archbald and Georgina Jones, with 
pictures iP heap Wyman. A manual of 
advice to ies’ men. 75 cents. 


SEND FOR ATTRACTIVE 


ILLUSTRATED 


LETTERS 
FROM AN AMERICAN FARMER 


By J. Hector St. John Crevecoeur. Edited 
by Prof. W. P. Trent, of Columbia University, 
with an appendix containing hitherto unpub- 
lished letters from Crevecoeur to Benjamin 
Franklin. $1.50 net; postage 15 cents. 


THE BLUE GRASS COOK BOOK 


By Minnie C. Fox; with an introduction by 
John Fox, Jr., author of “The Little Shepherd 
of Kingdom Come,” etc., etc. Over six hun- 
dred tried recipes collected from Southern 
housekeepers. Illustrated. $1.50 net; post- 
age 12c. 


VIRGINIA COUNTY RECORDS 


By arrangement with the Genealogical Society. 

A transcription and reprint of invaluable 
American ocuments, containing abstracts of 
wills, deeds, marriage licenses, bonds, adminis- 
tration bonds, lists of revolutionary pensioners, 
etc., etc., with an exhaustive index. Price 
per volume, $7.50. 


BABES IN TOYLAND 


By Glen MacDonough and Anna Alice Chapin. 
ith full- 


e pictures in colors by Ethel 
Franklin Betts. <A delightful child’s book 
founded on the popular play. $1.50 net. 


HERBERT SPENCER 


By Josiah Royce. A last word on Spencer, 
with reminiscences by James Collier, his 
amanuensis and assistant. $1.25 net, postage 
10 cents. 


MISREPRESENTATIVE MEN 


By Harry Graham (“Col. D. Streamer.” ) 
Illustrated by F. Strothmann. Pleasant verses 
on celebrities from Adam to President 
Roosevelt. $1.00. 


CATALOGUE 


FOX, DUFFIELD & CO., Publishers of The International Quarterly 


36 EAST TWENTY-FIRST STREET : 


NEW YORK CITY 
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Ernest Thompson Seton 


««Some (nature students) are dryly scientific, some are dull and prosy, some are 
sentimental, some are sensational, and a few are altogether admirable. Mr. 


Thompson Seton, as an artist and raconteur, ranks by far the highest in this field.’” 


With 

many 
dranings 

by the 
author in 
half-tone 
and 


line 


John Burroughs, iz she Atlantic Monthly, Fu/y, r90¢. 


Printed 
in two colors 
and 
beautifully 
bound. 
$1.25 net. 
a) (Postage 12 
et cents). 


Monarch, the Big Bear of Tallac 


A return to his earlier kind of stories, that of the tales in his 


By DWIGHT W. HUNTINGTON 


Our Big Game 


With 16 illustrations. $2.20 net. Postage, 16 cents. 


The work is divided into four books treating, respect- 
ively, of the individual members of the Deer Family, the 
Ox Family, the Bear Family, and the Cat Family, The 
author has shot nearly all of the animals he describes, and 
his stories of the chase and his accounts of the habits of the 
various wild animals are both entertaining and instructive. 


OUR FEATHERED GAME 
8 color drawings and 135 bird portraits. $2.00 net. 


Thetwo books cover the whole range of huntingin America. 


“WILD ANIMALS I HAVE KNOWN” 


AN ADMIRABLE CHRISTMAS GIFT 


By WILLIAM T. HORNADAY 


The American 
Natural History 


‘He is the reverse of pedantic, and he apparently has 
striven to make the work as readable to the popular mind 
as it is exact to the scientific.’’"— Transcript, Boston, 


“This book should be in every home, in every school, 
library, ranch and camp in America, for it is a practical, 
common-sense book for all. It is the finest book at the 
price ever put on the market, and might well have been 
sold at $5.00.—G. O. Suiztps, in Recreation Magazine. 


343 illustrations. $3.50 net. (Expressage extra.) 


(Fourth Series) 


Christy Cartoons in Color 


Four New Pastel Pictures 


By HOWARD CHANDLER CHRISTY 


Each picture, 12x 16 inches on mounts 
19 x 2q4inches. The set of fourin a box, 
$3.50 Net. 


Charles Scribner’s Sons, New York 
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EVERYDAY PEOPLE 


By CHARLES DANA GIBSON 


Last Year's Boox 


$4.20 net (expressage extra) 
“THE WEAKER SEX” 


Edition de Luxe (limited), $10.00 net 


MUSIC AND OTHER POEMS 


By HENRY VAN DYKE 
Author of “The Toiling of Felix,” ‘The Builders,’’ etc. $1.00 net ( postage, 10 cents) 


HIS volume (opening with what perhaps is the finest and most elevated of his sustained poems, the ‘*Ode to Music’’) 
collects the lyrical and other verse which, for some years past, has been establishing Dr. Henry Van Dyke's high 
place among American poets. Many pieces here included have already gone far toward securing the permanent 


position which this collection will give them. 


ILLUSTRATED by MAXFIELD PARRISH 


POEMS of CHILDHOO 


AN ELABORATE AND EXQUISITE BOOK 


By EUGENE FIELD 


Royal 8v0, $2.50 


illustrated in colors 


‘Tee text of this sumptu- 
ous volume consists of all 

of the poems in the two 
volumes, ‘*With Trumpet and 
Drum’’ and ‘*Love Songs of 
Childhood,”’ together with one 
or two poems from other books 
by Mr. Field. Mr. Parrish’s 
contributions include eight full- 
page illustrations in colors, to- 
gether with designs for the 
cover, the title-page, and the 
lining-paper, also reproduced in 
colors. 


CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS :: 


Basbful Earthquake,"’ etc. 


4 NEW ILLUSTRATED EDITION 


RHYMES AND JINGLES 
By MARY MAPES DODGE 
A new edition. With many illustrations by Sarah S. Stilwell 


MES: DODGE has contributed no fewer than eighteen new 
poems to this illustrated edition of her famous book of 

verse for children, Many of the old verses have been 
revised and in a few instances virtually rewritten. The essential 
spirit, however, of the original book, which made it beloved by 
young people the country over, remains the same, and will 
commend it to a wide circle of new readers. Miss Stilwell’s 
illustrations and decorations, poetic, fanciful, humorous, realis- 
tic, are in desirable harmony with the text. s2mo, $1.50 


THE RUBAIYAT 
pD| OFA PERSIAN KITTEN 


By OLIVER HERFORD 
Author of ‘(A Child's Primer of Natural History,’* ‘*The 
Small gto, with illustrations 
by the author. $7.00 net ( postage extra.) 


UNIFORM WITH 


“THE BOOK of 
OYOUS CHIL- 
EN,” by James 
Whitcomb Riley. 
“A CHILD'S 
GARDEN of 
VERSES? by Rob- 
ert Louis Stevenson, 
“LULLABY 
LAND} by Eugene 
Field. 


NEW YORK 
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Traffies ¢9 
Discoveries 


By RupyarpD 
KIPLING 


Old Gorgon 
Graham 


By GreorceE Horace 
LorIMER 


The 
Seeker 


By Harry Leon 
WILSON 


The 


Deliverance 


By ELLEN 
GLASGOW 


Nancy’s Country Christmas. By 


Canext. Illustrated, $1.50. 


Freckles; By Gexe Srrarron-Porter. Sev- 


enty illustrations, $1.50. 


The Hills of Freedom. By Joseru Suanrrs. 


The first volume of collected Kip- 
ling stories since “The Day's Work.” 
It ranges from the mystically besuti- 
ful “They” to soldier stories like “The 
Captive” and “Private Copper” — 
with one long tale. “The Army of a 
Dream,” not previously published. 
( $1.50.) 


Referring to“ They,” The Bookman says: “We 
have here a triumph of literary art.” 


This should be the most widely cir- 
culated book of 1904, and it starts 
with nine separate editions in as 
many countries. These further let- 
ters from the Self-Made Merchant to 
His Son are full of irresistible humor 
and shrewd business sense. (Illus- 
trated, $1.50.) 

“The author's fund of humor, anecdote, sound 


sense and epigram seems inexhaustible.” 
Chicago Record-Herald. 


“There was nothing, either in “The 
Spenders’ or ‘The Lions of the 
Lord,’ to prepare one for the 
strength, the bigness, the downright 
intensity of purpose that mark Mr. 
Wilson’s new volume”—N. Y. Globe. 
(Illustrated, $1.50.) 


" Full of those touches of things common that 
bring conviction.”— The Bookman, 


Miss Glasgow’s notable novel has 
been equally successful with the 
critics and the public. As the Dial 
says: “It is one of the strongest 
and most vital productions of recent 
years?’ (Illustrated in color, $1.50.) 


4 book of large viston, of wide horizons.” 
’. ¥. Times. 


“taka 


E.eanor Diane. By Karnartne Horianp Brown. 
Hoyt. Frontispiece in color, $1.50. Illustrated, $1.50. 


The Eagle’s Shadow. By James Brancu Guthrie of the Times. 


Illustrated, $1.50. 


By J. A. ALrsHELer. 


The Wedding of the Lady of Lovell. By Una 


L. Strnerrap. $1.50. 


Illustrated, $1.50. 


THE WORLDS 


Is Connesponpinc witn Apvertisens, PLEASE Mention “Tire READER MaGaziNne” 


THE READER MAGAZINE ADVERTISEMENTS 


Important Books from Our Fall List 


LIFE OF SHAKESPEARE 
By WILLIAM J. ROLFE, Litt. D. 


The publication of this work is a literary event of first importance. It is the latest and most 
complete biography of Shakespeare, written by one of the foremost living authorities on the 
subject. Within the 550 pazes of text Dr. Rolfe has condensed all the known facts, as well as 
trustworthy conjectures respecting the life of Shakespeare; also adequate and brilliant criti- 
cisms of the plays, sonnets and other writings, and all available data regarding portraits, 
editions and alds to the study of the poet's works. The work is fully illustrated, and contains 
an exhaustive index. Cloth, 8vo, illustrated, $3; half morocco, $5. 


GLOSSARY TO SHAKESPEARE 
‘By ALEXANDER DYCE 


The glossary to the complete works of Shakespeare by Rev. Alexander Dyce (1798-1869) is 
everywhere recognized as a standard work of reference. The present one-volume edition con- 
tains all of Dyce's invaluable references and illustrative quotations from Shakespeare, with the 
addition of several new features, of which the following is perhaps the most noteworthy: 
Dyce's references are only to volume and page of his own edition, For these, which are use- 
less except to owners of the Dyce edition, references to the particular play, with act, scene and 
line (numbered to conform with the Cambridge text, or the particular poem, wit) title and 
line, have been substituted. Hlustrated with portraits, cloth, 8vo, $3; half morocce, . * 


JAPAN: THE PLACE AND THE PEOPLE 


By G. WALDO BROWNE, 

With an important introduction by Hon. Kogoro Takahira, the Japanese Minister to the United States 
This work gives a graphic account of the Japanese people, from the prehistoric origin of the 
race to the present tine, As a popular description of Japan, its scenery, traditions and civili- 
zation, the book has a place of its own among recent publications, It contains about 450 pages 
of text, and includes 16 color plates, more than §o full-page half-tone illustrations from new 


photographs, and 260 text cuts. One volume, cloth extra, large $vo, net, $2.50. Postage extra. 


LOVE TRIUMPHANT: A Book of Poems 
By FREDERIC LAWRENCE KNOWLES 


Mr. John Burroughs pronounced Mr. Knowles's first book of poems “The most fresh and orig- 
inal book of verse that has come to my land in many a year.” Regarding the present volume, 
Mrs. Louise Chandler Moulton writes ina letter to the author: “Phere was much in your tirst 
volume, ‘On Life’s Stairway,’ that E greatly liked, but this volume is incemparably finer, * * * 
You have both variety and individuality. Your note is your own.” “A volume of very remark- 
able poetry."— Nathan Haskall Dole, in Mee Fork Evening Post. Cloth, t2me, cover design 
by Marion L. Peabody, gilt top, net, $1; postage extra. 


COMPLETE WORKS OF EDGAR ALLAN POE 


New Cabinet Edition 

This edition contains all of Poe's short stories, as well as his complete poetical works, crit- 
icisms aud general essays. Tt is prefaced by a syinpathetic memoir from the pen of the late 
Richard Henry Stoddard, occupying over two hundred and twenty pages, aud contains also 
brief appreciations by James Russell Lowell and others. The text is printed in large, clear 
type, with wide margins, on laid deckle-edge paper. The edition contains nearly forty etch- 
ings and photogravures. Sold in sets or separately. Complete set, 6 volumes, cloth, r2mo, 
gilt tops, $9. Per volume, $1.50. Half calf or morocco (in complete sets only), $18. 


NEW STERLING SETS 


The best Library editions at a popular price. Each volume, cloth, r2mo, fully illustrated, at 
the uniform price of Sr per walunes half calf, $2 per volume. Sold in complete sets only. 
The new Sterling sets comprise the complete works of CHARLES LAM, in 5 volumes; EDGAR 
ALLAN Por, 6 volumes; LorRD MACAuLay (Essays), 3 volumes; CAPTAIN MARRYAT, I2 vol- 
umes, and HENRY FIELDING, 7 volumes. 


SEND FOR COMPLETE DESCRIPTIVE LIST 
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My Lady Laughter 


A Romance of Boston Town in the Days of the Great Siege 


THE MOST BRILLIANT NOVEL FROM THE PEN OF 


DWIGHT TILTON 


AUTHOR OF THE FAVORITE “MISS PETTICOATS” 


ar 


Superbly 
illustrated 
with 


TEN 
FULL-PAGE 
PICTURES 


reproduced 
by new 
process in 
eight colors, 
from the 
original 
paintings by 
Charles H. 
Stephens 
the famous 
artist. 


ar 


Constance Drake, the heroine of “My Lady Laughter.” 


The cover 

of this 

book is an 
artistic 
reproduction 
of Mr. 
Stephens’ 
conception of 
Constance 
Drake. 

In 

paper, press- 
work and 
typography 
the 

climax of 
bookmaking. 


ar 


‘‘A thrilling, human story of Boston life in revolutionary days in which 
George Washington, Joseph Warren, Samuel Adams, Paul Revere, John Han- 
cock and other famous men figure naturally and truthfully.” 


For sale by all booksellers, or sent, postpaid, for $1.50, by the publishers 


Cc. M. CLARH PUBLISHING COMPANY, (Inc.) BOSTON, MASS. 
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STIRRING PICTURES 


CHARLES M. RUSSELL, whe Looney 


“xe. FIRST 5,000 copicEs .- 


Hope Mathaway 


By FRANCES PARKER 


We shall give these eight pictures of 
Western life. Exact size and true re- 
productions of originals, each bearing the 


artist’s signature, and all ready for framing 


FOR SALE AT ALL ART STORES. $8.00 A SET. 


‘‘Hope Hathaway” : SEND AT ONCE 


is another strong Westen [eepegwaseiee ‘Hope Hathaway’’ 
a eee and receive these eight 


story of Montana ranch \ + Mian Stunning Pictures. This 
Edition will not last long. 


life by the author of be ~ : SEND AT ONCE 


* MARJIE OF THE LOWER RANCH.” 


PRICE POSTPAID BY THE PUBLISHERS @ PRICE 


$1.50 4 


ee “ss Hope Be at : . 
y Hathaway” - ~ 3 pages, large Wau wee 
is beautifully tiigbo “Se type, easy oe yY 

bound and [ _ 4 to read Se 
fully illustrated and interesting 


Cc. M. CLARK PUBLISHING COMPANY (Inc.), BOSTON, MASS. 
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Play the 
NewGame 


Newestand Best 
of all Card 


For Sale Everywhere, 


shers. 


Copy- 
righted 
1904 


or sent, postpaid, by the publi 


including 


49 
Portraits 


of the 
Most Popular 
Actors and 
Actresses 
Printed in Three Colors 


THE AMERICAN NEWS COMPANY, NEW YORH, Selling Agents 
At all Department, Stationery, and Toy Stores 


Room 712, C. M. Clark Publishing Company (Iuc.), Boston, Mass., U.S.A., Sole Proprietors and Publishers 


THE MOSHER BOOKS 


MDC eC Cl 


Mr. Mosher desires to announce that his new CaTALocueE will 
be ready for mailing in October, to all booklovers who favor him 
with their address. The additions are as follows: 


THE BROCADE SERIES, 4 Volumes THE OLD WORLD SERIES, 3 Volumes 
THE QUARTO SERIES, 1 Volume THE LYRIC GARLAND, 3 Volumes 
THE VEST POCKET SERIES, 2 Volumes | MISCELLANEOUS, 3 Volumes 

THE BIBELOT, Volume X 


It is by their quality and moderate price that THe Mosuer 
Books stand at the head of American bookmaking. 


THOMAS B. MOSHER ** “Sigeer’*** PORTLAND, MAINE 
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A BOOK OF UNSURPASSED CHARACTER DRAWING 
QUAINT HUMOR AND HOMELY PHILOSOPHY 


SUSAN CLEGG 


And-Her Friend MRS. LATHROP 


OTHER NEW FICTION 


A fanciful tale of Modern Arctic Exploration 


THE PRINCESS THORA 


By HARRIS BURLAND 
Author of ‘*Dacobra."" Illustrated, 360 pages, 12mo, $1.50 


An ingenious novel, with its scenes laid in London 
and the frozen north. There is constant action 
and a succession of surprises. 


A romance of Early Michigan 


THE WOLVERINE 


By ALBERT L. LAWRENCE 
Illustrated, 341 pages, 12mo, $1.50. 


‘The spirited story of the wooing of a pretty French 
Catholic girl by a young surveyor of Puritan ideas, 
in the early days of Michigan. 


Sth frontispiece by W. J. Enright. 


It’s a pretty sad thing, Mrs. Lathrop, when all the 
comfort you c’n get out of man is the thinkin’ ’t 
perhaps God in his mercy has made him a fool. 


By ANNE WARNER 


Author of ‘A Woman's Will,’’ etc. 


The chapter titles: I. The Marrying of Susan Clegg ; II. 
Miss Clegg’s Adopted ; IIL. Jathrop Lathrop’s Cow; IV. 
Susan Clegg’s Cousin Marion; V. The Minister's Vacation, 


227 
decorated cloth, $1.00 postpaid. 


A book of finely imagined stories 


PAINTED SHADOWS 


By RICHARD LEGALLIENNE 


Author of ‘‘ The Quest of the Golden Girl,’ 337 pages, 12mo, $1.50 


Mr. Le Gallienne’s new stories are the equal of 
his best work and will appeal to all those who love 


what is best in literature. 


A heroine with a genuine love for song 


SWEET PEGGY 


By LINNIE SARAH HARRIS 
Illustrated, 280 pages, 12mo, $1.50 


Peggy, a charming unconventional country girl, 


will win the hearts of all who read this story of 


love, music and nature. 


LITTLE, BROWN & CO., Publishers, BOSTON 


SEND FOR COMPLETE FALL LIST 
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pages, 12mo, 


THE READER MAGAZINE ADVERTISEMENTS 


THREE GOOD BOOKS 


—— ss A CHICAGO PRINCESS 
A CHICAGO By ROBERT BARR 


PRINCESS Author of “Over the Border,” ‘The Victors,"” “Teka,” ‘In the Midst 
BY ROBERT BAR of Alarms,’’ ‘*A Woman Intervenes,”’ etc. 


Acharacteristic, breezy,and humorous romance 
of an over-rich Chicago girl with a craze 
for titled personages. 


The heroine is the daughter of a Chicago multi-millionaire, 

traveling in the Eastin his yacht. Here the story begins, and the 

action at once becomes as rapid as that of a Japanese campaign. 

The party go to Korea, where the Emperor falls violently in 

love with the Chicago ‘Princess’? and desires to marry her. 

His courtship is fast and furious, and leads to many strange com- 

plications which Mr. Barr has told in his bright and vivid way. 

The story satirizes certain mouveaw riche American tendencies and is thoroughly original and 

‘sup-to-date,’’ while the characters are all interesting. The book has above all things that 
merit which Mr. Barr’s work never fails to possess—that of always entertaining the reader. 

“samo, cloth, illustrated, $1.50 


rm Toye 
IMPORTED AM, . —_-NS 


By BROUGHTON BRANDENBERG 


The most intelligent attempt ever made to understand the question of European immigration to 
America. Mr. and Mrs. Brandenberg crossed the ocean twice in the steerage, lived for some months 
with a typical Sicilian family who were about to emigrate, and finally passed through Ellis Island. 

What Mr. Brandenberg saw is told in a simple, direct manner. Numerous incidents, 
entertaining stories, and many illustrations from remarkable photographs illuminate the swiftly 
moving narrative. S8vo, cloth. Net, $1.60; postpaid, $7.75 


MAMMY ’MONGST 
the WILD NATIONS of EUROPE 
By RUTHELLA MORY BIBBINS 


««Mammy’”’ is a delightful acquaintance, and, what is more, a real 
person of flesh and blood from «Ole Virginny.’’ Her devotion to 
her baby-charge impels this quaint, philosophic old darky to leave 
the shelter of the Virginia plantation and accompany her mistress 
into the lion’s den—‘*’mongst de wil’ nations ob Europe.”’ 

Equipped with the wisdom of her two classics, the Bible and 
««Mother Goose,’? Mammy compares Old World with New in a 
shrewd dictum as refreshing as it is original. 

r2mo, cloth, with eight illustrations, $1.25 
FOR SALE EVERYWHERE 


FREDERICK A. STOKES COMPANY 
5 and 7, East Sixteenth Street NEW YORK 
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SELECTIONS FROM 
A.S. BARNES & CO'S NEW BOOKS 


FICTION THE PRESIDENT A NOVEL 


By ALFRED) HENRY LEWIS, Author of ‘The Boss,’’ Illustrated by Jay Hamaincx. 
12mMo, CrotH, Price $1.50. 


«<Brilliant descriptions of political and speculative life.’’— Chicago Tribune. 
««Atter the vogue of what has been called ‘anwmic fiction’ this story, full of action and 
blood, ought to find a wide audience.”’"—New York Evening Post. 


THE PAGAN’S PROGRESS 


By GOUVERNEUR MORRIS, Author of ‘*Aladdin O’Brien,”’ etc. Tllustratea vy Joun Rar. 
t2mo. CrotH. Price $1.00. With-original colored frontispiece. 


**Told vigorously and rapidly and is to be commended alike for its beauty and for the skill 
with which fact and fiction are judiciously mingled.’’— Boston Transcript. 

««Has the force of an allegory. It is the story of the awakening of a man’s belief in a life 
bevond this.’’— Minneapolis Journal. 


A CAPTAIN IN THE RANKS 


A Romance of Affairs, By GEORGE CARY EGGLESTON. With frontispiece in colors. r2mo. Crotm. $1.20 net. 

«<A Captain in the Ranks’’ is the story of a heroic soldier—not of fortune, but of industry — 
and a charming and courageous woman, who play their parts in one of the great scenes of 
American lite, the upbuilding of our country after the civil war. It is the story of a man who 


achieves and a woman who loves. 
CAP’N ERI 


By JOSEPH C. LINCOLN. Illustrated in colors by Cuancotre Waser. 12mMo0. Crotn. $1.50. 5th edition. 
*«Everybody’s friend.’’—New York Sun, ¢*Full of laughter.”’ — Chicago Record-Herald. 


JUVENILE—New Volumes in the East and West Series. 


“Interesting, exciting, wholesome, thoroughly American.” 


THE SEARCH RUNNING THE RIVER 
A Story of the Old Frontier. By E. P, WEAVER. A Story of Adventure and Success.) By GEORGE’ 
12mo. CrotH. Itiustraten. $1.25. CARY EGGLESTON. 
From London to Wilderness, or A Rescue fromthe Red Men. = 
12mo. Crotn, Ittustratep (Second Edition) $1.50. 
THE THREE PRISONERS Pee WlseNseuasen. 
A Story of the Great War. ¢ First Volume in the Outdoor Series. 
By WILLIAM HENRY SHELTON. THE ISLAND CAMP 


t2mo, Crow, Intustaatep. $1.25. Or, The Young Hunters of Lakeport. By CAPTAIN 
Uniform style with THE ARK OF 1803, by C. A. RALPH BONEHILL, _ Illustrated by J. Hambidge. 
Stephens, and NEW FORTUNES, by Mabel Earle. t2mo. CroTuH. $1.25. 


LIVES OF GREAT WRITERS 


IN THE DAYS OF CHAUCER 


The Story of His Life and Times. By TUDOR JENKS 12mo. CtotH. $1.00 NET 


Dr. Hamilton Wright Mabie in his introduction says: ‘‘Mr. Jenks has made us see Chaucer's England, under- 
stand its habits, overhear its speech, and comprehend its spirit. The fresh interest with which he has invested his 
subject and the fullness of knowledge with which he has made the merry-hearted coarse England of Chaucer's time live 


vo 


before ourimaginations shows how intelligently he has read and how deeply he loves the poet of ‘The Canterbury Tales’. 
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The New 1904 Webster 


This is the only complete Webster’s Dictionary 
issued since Webster’s International 
made its appearance in 1890, 
FOURTEEN YEARS AGO 


Webster’s Imperial Dictionary 


THE LATEST AUTHENTIC WEBSTER— 
SUPERSEDING ALL OTHERS 


NEW PLATES Thousands of New Words UP-TO-DATE 


Reset from new type, re-edited throughout, printed from new 

ites. A single page in this book (1089) defines 36 words not found 
in Webster's International Dictionary; another page (1177) defines 
23 such words. You need the latest and best. This is it. 

RADIUM, the various RAYS, TRUSTS, etc., etc., and all 
other modern words, also old words with modern meanings, are 
peeves defined in their alphabetic order. No supplement to this 
atest Webster. None is needed. 

Webster's International, published in 1890, contains 1,681 pages 
from A to Z, and retails for $10.00, 

Webster’s Imperial Dictionary contains 1056 pages 
from Ato Z. Published August 8, 1904. Special Limited 
Time Price, only . 5 . ‘ . e . . 


Bound in Full Law Sheep. Thumb-Indexed Without Extra 
harge. 


Size, 8% x11% inches, 4% inches thick. Weight, 14 pounds. 
You Need It—Order To-day. 


CONKLIN’S WRITING DESK BOOK 


HELPS ALL WHO WRITE; CONTAINS 355 PAGES, AND IS BOUND IN LEATHER 


HAVE I USED THE RIGHT WORD?—Consu!t 15,000 Synonyms and Antonyms. Page Io!. 
HAVE I SPELLED IT CORRECTLY ?—Consult 50,000 Words Difficult to Spell. Page 277. 
SHALL I USE A CAPITAL LETTER ?—Consult How to Use Capital Letters. Page 11. 

IS THE SENTENCE GRAMMATICAL ?—Consult Rules of Grammar. Pages 20 and 24. 

tS IT PROPERLY CONSTRUCTED ?—Consult Rules of Construction. Page 32. 

HAVE I PUNCTUATED IT CORRECTLY ?—Consult How to Punctuate Correctly. Page 11. 
IS IT CORRECT IN STYLE ?—Consult Rules of Style and Composition. Pages 33 and 72. 


This volume also contains Forms of Address; Slips of the Tongue and Pen; Abbreviations in Common Use; A Dictionary 
of Quotations, and much other matter of great value. BOUND INLEATHER. 355 PAGES. Mailed onreceipt of Ss Oc 


by the publisher. 
orn OTHER 50-CENT BOOKS WORTH HAVING 


Any of which, bound in leather, will be sent postpaid on receipt of price by the publisher 


Hill’s Vest Pocket Webster Dictionary. Conklin’s Argument Settler. 
Hill's German-English I h-German Dictionary. Conklin’s Civil and Business Law. 
Hill's Frer =n 1 English-French Dictionary. Conklin's The Way to Think and How to Remember. 
Hill's Spanish- h and I-nglish-Spanish Dictionary Conklin's Familiar Quotations. 
and Self-Instructor. Conklin's 500 Ways to Make Money. 
Hill's Latin-English and English-Latin Dictionary, Conklin's Synonyms and Antonyms. 
Hill's Italian-English and English-Italian Dictionary. Conklin's Rapid Commercial Calculator, 
Hill’s Vest Pocket Hoyle, Ogilvie's Concise Atlas and Gazetteer of the World. 
Hill’s Rules of Order. Thimm’s French Self Taught. 


Thimm’s German Self Taught. 


GEO. M. OGILVIE & CO., PUBLISHERS, “ste.” CHICAGO, ILL. 
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Two New Departments in the 


METROPOLITAN 
MAGAZINE 


For November 
“THE MONTH'S ATTRACTIONS ON THE STAGE” 


Twenty Pages of Photographs accompanied by bright text concerning plays and players 


“PEOPLE OF THE HOUR” 


Entertaining comment about men and women the world 
ober, copiously illustrated from photographs 


COLOR ILLUSTRATIONS 


More of George Gibbs’ beautiful drawings in full color, 
representing ‘‘ The Ebolution of an American Girl” 


AN “UNCLE REMUS” STORY 
By JOEL CHANDLER HARRIS 
‘““Why Mr. Turkey-Buzzard Is Bald-Headed”’ 


“Fighting Fat at Marienbad”’ 
From a Pastel by John Cecil Clay, reproduced in 


full. dor in the Christmas Merororii aN, This Zames Huneker'’s unique account of Holv Wealthy People 
He ties number wi A he sm tuously Lee d é i 
with drawings in two, three and tour cole It Spend Thousands annually in an Endeabor to Keep Thin 


¢ 
will be the must be watt ul ube v ut the M. Hee avine 
ever Issued. 


“THOROUGHBREDS AND THEIR BATTLES” 


The Romance of the Race Horse, as seen by Charles E. Trebathan, the Racing Expert 


Clever Short Stories Beautiful Illustrations 
NOW ON SALE 


THE METROPOLITAN MAGAZINE 


Price 15c a Copy $1.80 Per Year 
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Put mv your Thumb 


anywhere in the November number of THE- BOOKLOVERS MAGAZINE and 
you’ll pull out a plum. It is brim full of good things, and you can’t help liking 
enough of them to make you mighty glad you bought a copy. Be sure to get 
it for November. It will be onevery good news stand on October 25th. If you 
find a newsdealer who does not handle THE BOOKLOVERS MAGAZINE, send 
us his full name and address, and the name of the news company from which 
he receives his magazines—we will then send you a November number free. 


WHAT'S INSIDE 


There are some things to be said in favor of THE BOOKLOVERS MAGAZINE; that is, in compari- 
son with other magazines. Like Mark Twain’s ‘‘ Jumping Frog,’’ it has parts all its own. It 
has spirit, a good deal of ginger, a reasonable share of seriousness and it is undeniably beautiful. 
The ‘‘ Booklovers’’ is the newest magazine success. It is not a magazine of book-lore, nor is it 
bookish. Every month it contains a series of artistic and popular color pictures, one good story 
of reasonable length, at least one illustrated article of international importance, a number of 
bright, penetrating discussions of present day topics, and ‘‘ The Best New Things from the World 
of Print’’—all brilliantly illustrated. THE BOOKLOVERS MAGAZINE is built distinctly for people 
whose spirit, taste and culture qualify them to appreciate the best things in picture, story and 
informing article. The publishers have determined that it will always be the newest magazine. 
If it finds itself getting old it will begin all over again. In this way THE BOOKLOVERS MAGAZINE 
will continue to be as it is now, ‘‘ The Magazine that is Different ’’—in the right way. 


The Booklovers Magazine, 1323 Walnut Street, Philadelphia 


The subscription price of The Booklovers Magazine és $3.00 a year, 25 cents a single number. It is for sale on all news stands. 
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The -Tabard Inn- Library- 


-AND ITS— — 


“Exchangeable Book” Service 


The accompanying _ illustration 
shows a TABARD INN Book ina 
TABARD INN case with a red band 
Once you get a TABARD 
INN Book it is your own property, 


around it. 


but you can exchange it for another 
book at any of the TABARD INN Sta- 
tions in the United States or Canada. 
There are two thousand of these 
stations (lists of which will be fur- 
ATIRBARD INN CASES nished on application). The Library 
sells ‘‘ Exchangeable Books,” the 
very latest books published. If a member does not 
find in an exchange station the book he wants he can 
buy it and he will thereafter have two books to 
exchange instead of one. The exchange fee is five 
cents; this is the only charge after the member once 
becomes the owner of a TABARD INN Book. 
Thousands of book-readers are buying Exchangeable 
Books and the TABARD INN makes these books per- 
manently valuable by providing stations at which they 
may be exchanged. The difference in price between 
a new book sold generally and not exchangeable and 
a new book sold by the Tasarp INN, which is 
exchangeable is rarely more than ten cents, while an 
“Exchangeable Book’’ is ten times more valuable. 
There are already 700,000 books in circulation in the 
TABARD INN Library System. 

Send $1.50 and we will mail you postage prepaid 
any book selected from the list given in this adver- 
tisement. This makes you a TABARD INN member 
with all the Library privileges. You may deduct ten 
per cent. on all orders of five books and over. We 
allow you the differencesavedin carriage charges. 


Nore.—If you send $3.25 we will include with your first selection a fully paid 
subscription for one year to THE BOOKLOVERS MAGAZINE. This applies to one 
book orders only. 


THE TABARD INN LIBRARY 


Home Office 1030 Chestnut Street 


Philadelphia 


Books for Selection 
in Tabard Inn Cases 
$1.50. Postage pre- 


Traffics and = 
udyard Kipling 
The Affair at the Inn 
Kate Douglas Wiggin 
At Home with the Jardines 


Lilian Bell 
The Betrayal 
E. Phillips Oppenheim 
Beverly of Graustark 
George Barr McCutcheon 
Blazed Trail Stories 
Beware Edward White 
Bruvver Jim’s Baby 
Philip Verril Mighels 
The Castaway 
Hallie Erminie Rives 
The Challoners 
F. Benson 
The Farm of the pause . 
Eden Phillpotts 
The Flight of the —, 


Emily Post 
The Givers 
Mary E. Wilkins Freeman 
God’s Good 
Marie Corelli 


The Golden Bowl 
Henry James 


The House of Fulfilment 
George Madden Martin 
The Hound from the North 
Ridgwell Cullom 
A Ladder of Swords 
Sir Gilbert Parker 
The Lady of Loyalty House 
Justin Huntly McCarthy 
The Last Hope 
Henry Seton Merriman 
The Light Brigade in Spain 
Herbert Strang 
The Loves of Edwy 
Rose Cecil O'Neil 
The Loves of Miss Anne 
S. R. Crockett 
Love’s Proxy 
Richard Bagot 
Old Gorgon brag 
orge H. Lorimer 
A Pillar of Light 


The President 
Alfred Henry Lewis 
The — 
Wm. Hawley Smith 
The Queen’s Advocate 
Arthur W. Marchmont 
The Rose of Old St. Louis 


Mary Dillon 
The Seeker 
Harry Leon Wilson 
The Soldier of the Valley 


Nelson Lloyd 
Tommy and Co. 


jrrome K, Jerome 
To Windwar. 
Henry C. Rowland 


Vergilius 
Irving Bacheller 


The Yeoman 
Charles Kennett Burrow 


Louis Tracy 
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“RICH WITH ABSORBING FICTION’ 
— Boston Globe. 


OCTAVE THANET 


IN THE DECEMBER NUMBER OF 
THE READER MAGAZINE 


Begins a new story of great power and present interest. In 
securing this serial, on which Miss French has been at work 
for more than two years, the publishers believe they are 
fully keeping their promise to the readers of The READER 
MaGaZINE—to give them only the best. The appearance of 
a story by Octave Thanet is a notable event. Certainly no 

serial of the year will measure up to it in importance. 
Lucius Hitchcock has illustrated it. The first installment 
will be in the beautiful 


CHRISTMAS NUMBER 


YOU WILL MISS IT IF YOU MISS 
THE READER MAGAZINE 


But to tell more of the Christmas contents would be to rob 
anticipation of its pleasure; surprise of its joy. For after 
all: “Men are but children of a larger growth.” 


WATCH FOR IT—ASK FOR IT! 
THE BEAUTIFUL CHRISTMAS NUMBER OF 


THE 
READER MAGAZINE 


“CONTINUES TO GROW MORE ATTRACTIVE EACH MONTH” 


—Detroit Tribune. 
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CH_RISTMAS IS NEAR 


YOU CERTAINLY HAVE 
FRIENDS 


you wish to remember, not expensively, 
not cheaply—but effectively, with 
a gift worth while. 


WHY NOT GIVE THE 
HOWARD CHANDLER CHRISTY 


EDITION OF 


The Courtship of My 
Miles Standish oe 


The handsomest gift book ever published 
Sells regularly at $3.00, but you can get one 


ABSOLUTELY FREE 


possibly two or three copies—it depends upon 
where you live. Write to-day if you are 
interested. 


The Bobbs-Merrill Co., Publishers 


Indianapolis, Indiana 
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Complete Plans and 
i nin fora Home 


A year’s subscription to THE 
CRAFTSMAN, at the regular 
price of $3.00, entitles the 
subscriber to membership i in 
THe CRAFTSMAN HoMeE- 
BUILDERS’ CLusB. CRAFTSMAN HOUSE NUMBER ONE 


PLANS for houses appear monthly and vary in cost from two 

thousand to fifteen thousand dollars. ‘These will be supple- 
mented with complete details and specifications, ready to be 
taken up by any superintendent without further instructions 
or cost. Interior schemes for furnishing and decorating with 
each set of plans. 


This offer entitles the subscriber to any one of the twelve plans which will 
appear during the term of his subscription. ‘The first Crarrsman house 
appeared in January, 1904, and each number since has contained one. 


hee interest in the plans selected does not cease with delivery, 

as our architectural department is open for correspondence 
and will offer suggestions on any subject about which the 
builder may make inquiry. 


Hundred-page Booklet, containing full explanation of the Homebuilders’ Club, four designs of houses, a’ number 
of interior views, and able articles by authoritative writers, mailed upon receipt of Ten Cents in stamps. 


Gustav Stickley *4yi-"" Syracuse, N.Y. 
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HISTORY 


IN THE MAKING 


ONE DOLLAR Pee A $3.00 
A YEAR : MAGAZINE 


TEN CENTS na b FOR BUT $1.00 
A COPY A YEAR 


Over 100 sow y ) 128 Pages 
Illustrations Every Month 


A SAMPLE COVER 


THE WORLD TO-DAY 


is not simply a chronicle of events or a summary of other publications. It obtains its 
information at first hand and is always up-to-date. It has an individuality of its own. 


Tue Wortp To-Day contains in each issue vigorous editorials upon persons, opinions 
and events. It also contains articles from the foremost men and women of the day 
upon an astonishingly wide range of subjects of current interest. ‘The Calendar of 
the month, Biographies of noted men and women and Book Reviews are features 
that appeal to progressive people who wish to keep posted. 


In point of presswork, illustrations (many in colors,) range of subjects and general 
attractiveness it is unequalled by any other magazine. 


Fact more interesting than fiction when presented righ. 
The only magazine of its class at one dollar per year 


SAMPLE COPY TEN CENTS 


THE WORLD TO-DAY CO. 1125,67 WABASH AVE. CHICAGO 
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Is accepted as the most sympathetic and artistic 
expression of the recent encouraging tendency of the 


yh 


=a 
m= American people to live an outdoor life.» OUTING Ky. 
ca makes a broad human appeal to lovers of the out- ae 
ts door world. Tales of travel and adventure, told with aah 


aT 
abt 


humor and pathos, and beautifully illustrated with 
exceptional outdoor photographs and drawings, fill 


(AN oe 
ot wes 
ah tel oe 


a 


its pages with the breath of the woods, the sea and fact 
the mountains. wath 


te 


Its fiction and entertaining articles are an inspiration 

to those who must stay at home, while its practical 

' «How to” articles tell all who wish to lead an out- 
door life, near home or in the wilderness, the best 
way to doit. Ina year they cover the whole outdoor 
field; how to fish, climb, sail; build dams, boats and 
camps; train dogs and horses; play golf, hunt and 


ay 
oy 


Payee 
woes 


re cae 


43 


swim; in fact, how to lead the life that makes for e j 
health and a true appreciation of the world as God Kix 
made it. we 


Tear out this page and mail it to us with your name and address, and we will send you a 
sample copy so that you may judge for yourself. 


THE OUTING PUBLISHING CO., 239 Fifth Avenue, N. Y. 


a 
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What Is a Good Title for 
This Gibson Drawing? 


The picture has no title. LIFE wants the best one that can be suggested. It is 
not a puzzle picture. The title may be a word, a line, a verse or a quotation, 


No suggestion for a title will be The person whosuggests | Mr. Charles Dana Gibson 
considered unless accompanied by the most appropriate draws regularly for LIFE, the 
Five Dollars to pay for a year's title will i leading illustrated, humorous and 
subscription to LIFE. Subscrip- a ae eo satirical journal of the world. 


tions may begin at any time. The. Chiisiies and 6c a 
The best title will be determined Se ee ee 


e 
by the Exton of LIFE from tiles numbers of LIFE are sent to sub- 
submitted in the competition. Write , scribers without additional charge. 
your title on an envelope, with your Send ten cents now for the copy 


name and address inside. Enclose of LIFE which will in th 
both with your remittance for sub- ie gr ads mig 


of 
simon. Scauestions nian tacks announcement of the result of this 
LIFE: before February. 14.1905: $500 contest. Your name and address 
The result will be announced in will be put on file and the copy 
LIFE for February 23, 1905. 


mailed to you as soon as issued. 


In addition to the opportunity to gain the $500 prize, EVERY COMPETITOR WILL RECEIVE, FREE OF CHARGE, 
an artist's proof of the picture, hand-printed on 17x21 India paper, plate-marked ready for framing, 


LIFE PUBLISHING COMPANY 


17 West Thirty-First Street New York City 


An artistically printed catalogue, containing 135 miniature reproductions of prints and proofs by Gibson, Gilbert, Clay, 
lashfield, Harrison, Fisher, Crosby and others, published by LIFE, will be sent to any address on receipt of ten cents. 
dainty volume which will be of service in the selection of holiday gifts. 
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“A Twentieth-Century Review of Opinion” 
B.O. FLOWER: EDITOR 


The ARENA 


Is A Net MAGAZINE 


#2.50 a Year To All Alike 
Foreign Subscriptions, $3.00 


BELIEVE that the great heart of the American people is sound to the core. 
I believe that they unqualifiedly prefer common honesty and reasonable 
candor in all things. 
I believe that in nothing is integrity in all things—big and little—so needed 
as in the publishing of a magazine which stands for the conscience-thought of the land. 
I believe it to be a moral wrong to those subscribers who pay the full subscription 
price for a magazine that other subscribers should by any means whatever obtain it for 
a less price or should get premiums that all do not receive. Some are paying too little 
or others are paying too much. 
I believe that straightforward dealing is the highest business intelligence. 


“NOBLESSE OBLIGE” 


Due regard for the obligation resting upon me in my relation of publisher obliges 
me to announce that henceforth all clubbing arrangements heretofore made by former 
publishers of “The Arena” are canceled. 

Due regard for the equa’ rights of all subscribers obliges me to state that hence- 
forth “The Arena” is a net magazine—which means that no subscription will be received 
for which the subscriber pays less than the established price. 

Due regard for the intelligence and self-respect of the readers for whom “The 
Arena” is published obliges me to undertake that henceforth “The Arena” shall in 
itself be worth its full cost to every subscriber—no matter what sacrifice in other things 
may be demanded to pay for that subscription—and that while it carries my imprint it 
will be 


PUBLISHED ON HONOR AND SOLD ON VALUE. 


ALBERT BRANDT. 
The thirty-second volume began with 
the July issue, 1y04. 


» ALBERT BRANDT: PUBLISHER & 


TRENTON, N.J. & BOSTON,MASS. 
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THE WORKS OF 
Theodore Roosevelt 


4 eee ae ie | 
Sagamore Edition, 15 | * Ps “ TITLES 
volumes. Printed from Rough Riders 
large, clear type and American Ideals 


substantially bound in - Administration and Civil 
: Service 


The Wilderness Hunter 
Hunting the Grisly 
Trips of a Ranchman 
THE | Hunting Trips on the 


CRITIC ¢ Prairie 


‘The Winning of the West 


for one year for only (6 volumes) 


Naval War of 1812 
$06.00 b a We sdaiea) 


cloth, with illustra- 
tions, and 


O FORM a true estimate of President Roosevelt’s character one must read his writings. 

I By devoting himself to high aims, and by sheer force of character, he has gained a place in 
history that is unique and truly glorious. His writings admirably illustrate the keenness 

and straightforward integrity of the man. His literary works alone would have brought him well- 
merited fame. They are imbued with striking virility and originality, and make the best of reading. 


The Critic is a necessity to any one who aims at culture or knowledge of £ , 


literary affairs. It is a satisfaction to all who care for bright 
reading, careful criticism, fine illustrations, and brilliant caricature. It is the leading literary 
magazine, and the chronicle of art, music, and the drama as well. Published monthly. 
25 cents a number, $2.00 a year. 


Critic” for one Sats Or, if you prefer, we will accept $0 Enclosed find $2. Please 
CASH WITH ORDER in full payment. We pay ex- sending 

Roosevelt’s Works 
pressage. 


rh vote cai and enter my name for 
. ss r e C for one year. I agree to 
This is much less than the regular price. Many hundreds pay further $1 a month for six months 

a in payment for the books and magazine, 
of sets of books are sold through the bookstores each year at full price, volumes to be your property until fully 


We make this remarkable discount simply to introduce our magazine, ats 
“The Critic.”” 


If you find the books in any way 


inferior to your expectations, 


Guarantee 


you may return them within five days at our ex- 


pense, and we will refund your money. If you prefer to pay cash, send $6 with order. 
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Current a 


«= Literature 


is an illustrated monthly magazine which gives the creain of the best 
things published, and in just the shape to be most helpful, attractive and 
interesting — everything that is worth reading, remembering and keeping. 

Current Literature is a magazine of Fiction and Poetry, of 
Science and Art, of Wit, Humor and Comment — a magazine of Amer- 
ican Life. It tells you about the newest and’ best books and their 
authors; it reprints the best poetry 3 it reveals to you new discoveries 
in Modern Science, Medicine and Surgery ; it gives interesting de- 
tails of Travel and Exploration. It contains fascinating touches of 
the world’s wit, humor and cartoon work; it shows you what is 
strange and interesting in Natural History; it discusses and gives 
the opinions (both sides) of authorities on all questions of interest 
and importance; it presents a carefully prepared record of Current 
History with incidental and independent comment; it supplies just 
those things about which the members of every intelligent American 
household should be well informed. Each department is presented in 
the simplest and most popular manner— technicality being dispensed 
with. To keep well posted—to get quickly at the gist of every- 
thing important that is going on the world over— you should read 
Current Literature. 


There is no magazine published on cither side of the Atlantic that gives at the same time a larger quantity, 
better quality, and more interesting reading matter than Current Literature. It should bein every Ameri- 
can home, especially where there are young people.— Tig St. Lours GLope-DgMocrat. 


25 Sure PUBLISHED MONTHLY $3 Wek 


A POSTAL CARD WILL BRING A SAMPLE COPY IF YOU MENTION THE READER MAGAZINE 


CURRENT LITERATURE PUB. CO. iiW ¥xx 
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ARCHITECTURAL RECORD 
for OCTOBER 


A SPECIAL NUMBER FOR THE HOUSEHOLD 
A CHAPTER FOR EVERY ROOM IN THE HOUSE 


By D. N. B. Sturgis, Rich with Illustrations 


Ri i ren ei a na NR rE a a eR TA RS NR Ng a 
CHOICE EXAMPLES AND SUGGESTIONS FOR THE HALL 
DRAWING-ROOM, LIBRARY, BALLROOM, KITCHEN, ETC. 


ORDER EXTRA COPIES NOW 
ARCHITECTURAL RECORD COMPANY 


14 VESEY STREET, NEW YORK 


‘Whatever of literary, scientific, artistic, religious or 
political achievement is to be credited to the Jews of 
to-day will be found recorded in the pages of THE New 
Era ILttustraTED Macazine—a periodical which is 
gaining ground among thoughtful and progressive Jews 
and which appeals to non-Jews who desire to be well 
informed about Jewish affairs. 


Read “Tue SacriFice or Upscuia,” by Max Nordau 
begun in the June number. 


Subscription price, $2.00 a year; single copies, 25 cents 


THE NEW ERA MAGAZINE COMPANY 
38 Park Row : NEW YORK 
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California 
the far West 


-OneDollar a Year For Sale by Newsdealers 


end for Sample Copy. 
ARTISTIC Published By 
‘ONEVERY COMPANYS 


4 MONTGOMERY ST 
SanFrancisco, California 


PAG 


IRGN MOUNTAIN ROUTE 


FROM ST.LOUIS’ TO 


HOT SPRINGSARK- SAN ANTONIO 


NO POINTS IN 


pe MEXICO ane CALIFORNIA 


AVES g 
FOR FURTHER INFORMATION \ 
ADORESS COMPANY'S AGENTS OR V4 
PA 


H.C. TOWNSEND, Gen’! Pass’rand Tkt. Agt., ST, LOUIS. 
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THE 
MICHIGAN 
(‘ENTRAL 


IS THE 


NIAGARA FALLS 
ROUTE 


BETWEEN CHICAGO 
AND THE EAST 


Four splendid through 
trains daily to New York 
and Boston. Two run via 
Niagara Falls, stopping 
five minutes at Falls View, 
directly overlooking the 
entire panorama of the 
cataract. Ten days’ stop- 
over at Niagara allowed 


on all through tickets. 


Ask about the new Niagara Falls picture 
number five. It would adorn your library 


Four through trains to 
Granpv Raprips daily, with 


complete Pullman car and 
dining car service. 


O.W.RUGGLES 


GG. PS Ti-A 


CHICAGO 
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ae 
a Men of business prefer The 


California | 
Limited 


Used by them not once, but every time. 


The train “wears well”; mainly 
because the service is faultlessly good 
every mile and every minute. 


There is a reason for such uniform 
excellence. The management is the 
same from start to finish. “Santa Fe 
All the Way ~-track, train, employes 
and meals. 


If your ticket reads for this luxurious train 
a restful trip is assured. 


The California Limited runs the year ‘round between Chicago, 
Kansas City, Los cy on San Dee and San Francisco. 
Daily service will be resumed November 13 for the tenth 
season, superseding the present semi-weekly schedule. 
arries Observation, Compartment and Drawing-room Pull- 
mans, Buffet-smoker and Dining-car. 


Practically dustless track--rock-ballasted, oil-sprinkled. 


Pamphlet of the train. and book describing the California trip. mailed on request. 
Addrese General Passenger Office, Atchison. Topeka @ Senta Pe Railway, Chicago. 


(New $250,000 hotel, “El Tovar.” at Grand Canyon of Arizona, 


open early in December. 
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“THE ONLY WAY™ 


BETWEEN 
CHICAGO 
ST. LOUIS 

KANSAS CITY 


AND 
PEORIA 


Handsomest, most 
luxurious trains inthe 
world; completely 
rock-ballasted road- 
bed, no dust, no dirt, 
no smoke, no cinders. 


THE 
ALTON’S 


1905 
(CD '@ tty 
GIRL 


Copyright, 1904, by the 
Chicago & Alton Kallway Co. 


cART 
CALENDAR> 


Five Sueerts, Eacu 10X15 IncuEs 


SEND 25 CTS. 
with name of publication in which you read this advertise- 
ment, to GEO. J. CHARLTON, (.eneral Passenger Agent, 
Chicago & Alton Railway, Lock Box 618 CHICAGO, IL1 
anil yet the handsomest«alendarofthe yeu. Fourgraceful 
ooses inc vlors, unmarred by alvertisements and ready for 
raming. 


Sequel to the famous 
“Tencing” and Boy” 


Girl Art Calendars. 


FIRE PROOF 


Hotel Lenox 


Boylston and Exeter Streets 
Back Bay, BOSTON 


One oF THE Finest Mopern 
I'tre Proor Horets in THE 


Country. Two Munvtes’ 
W ALK FROM THE Back Bay 
Srations, AnD One Brock 
FROM CopLey SQuaRE 


Cuaries A. GLeason, Manager 
Send for illustrated booklet 
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**By two or three witnesses shal! a matter be 
established.’’ 


FIVE 
POINTS of 
EXCELLENCE 


Leaving the center of the city from 
which you start; reaching the center 
of the city of your destination, over 
smooth and level tracks; giving rest 
and comfort; riding beside running 
waters most of the way; through the 
centers of population to the gateways 
of commerce ; when you travel by the 


NEW YORK CENTRAL LINES 


A copy of the Illustrated Catalogue of the **Four- 
Track Series *’ will be sent free upon receipt of a 
two-cent stamp by George H. Daniels, General 
Passenger Agent, Grand Central Station, New York 


Hotel Belleciaire| 


Broadway and 77th Street, 


Seventh Avenue, 
Amsterdam Ave. 
and West 130th St. 
Cars pass the 
door. 
Luxurious rooms 
for permanent 
and transient 
guests. 
Restaurant 

a Feature. 


Exquisite 


Palm Room. 
Art Nouveau 
Cafe. 

Royal 
Hungarian 
Orchestra. 


“Most Artistically Beautiful Hotel in the 
World.” Can offer few single rooms, with 
bath, beautifully furnished, suitable for two 
people, $60 per month. 


TRANSIENT RATES: 


One Room, with bath $2.50 per day 
Parlor, Bedroom, with bath, $3 and $5 per day 
Parlor, 2 Bedrooms, with bath, $5 and $7 per day 
Every improvement known to modern in- 
genuity. 
Write for our magazine, “The Hotel Belle- 
claire World.” 


MILTON ROBLEE, Proprietor. 
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Bird Center Etiquette 


(A Card Game) 


A Volcano of Excitement 
and Laughter ! 
Bird Center Etiquette is printed in colors on 
ivory enameled card board from original drawings 
by the greatest cartoonist of them all—McCutcheon. 


As a fun maker at informal parties every pack is 
worth its weight in gold— any number can play it. 


Learned in a Minute 


Ask your dealer “ Right Now” or send us 50c 
for a prepaid pack. 


‘Chicago 
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COPYRIGHT 1904 


The Great Card Game 


At once takes command of the brain and J 


gives a new pleasure one can’t shake off. 


Bunco unmistakably eclipses everything in }] 
the game line and means a pronounced sen- ff 
sation in yourcommunity. It’s alive with } 


endless new situations and amusing 
combinations. One never grows weary 


of it, and itis destined tosupplant all games of f 


modern times. Easy to learn and keenly 


interesting to both the young and the 
old. Anybody can play it—success- ff 
fully played at progressive parties as jf 
well as individual tables. 115 Cards. 


Your dealer sells Bunco for 
90c, or order direct from 
us for 50c, postage paid. 
Don’t delay as it truly 
means an emphatic sensa- 


tion in your community. 


Also makers of Bird Center 
Etiquette. A card game 
from original drawings by 
John T. McCutcheon. All 
dealers, or 50c, prepaid. 


em HOME GAME Co. 


87 Dearborn St., CHICAGO 
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on at handsome! 

ypographically correct. 

now 25,000. we want fully 50,000 by 

January ist. Bingle copies 10c., by 
e year, $1.00. 


Subscription 


Agents 


$1000 in cash prizes will be given to the 
agents sending in the largest lists of sub- 
scriptions to 


TRAVEL 


in addition to an unprecedently liberal com- 
mission on each subscription. First prize 
$500, second prize $250, third prize $100—be- 
sides several smaller prizes. No experience 
necessary; contest just starting. Success: 
ful agents make $50 to $60 a week. Write to- 
day for details. 


TRAVEL PUBLISHING CoO., 
Odd Fellows Bldg., 3 : ST. Louis, Mo. 
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GOOD BUSINESS 
ENGLISH 


|e 
> 
z 
x 
> 
2 


\ ure 


\ 


These books teuh salesmen how to write convincing letters that sell 
goods; tea h crecit men how to wnte tactful letters that [rin in money 
and give no oflense teach correspondents how to write forceful business- 


bringing letters; teach stenogriplers how to master corresponden e; 
teach a lvertisement writers how to write strong, pulling’ copy. They 
forin a complete college course in business I n,lish—to le read at leisure 


—to be put into daily pra the atonce. Many suc: essful men are earning 
large salaries merely be ause they know how to state a business propost- 
tion Clearly, tersely, con: isely, forcefully This set of books comprises 
the notable Sherwin Cody sourse in business I nylsh complete. Before 
being published in Seok form this course Sold for $2500. Every business 
man, einployer and employe should have this set ready for reference. 


YOU CAN GET A SET 
HANDSOMELY BOUND IN CLOTH AT 


Less Than * Regular Price | 


We are making this offer {n connection with SYSTEM, the magazine 
whi h is as essential to business men as system itself is to business. 
SYSTEM tells every month all the new business tricks that save time—all 


the little othce wrinkles that save worry. || The newest developments in ceramics. Its 
Through SYSTEM you can learn all | chasteness of design, new and unique 


that any one can possibly tell you about 
system and business methods. Two 


glaze, velvety glossness of finish and soft, 


peared ey cae en oe moss-green crystalline color, celebrated 

ular reading of SYSTEM will solve your for its delicate shadings, and the richness 

business perplexities—but if it does not, | . l f h 

SYSTEM has a. statf of experts—prac- of its tones appeal to the lover of the beau- 

you Aer tld tiful, and have won for it an enviable place 
The subscription price of SYSTEM is | among the world’s art wares. 


$2.00 per year. The Sherwin Cody 
nooks, described above, sell for $3.00. For Christmas 
To subscribers of SYSTEM, however, 


we will send the books at less than half 


the rewular cost. Send $2.00 for SYS- | weddings, anniversaries, birthdays, etc., 
TEM and $1.00 for the books, and we | A i : 
will enter your name for one year of — | Teco Pottery is the ideal gift. 


SYSTIM (including the free expert 
service) and will express you the books 
in a case at once, every cost prepaid. 
Send the $3.00 today. Tear out this ad- 
vertisement and | 


WRITE YOUR NAME BELOW THE GATES POTTERIES 
i} Chamber of Commerce, - - CHICAGO, 


Sold by all leading dealers 


Book sent anywhere upon request. 


The Armour Glue Works, 
Chicago, IM. 

T find T cannot get along without SYSTEM. 
Tt is the best and most comprehensive maga: 
zine of ity class. Full of “*new Uluod"’ ideas, 
aothing ntiquated. 


W. FE. JOHNSON, Jr. 


People’s Saving and Loan Association 
Company, Leetoma, Olio, 


A single arti le is frecuently worth much 
more than the price of A ycur’s su! scription 
C. L. GREBNAMYER,. 


“When Tam at home Sherwin Cody’s 
books arealways on my study table. I never 
travel without one of them in my grip. With 
them at hand, every spare moment can be 
improved to decided fn inc ial adv antage."" 

CLOWKY CHAPMAN, 
Advertising Expert. 


‘quay Ssamppy put amen inok 331. 


“You certainly give big value for the | 


mone). ° 
JOHN LEE MAHIN, 
President Mahin Advertising Co. 
|| 
Send with Three Dollars at our risk to | l 
| 
| 
THE SYSTEM CO. | | 
1005 First National Bank Bldg. CHICAGO hb 
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Worth 47 Pigeonholes 


and Any Number of Scrap Books 


| 
Cucntos Ticos 


SHORT STORIES of COSTA RICA | 


Elbert Hubbard, The 
“ Roycrofters,” E, 
Aurora, N.Y... “1 
think that your 
cabinet has added 
several yearsto my 
earth life by ena- 
bling me to find the 
thing without wear 
or tear on my tem- 

er and vocabu- 
ary.”” 


Geo.H.Daniels,Gen’l 
Pass’r Agent, N.Y. 
C.& H.R. Ry. Co.: 
“I find them indis- 
pensable to me in 
my work.” 

Free with Your Name in Gold 


This is the most complete device ever invented for filing and classi- 
fying clippings, illustrations, manuscripts and all miscellaneous matters 
which some time or other you will want without a minute's delay. It is a° 
savings bank for information—worth 47 scrap books. It consists of a 
number of specially made holders arranged in a substantial air-tight, 
dust-proof box. Each one of these holders not only shows what is con- 
tained in it, but by an Ingenious indexing system shows just where every- 
thing else referring to its contents may be found. Especially useful to 
business men because it sits conveniently on your desk and takes care 
absolutely of all the papers and data that you might otherwise lose or 
forget—perhaps throw in a waste-basket for want of a better place to put 
it. The Desk Cabinet is a wenuine Library Filing Cabinet never before 
made in desk size and has sold from $15.00 to $50.00 in large sizes. The 
Cabinet we offer you free is equal in every respect to the expensive kind 
except the size and the woodwork. The free offer is in connection with 


SYSTEM 


Edited by A. W. Shaw 


System is essential to business success. And so fs SYSTEM, the 
magazine. It tells every month all the new business tricks that save 


By RICARDO FERNANDEZ GUARDIA 
FROM THE SPANISH by GRAY CASEMENT 


Ler) 


m0 


EN clever tales by the lead- 
ing author of the gem of the 


Central American States; tales of 
the people and the place. @ Asa 
foreword the translator has added 
an introductory chapter wherefrom 
more of the real character of the in- 
habitants and the inside affairs of the 
country may begleaned than by read- 


ing many volumes of greater length. 
ee 


THE FIRST EDITION HAS JUST BEEN ISSUED 
FOR SALE BY ALL BOOKSELLERS, $2.00 


THE BURROWS BROTHERS COMPANY 
CLEVELAND 


time—all the little office 
wrinkles that save worry. 200 
or more pages of indispen- 
sable information for business 
men. Through SYSTEM 
you can learn all thatany cne 
can possibly tell you about 
systein and business methods. 
The regular reading of SYS- 
TEM will solve your bi ciness 
perplexities — but if it does 
not, SYSTEM has a staff of 
experts — practical business 
men—who will answer your 
questions gladly and cheer- 
fully and promptly. This ser- 
vice will cost you not one 
single penny— if you are a 
subicriber to SYSTEM. The 
price of SYSTEM is two dollarsa year. It is worth a great deal more 
than that to any alert man with his eyes on the main chance. 


An official of the National Cash Register Company says: “The 
ideas gathered from your magazine have enabled me to formu- 
late systems for Mr. Patterson's letters, books, pamphlets, orders, 
etc., which have simplified the work greatly.” 

**T have learned more from SYSTEM in five months than in ten 
years of hard study and knocks in business. It is worth ten times 
the charges for it."—F. A. PHILBRICK, Baraboo, Wisconsin. 


Manufacturing 
or Mercantile 
Institutions 


HAT contemplate estab- 
lishing Indianapolis branch 


SPECIAL OFFER Regular Departments in 
i. : : We said the desk cabinet would cost SYSTEM 
offices will find the Tractional you nothing. Here fs the way. Send Building a Sales Force 
us two dollars for a year's subscription 0: 


to SYSTEM and we will send you, 
every cost prepaid, a cabinet with your 
name in gold ontop. If you are Organizing a Factory 
already a subscriber and your subscrip- Business Correspondence 
tion has not yet expired, simply order Credits and Collections 

us to zenew ir for one year from its Talks to Salesmen 
present date of expiration and we will tem 

send you a cabinet free. Write your Sys in Banking 

naine and address in the margin oppo- System in Shipping 

site; tear out this advertisement and Systems for the Retailer 
it to us. Inclose the money and Real Estate and Insurance 


we wil: enter you as a subscriber—send ystem fessions 
you an expert consultation certificate ore 
entitling you to free advice—and ship ve 

a! 


you the cabinet. Actatonce. We have The Business Man's Review 


only a few cabinets on hand and we Successful Bystem 
believe they will be snapped up in a (Biogra ) 


hurry. ACT. Answered by Experts 


THE SYSTEM COMPANY 
997 First National Bank Building : CHICAGO 


Terminal Building best suited to 
their needs. It is the new busi- 
ness center and the finest office 
building in the central West. 


mai 


Indianapolis Termin al 


Traction Company 
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Waterman's 


aay 
- Als 


: a 
gy the satisfying quality of the 
Gillette Safety Razor, we 
ask you to take advantage of 
our money-back offer explained below, 
We will send the 


Gillette 


Razor 
on 30 Days Trial 


If you are dissatisfied for any at the e 


of this time, — the Fagor, 
Rao 447 fiat 


be new. Always ready for use— 


No Stropping or Honing 
for merchant 4 Ri Aye Viens ners 
and shopper When have each 

in the holiday we wi 
rush. Universally 
appropriate asagiftand 
a constant cause for thank- %& 
fulness because simple incon- Q 
struction, ever faithful, reliable, % 
easy to fill and with no bad habits. \ 
FOR SALE BY YOUR DEALER 


Write for Holiday Literature to 


lasts for years, 
the edges until dull, retarn to use 
in ex 
blades 


give yousix new es at no cost 
to you. Twelve additional semeastnal Sock, 


The Gift To Please Him Most 


os Gillette Razor, triple silver, with blades, 


| S Same, in Morocco ease with name on 
~— graved on razor handle, a magnificent present, 612.00, 
| Ask your dealer or send direct. Booklet Free. 


S he Gillette Sales Co. 1¢26 Manhattaa Bidg. Chicago 
L. E. Waterman Company Sales Agents and Mfrs. Hardware Specialties | 
173 Broadway, New York City 160 State St., Chicago cata ay gt Ler my ‘ 


4 Ml 


|BRINGS GOOD FORTUNE TO ITS USERS 


Ck Sip eae © 
HOME OFFICE AND FACTORY 
SYRACUSE, N.Y. 


EXHIBIT AT WORLDS FAIR, ST. LOUIS, 
SEC. 23. PALACE LIBERAL ARTS. 


FRES 
CATALOG 


MaiLes _ON 
APPLICATION 


The Williams Typewriter Co. 


FACTORY AND GENERAL 


IN OPEN 
TERRITORY. 


orrices, 
WEW YORK: DERBY, CONN., U.S. A. = ny | 


~~ Broadway. 


In CoRRESPONDING WITH ADVERTISERS, PLEASE MENTION “THE ReapER MaGazine™ 


THE READER MAGAZINE ADVERTISEMENTS 


YOU MAY SELECT 


any one of these beautiful Genuine Diamond pieces 
own here AS 900,08 ; send $10.00 and we will send 
t on approval; or, if you prefer, you may pay the 
$10.00 on delivery after you have seen and exam: 
ined the article. 

The balance you may send us at the rate of $5.00 per 
month. Illustrations shown here are late patterns 
Each Diamond is carefully selected, is pure white in 
color and perfect—every stone is a gem. Now is a 


good time to start and save for your Christmas Gift 
Any honest person can open an account with us, 
regardless of their financial worth. We pay all express 
charges whether you buy or not; give a written guar 
antee with every Diamond, and allow full original 
price whenever you want to exchange for other goods 
or a larger Diamond. We give your orders prompt 
attention and guarantee perfect satisfaction or your 
money back. We refer you to Pan American Banking 
Co., capital $500,000.00. Write to-day. 


MARQUARDT & SCOTT CO. 
Diamonds, Watches, Jewelry 
126-128-130 State St., CHICAGO, ILL. 


Dept. 137. 


ookBinding 


IN ALL VARIETIES OF LEATHER 


PLAIN AND ARTISTIC 


ENGRAVING |] 


The binding of libraries, sets. or single volumes, in any 
style, from the most elaborate in full Levant Morocco, 
to the ordinary Hatr-Ca.r or Morocco. 


HENRY BLACKWELL 


University Place and 10th St., New York 


ECEPTION, VISITING 
anp AT HOME 
CARDS: WEDDING 


INVITATIONS anpb 
ANNOUNCEMENTS: MONO 
GRAMS, CRESTS anv AD 
DRESS DIES : EMBOSSED 
LETTER HEADS axp BOOK 
PLATES SQ SO SA STA 


IN THE NEWEST STYLES AND 
MOST APPROVED FORM (Us 4 


Write of Sas Pollenbeck Press 


THE BOBBS-MERRILL COMPANY 


INDIANAPOLIS 


Desiqners : [Srinters : Winders 
Monument Place : Fndianapolis 
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The Reason Why Most Men Do Not Accomplish 
More Is Because They Do Not Attempt More, 


A Soliloquy 


4 : Business— 
For SEWING, STUDYING § - A Professional 


or any work which requires close 
application of the eyes, our light Life 
gives better satisfaction than any. 


It makes and burns : Being a business man, I am Practicing a profession. It is 
its own gas at a cost of ssible that I have not examined the literature which 
Zc per week and gives ' g rms the basis of my profession. self 

100-candle power =f. nasmuch as I desire tu prepare my: for greater oppor- 

tunities and to increase my income, it is my duty to 

"a anes DIRT : investigate every reasonable proposition that comes to ‘ay 

0 . ° e, - a en 10n,. 
The Sheldon School has proven beyond the ibility of 
rire E — ; contradiction that all me men, as well as ever, nstitution, 
t are salesman; tha smans a science and that 
i 2 - the fundamental principles, together with the natural laws 
The qeeet art lant : that govern in the realm of business, have been logically 
mane macs’ differs arranged, systematized and thoroughly tested and madea 
, pe prot practice! | ing for everyday application in all lines 
en a F 
e warranted, It has received the endorsement of many of thegreat- 
rAOENTS WANTED ) \ est business Institutions and organizations in the world, 
EVERYWHERE, Apuretaton bs ankarawen at ean or teeeee el 
c ues! or literature an 
The Best Light \ spresraats carefully whattt is that is creating such a stir in 
e business world. 

Gecmp ct ston : digraciaerrerre euend 4 Sak pone onge cad | 
rs ef Or \ will immediately write for the forty-eight page illustrat 
Patents, < ‘ Prospectus, enclosing three 2 cent otempes 

245 E. Sth St., I can afford to risk six cents to find out what may be 

d \ worth thousands of dollars to me. I will do it now. 

Canton, Ohio, 


S. S. of S. S., 1097 McClurg Building, Chicago 


A DELIGHTFUL ADDITION TO 


YOUR LIBRARY 


The chair that permits your reading for hours at a 
time without becoming tired. Your book becomes 
doubly enjoyable when you are free from back ache. 


RICHARDS i suck PANEL-CHAIR 


combines all the advantages of the MORRIS CHAIR with a head 
rest and the additional comforts of the Fit-the-Back “Panel” 
feature. This is not a fad ora freak but the result of the present 
day demand for a practical, comfortable chair. 

Nothing unsightly, nothing to get out of order, as 
handsome and artistic a chair as high skilled labor 
and the best of material can make it. Cost no 
more than any chair of like material and 
workmanship. 


R.M. 
Noy. 


THE 
RICHARDS 
CHAIR-PANEL 
CO., CHICAGO, 
ILL.— Please send 
me particulars and 
prices with finishes of 
this and your other 
styles of chairs 


Testimonials from Customers: ’ 


“IT have no difficulty in resting 
comfortably in your style of 
Morris Chair for five hoursat 
a sitting.”—Thos, B. Com 
stock, Los Angeles, Cal. 
“We consider the 
Panel-Chair the most 
practical chair on 
the market.” 


Newman & rn ley @ Made of selected oak, any finish 

<etler Furni ; Hz I ‘ Pats : 
me ea ‘Co., I HIS C \ R and upholstered in best leather, 
Lima, will be shipped freight prepaid, on five days’ trial, toany 
Ohio. reader of this magazine. If after five days’ trial you are not 


Name 


Address a . r 
satisfied, the chair may be returned at our expense. Fill 


State out coupon and mail to us to-day for catalogue and price list. 
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that Daus’ “Tip-Top” § 


Duplicator is the best, j 
simplest and cheapest 
device for making 
100 copies from Pen-written and 50 
copies from Typewritten original 
we are willing to send acomplete DupLicATOoR without deposit on 
ten days’ trial, if you mention THR READER MAGAZINE. 
No mechanism to get out of order, no washing, no press, no print- 
er’s ink. The product of 23 years’ experience in DUPLICATORS. 


_ aaj Price for complete apparatus, cap size (prints 8% in, by 18 $5 NET 
in.),$7.50, subject to the trade discount of 334 percent. or 4 


) weSGBSsHAwWat 


cAS VSS orl 

\ SWxveysaws6W% 
WSS ado 
A yshadks 


~ 


FELIX S. P. DAUS DUPLICATOR CO., Daus Bidg., 111 John St., . Y. 


THE MANHATTAN 
PRESS-CLIPPING BUREAU 


ARTHUR CASSOT, Proprietor 
NEW YORK LONDON 


KNICKERBOCKER BUILDING 
Cor. Fifth Ave. and 14th Street, New York 


Will supply you with all personal references and clip- 
pings on any subject from all the papers and periodi- 
cals published here and abroad. Our large statf of readers 
can gather for you more valuable material on any current 
subject than you can get inalifetime. Subscribe now. 


TERNS: 100 clippings, $5.00; 250 clippings, $12.00 
500 clippings, $20.00; 1,000 clippings, $35.00 


FOR 56. A DAY 


PER INSTRUMENT THE 


PERRY 


TIME STAMP CO. 


Will furnish ! maintain in any 
responsible business house an 
equipment of one or one thousand 
of the Perry Time Stamps. 


Responsible business houses 
can get our stamp free for ten 
days’ trial. Ask us to send it and 
see how it saves you time, 
money and annoyance. 

[ Tue Seas The Perry Time Stamp com- 
PaRRy IMB OTAMPCO bines the self-inking stamp with 
CHICAGO, the time accuracy of an Elgin 
a watch. Only time stamp that au- 
tomatically prints direct from 
type, the day, hour and minute. 
No jar to kwork, portable, 
simple and durable. Stem wind- 
ing, key set clock. 

Guaranteed for one year. 

Size 744 ins. high, 314 ins. wide 
s. Price $20.00 


Jand recommended 


and mercantile estal 
ments. Investigate to-day. W 
for free interesting illustrated 
booklet, “‘The Business Man's 


40 Time Saver. 


way 1 619046 <0 Cc: PERRY TIME 
ewe STAMP CO. 


9-17 West Madison Street 


The N. Ki. Fairbank Company == CHICAGO, ILL. 
Crodit Approved-FUENFIN.” ices tm: New. Yor City 


Did You Ever Use Press Clippings? 


Do you want to know everything possible about anything ? 

Want Clippings of every article published on any topic in the American 
press, weeklies, dailies, magazines, and trade papers? 

Want to obtain early advantage of a trace situation ? 

Want the quickest news, daily, of any kind of new business enter- 
prises? 

Want to compile a scrap-book on a special subject? 

Want to prepare a paper ay essay in a club or anything of that 
nature? 

The easiest, surest, quickest, and most economical way is to secure the 
services of our large staff of trained readers, 

BUSINESS MEN are using clippings and get reliable tips which 
lead to business on the follow up plan. 

Tell us the nature of your business and we will supply valuable clip- 
pings of news items daily that will aid youin making that business 
profitable. $1.00 a iaonth and upwards. 


UNITED STATES PRESS CLIPPING BUREAU, 
153 LaSalle Street, Chicago . 
Send Stamp for Booklet 


OVER 104,000 SOLD 


MRS. OWENS’ COOK BOOK 


BY FRANCES E, OWENS 
Not an unknown work, but with a fully established reputation. New and re- 
vised edition (104th thousand) with additional matter and portrait frontispiece 
of the author, four colored plates and other illustrations. Size 854 x 57g. Bound 
in washable oilcloth. Price $2.00 postpaid. 


Ethics of Household Economy 


A help to inexperienced wives and discouraged mothers 
Economy is Time, Strength and Money. By E. MCPHERSON PARSONS. 
Cloth, Square 12mo ; 222 Pages; $1.10 postpaid. 
Not a Cookery Book, but useful in every department of the home. Invaluable 
to Young Wives and desirable for older ones. Something 
. for every member of the family. 

Marion Harland says: “It is asimple little manual, full of common sense 
and practical wisdom, The chapters upon ‘Cleaning and Dusting,’ ‘Washing 
and Ironing,’ ‘Making and Mencings are espe valuable to young house- 
keepers. should be glad could I put a copy into every cottage and flat 
engineered by my girls.” Cétcago Dat/y News, May 6, 1904. 

From a personaé letter > “Your book is good and a valuable addition to 
any household.""—A/arion Harland. 


A Little Study of the ‘Objective and 
Subjective Mind 


A Condensation with Comments by ABBY JANE TAYLOR 

A monograph on a subject of great interest, simply written so as to form an 
introduction to this department of psychology, and lead readers to seek further 
information on a fascinating topic. 

“This small monograph is remarkable not from what it contains of itself, 
but from what it suggests to the mind of its reader. ® * ® The duality of mind 
is plainly made apparent and differentiated, making clear many actions of 
apparently sane persons that occasionally puzzle their friends." —7/e Book- 
selle ro 


. Chicago. 


Square l6mo, 32 pages. cloth, with gold lettering. 35 cents net. 
Postage 2 cents additional. 


If unable to get these books of the local dealer, order of the publisher. 


JUSTITIA PUBLISHING COMPANY 
pro Wanted. “Liberal ieee 
LENOX BUILDING, : : : : : CHICAGO ILL. 
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Krell-HFreach Piano 


It has that full, rich, clear tone so much sought by the musician. 
The touch is even and responsive. It is a satisfaction to have a Krell- 
French and know that your instrument is up to every requirement. 

Many points of a piano, unseen by the ordinary observer, are vital 
to its proper construction. 

The product of our large factory with its skilled workmen and 
most modern and complete equipment is a perfect piano—the Krell- 
French Piano. Every part, to the minutest detail, is made right. 


Have You a Piano in Your Home? 


Everyone should know how to play the piano; this accomplishment 
is not only an introduction into the best society, but a continual 
source of pleasure. Our pianos are warranted for Six Years. Prices, 
$350 to $500. Easy payments if desired. 

Write now for our illustrated descriptive catalogue. Before purchasing 
a piano it will pay you to investigate our Special Introductory Offer. 


KRELL-FRENCH PIANO COMPANY 


1510-1783 I Avenue, NEW CASTLE, IND, 
“The finest equipped piano manufactory in the United States.” 
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THE AL-VISTA 


AND DESERVES IT 


You can take the whole view with one snap, or with 
some models, stop the lens at five different places, and 
thus make five different widths of pictures, all depending 
on just how much of the view you wish. These are 
features no other camera possesses, 


Our Co-operative Plan 


We now send you any camera described in our catalogue 
upon a small payment being made. The remainder you 
may pay in small monthly instalments while you are using 
the camera. Write us for full information about this. 


MULTISCOPE & FILM CO. 


1324 Jefferson Street : Burlington, Wisconsin 
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